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Fiust j)riiito<l in tho folio of ICti,*!. — Dr. Simon Forman in liis J/n. Dtafy 
(*!/«/.. 1 «//#»/</. Oron.') has ^ivi ii an elalmratt* necoiint of thi^ 1rnu:o(h , whi«‘h 
he hnw ‘ at the (Jlobo, l<ilO 20+h of April, Siiturilny.’* Miilont* thiiikH 
that it wan originalH [ttilunnud iii KJOO, hwauM* in act ii. <*l‘. 1, Iht* rortor 
8ay<4, a farmer that handed himself on the expectation of plenty, ” 

and “hciv’s an equi\oc(itor lliut could swear in both the scales sijj:ainHt 
either scale ; who isouiintted tnasou enough for Ood's sake, \et could not 
equivocate to heaven,’ — ^the fomur imssago, he conceives, alludniR to the 
Htate of the corn-market in KUMt, the latter to (Jamot’B avowed equivoeaiion 
and gross i)er 3 ury at his trial (ior the Gunpowder Treason) on Mtueli 2Htli 
of that year. Sec Life of Shuliijnan. i). 407 sqq. Mr. Collier hulieves 
that Macheth was not a new i»lay when Forman saw it acted, because •• tho 
words, 

* some T see 

That twofold halls and treble sceptres carr)'/ 

would have had little point, if we sup]K)se them to have been <M M*itd 
after the kinjr who boie the balls and sceptics had lx in nioie fhnii ^(vcii 
>cars on the fhumo. James was piorlunned King oi Greiit Ibifnin nnil 
Ireland on the 2tthol Oclobei IbOl , and we may ]»erhaps com hide tbit 
Sliakewpearc wiote JMatJuih in the > ear lOO.'J, i m 1 that it wif*. lat il 
at the Glohe. when it was ojuned foi the summer sta^nn, in lh« s]»inig of 
KJOO.*’ Jnirod.to — I’lirmer conjectures, veiv iinjnol ml »l\ , that fhe 

tragedy miglit have been suirgesfid to hbnkespcure by iiii iiiU'ibuii 
was idayed a1 (Hford lictoie King James ni IbO.*! see the notis iij.jKiKhd b> 
Machdh in the \ortontm NJuihe^jo an, — lloliushed, it I plum, fuiiii»h(d all 
the matciiuls for Jfacbet/t. 
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SiWAED, enrl of Northumberland, general of the English forces. 
Young SiWABD, his sou. 

Seyton, an olHcer attending on Macbeth. 
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Hecate. 
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Scene — in the end of Ihcfout^li act in England; through the rest of the 
ylay in Scotland, 



MACBETH. 


ACT 1. 

Scene I. An open place . 

Thumlcr and Vyhininfj. Enter three Witches. 

First Wltclu When j^hall we t^ccjnect again 
In thunder, lightning, in rain? 

Sec. Witch. When tlio hmlyburly’s done, 

When the battle’s lost and ^^on. 

Third Witch. That will bo ere tlio sot of sun. 

First Witch. Where the place ? 

Sec. Wiich. Upon the heath. 

Third Wiiclu There to meet with Macbetli. 

First Witch. I come, Graymalkiii ! 

Sec. Witch. Pa ddock calls : — anon I 
All. Fair is foul,^2) and foul is fair : 

Hover tlirough tlie fog and filtliy air. [^lixiunt. 


Scene II. A camp near Forres. 

Alarums within. Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lennox, 
with Attendants, meeting a Heeding Sergeant. 

Dun. What bloody man is that? He can report, 

As seemeih by his plight, of the revolt 
The newest state. 

MdL This is the sergeant, 

Who, like a good and hardy soldier^ fought 
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’Gainst my captivity. — Hail, brave friend ! 

Say to tlie king tliy knowledge of the broib^^ 

As thou <lidst leave it. 

Senj. Doubtful it stood ; 

As two sj)cnt swimmers, tliat do cling together 
And choke their art. The merciless Macdonwald — 
Worthy to be a rebel, for, to tliat. 

The inultii>]ying villanies of nature 

Do swarm uj)on him — from the western isles 

Of kerns and galh)wglasses is 8Up])licd 

And fortune, on his damned quarrel smiling, 

fihow’d like a rebel’s whore : but all’s too weak 

For brave Macbeth, — ^well ho deserves tliat name, — 

Disdaining fortune, with his brandish’d steel. 

Which smok’d with bloody execution, 

Like valour’s minion, 

Cuiw’dKiut his ]inssage till he fac’d the slave; 

And ne’er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him, 
Till he unseam’d him from the nave to the chaps, 

And fix’d his head iqxm our battlements. 

Jhui, O valiant cousin ! worthy gentleman I 
Ser(j, As wheiKje the sun gins his reflection 
Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders break 
So from that sjiring, whence comfort seem’d to come, 
Discomfort swells.^^^ Mark, king of Scotland, mark'C 
No soonei; justice had, with valour arm’d, 

ComiM'll’d these skij>j)ing kerns to trust their heels. 
But the Norwtyan lord, survcjdng vantage, 

With furbish’d arms and new supplies of men. 

Began a ii’csli assault. 

Van. Dismay’d not this 

Our cajitains, Macbeth and Banquo 

Serg. Yes ; 

As sparrows eagles, or the hare the lion. 

If I say sooth, I must report they were 
As cannons overcharg’d with double cracks ; 

So tliey 

Doubly^^^^ redoubled strokes upon the foe : 

Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds. 

Or memorize another Gh^otha, 
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I cannot tell : — 

But I am faint, my gashes cry for help. 

Dun, So well thy words become theo as tiiiy womids ; 
They smack of honour both. — Qu get him Burgeons. 

Serffeemty attended^ 

Who comes hero ? 

Mai, Tlio worthy thane of Ross. 

Lm. What haste looks tlirougli his eyosl^^i^ So should 
he look 

Tlial seems to speak things «‘tj*ange.^^^^ 

Enter Ross/^'*^ 

Ood save the king ! 

Dun, Whcn(*c cam’s! thou, worthy thniio ? 

Ro^ii. From Fife, great king ; 

Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky 
And fan our peojdo cold. Uorw^ay himself, 

Witli liTriblo numbers. 

Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 

Tlie thane of Cawdor, begaif^^^ a dismal conflict; 

Till that Bellona’s bridegroom, lapp’d in proj)f, 

Confronted him witli sclf-comj>arisons, 

Point against point rebellious, arm ’gainst arm, 

Curlnng his lavish spirit : and, to coiwliido. 

The victory fell on us. 

Dun, Great happiness I 

Ross, That now 

Sweno, the Norways’ king, craves composition ; 

Nor would wo deign him burial of his men 
Till he disbursed, at Saint Colme’s-inch, 

Ten thousand dollar& to our general use. 

Dun, No more tliat thane of Cawdor shall deceive 
Our bosom interest : — ^go pronounce his present death, 

And with his former tide greet Macbeth. 

Ross, I’ll see it done. 

Dun, Wliat he hadi lost noble Macboth hath won. 

[ExeunJt, 
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Scene IIL A heath. 

Thunder, Enter the three Witches. 

First Witch. Where hast thou been, sister ? 

Sec, Witch. Killing swine. 

Third Witch. Sister, where thou ? 

First Witch, A sailor’s wife had chestnuts in her lap, 

And mounch’d, and mounch’d, and mounch’d : — “ Give me,” 
quoth I : 

“ Aroint thee, witch !” the rump-fed ronton cries. 

Her husband’s to Aleppo gone, master o’ the Tiger : 

But in a sieve I’ll thither sail, 

And, like a rat without a tail, 

I’ll do, I’ll do, and I’ll do. 

Sec. Witch. I’ll give thee a wind. 

Firtt Witch. Thou art kind. 

Third Witch. And I another. 

First Witch. I myself have all the other ; 

And the very ports they blow, 

All tlie quarters tliat tliey know 
I’ the Shipman’s card.^^^^ 

I will drain him dry ns hay : 

Sleep shall neitlier night nor day 
Hang upon his pent-house lid ; 

Ho shall live a man forbid : 

Weary seven-nights nine times nine 
Shall ho dwindle, peak , and pine : 

Though his bark cannot bo lost, 

Yet it shall be tempest-tost. — 

Look what I have. 

Sec. Witch. Show me, show me. 

First Witch. Here I have a pilot’s thumb. 

Wreck’d as homeward he did come. {Drum within. 

Third Witch. A drum, a drum I 
Macbetli dfltii come. 

AU. The weirdi sisters, hand in hand. 

Posters of the sea and land. 

Thus do go about, about : 

Thrice to thine, and thriee to mine. 
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And thrico again, to make up nine 
Peace I — the cliarm’s wound up. 

Enter Macbeth and Banquo ; Soldiers at aotne distance. 

Mach. So foul and fair a day I ha\ e not seen. 

Ban. How far is’t callM to Forres — What are these 

So wither’d, and so wild in thoir attire, 

That look not liko tli’ inhabitants <r tlf earth, 

And yet are on’t? — Live you? or are jou aught 
Tliat man may question ? You seem to understand mo, 

By each at once hci cha])py finger laying 
Upon lier skiniiv lips -you should bo women, 

And yet your beards forbid mo to interpret 
Tliat you are so. 

Mach. Speak, if you can ; — ^what are you ? 

First Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, thane of 
Glamis I 

Sec. Witch. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane of 
Cawdor I 

Third Witch. All luiil, Macbeth, that bhalt be king 
hereafter ! 

Ban. Good sir, why do you start; and seem to fear 
Things that do sound so fair? — I’ the name of trutli, 

Are ye fantastical, or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye show ? My noble j)artncr 
You greet witli present grace, and great prediction 
Of noble having and of royal hope, 

That he seems rapt withal : — ^to mo you speak not : 

If you can look into the seeds of time, 

And say which grain will grow, and which will not, 

Speak, then, to me, who neither beg nor fear 
Your favours nor your hate. 

First Witch. Hail ! 

Sec. Witch. Hail! 

Third Witch. Hail! 

First Witch. Lesser than Macbeth, and greatWr. 

Sec. Witch. Not so happy, yet much happier. 

Third Witch. Thou shalt get kings, though thou be none : 
So, all hail, Macbeth and Banquo ! 

First Witch. Banquo and Macbeth, all hail 
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Mach. Stay, you imperfect speakers^ tell me more : 

By Sinel’H death I know I’m thane of Glamis ; 

Bui how of Cawdor ? the tliane of Cawdor lives, 

A 2>ro6pcrous gentleman ; and to be king 
Stands not witliin the p rospec t of belief, 

No more tlian to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this strange intelligence ? or why 
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way 
Willi such prophetic greeting ? Speak, I charge you. 

[ Witches vanish. 

Ban. The earth h ath bubbles^ as the water has, 

And these are of them : — ^whither are they vanish’d ? 

Mach. Into the air ; and what seem’d corporal melted 
As breath into the wind. — ^Would they had stay’d ! 

Ban. Wore such things hero as we do s])eak about? 

Or havo^^ eaten on the insane root 
That takds the reason prisoner ? 

Mach. Your children shall be kings. 

Ban. You shall be king. 

Mad). And thane of Cawdor too, — went it not so ? 

Ban. To the sellsamo tune and words. — Who’s hero ? 

Enter Ross and Angus. 

Ross. Tlie king hath hajijaly receiv’d, Macbetli, 

The nows of thy succt'ss : and wdien ho reads 
Tliy pcrsopal venture in tlio rebels’ fight. 

His wonders and his praises do contend 
Which should bo thine or his : silenc’d witli that. 

In viewing o’er the rest o’ the selfsame day, 

He finds tliee in the stout Norwoyan ranks, 

Notliing afeard of what thyself didst make. 

Strange images of death. As thick as hail 
Came post with post;^^®^ and every one did bear 
Thy praises in his kingdom’s great defence, 

And pour’d tliom down before him. 

Ang. Wo are sent 

To give thee, from our royal master, thanks ; 

Only to herald thee into his sight. 

Not pay theo.^1®^ 

Ross. And, for an earnest of a greater honour. 
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He bade mo, from him, oall thee thane of Cawdor: 

In which addition, hail, most worthy thane I 
For it is thine. 

Ban. [aside] AVhat, can the devil speak true ? 

Mach. Tlie thane of Cawdor lives : why do you dress me 
In borrow’d robes ? 

Am/. Wlio was the thane lives yet; 

But under heavy jpd^inont bears lliat life 

Which he deserves to l4)sc. Whether he was combin’d 

With those of Norway, t>r did line the rebel 

With hidden help and vantage, or that with both 

Ho IjihoiirM in liis country’s wreck, I know not; 

But treasons enpitill, confess’d and jirov’il, 

Have overthro-w n him. 

Mach, [aside] Glamis, and thane of Cawdor ! 

The greatest is behind. — [ To Ross and Ang.] Thanks for yom’ 
}>ains. — 

[Aiside to J3an.] Do you not hope your cliildrcn shall be 
kings. 

When tlioso that gave the thunc of Cawdor to mo 
Promis’d no less to them ? 

Ban. [atSiVZc to Mach.] Tliat, trusted liome, 

Might yet enkindle you unto the crown, 

Besides the tlianc of Cawdor. But ’tis strange : 

And oftentimes, to win us to oiu: harm, 

The instruments of darkness tell us truths ; 

Win us widi honest trifles, to betray ’s 
In deepest consequence. — 

Cousins, a word, I pray you. 

Mach, [aside] Two truths are told, 

As happy prologu es to tJie swelling act 

Of the imperial tliome. — I thank you, gentlemen. — 

[Asid^ This supernatural soliciting 
Cannot be ill ; cannot be good : — if ill. 

Why hath it given me earnest of success, 

Commencing in a truth ? I am thane of Cawdor : 

If good, why do I yield to that suggestion 
Whose horrid image doth unflx my hair. 

And make m y s eated hei^ kno ck a t my ri bs. 

Against the use cf nature ? Present fears 
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[Are less than horrible imaginings : 

My thought, whose murder yet is hut fantastical, 

Shakes BO my" single state of man, that functio n 
Is smother’d in surmise ; and nothing is 
But what is not. 

Baiu Look, how our partner’s rapt. 

Macb, [aside^ If clianco will have me king, why, chance 
may crown me. 

Without my stir. 

Ban. New honours come upon him. 

Like our strange garments, cleave not to their mould 
But with tlie aid of use. 

Mach, [aside] Como what come may, 

Time a nd the hour runs tlmough tlio roughest day. ^20) 

^ Ban. 'Wbi^y Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure. 

Mach. Give me your favour : — ^my dull biain was wrought 
With tilings forgotten. Rind gentlemen, your pains 
'Are register’d whore every day 1 turn 
The loaf to read them. — Let us toward the king. — 

[Aside to Ban.] Think upon wlfat hath chanc’d; and, at more 
time. 

The interim having weigh’d it, let us speak 
Our free hearts each to other. 

Ban. [aside to Mach.] Very gladly. 

Mach, [aside to Ban,] Till then, enough. — Come, friends. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene IV. Forres. A room in the palace. 

Flourish. Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lennox, and 
Attendants. 

Dun. Is execution done on Cawdor ? Are not^^i) 

!^oso in commission yet return’d ? 

Mai. My liege. 

They are not yet come back. But I have spoke 
With one that saw^him die : who did report. 

That very frankly he confess’d his treasons ; 

Implor’d your highness’ pardon ; and set forth 
I A deep repentance : nothing in his life 
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Became him l ike the leavi ng ii ; ho died 
As one l£iat had l^en studied in his death 
To throw away the dearest thing he ow’d, 

As ’twere a careless trifle. 

Dun. There’s no art 

To find the mind’s construction in the face : 

He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An absolute trust. 

Entei* Macbe I’H, B\NQno, Rosh, and Angus. 

O worthiest cousin ! 

The sin of my ingratitude e\en now 
Was heavy on mo : thou’rt so far before, 

That swiftest wing of recompense ib slow 
To overtake thee. Woidd thou luiist less deserv’d, 
That the proportion botli of tlianks and payment 
Might ha\e boon mine I only I’ve left to say, 

More is thy due than more than all oan pay, 

Mach. Tlie service and the loyalty I owe, 

In doing it, i)ays itself. Your highness’ part 

Is to receive our duties ; and our duties 

Are to your throne and state children and sorv^ants ; 

Which do but what they should by doing every thin 

Safe toward your love and honour. 

Dun. Welcome hither 

I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. — Noble Banquo, 

That hast no loss deserv’d, nor must be know n 
No loss to have done so ; let mo infold thoo 
And hold tlieo to my heart. 

Ban. ^ere if I grow, 

The harvest is your own. 

Dun. My plenteous joys, 

Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves 
In drops of sorrow. — Sons, kinsmen, tlianes,^22) 
And you whose places are the nearest, know. 

We will establish our estate upon 
Our eldest, Malcolm ; whom we name hereafter 
The Prince of Cumberland : which honour must 
Not unaccompanied invest him only, 
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But sigiu of nobloncssj like stars^ shall shine 
On all deservors. — From hence to Invemess^ 

And bind us further to you. 

MclcJ). Tlio rest is labour, which is not us’d for you :^28) 
m bo myself the harbinger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach : 

So, humbly take my leave. 

D\iru My worthy Cawdor 1 

Mach. The Prince of Cumberland ! that is a step, 

On which I must fall down, or else o’erleap. 

For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires ; 

Let not light see my black and deep desires : 

The eye wink at the hand ; yet lot that bo, 

Whicli the eye fears, when it is done, to see. 

Dun. True, worthy Banqiio, — ^lie is full so valiant ; 

And ill his commendations I am fed, — 

It is a banquet to me. Let’s after him. 

Whose care is gone before to bid us welcome : . 

It is a peerless kinsman. [Flourislu Exeunt. 


Scene V. Irvcei'ncss. A room in Macbeth’s cadle. 

Enter Lady Macbeth, rcadimj a letter. 

Lady ^M. “ They met me in the day of success ; and I have 
learned by the jierfeetost r(‘])orl, they have more in them than mortal 
knowledge. When I burned in desire to question them further, they 
made themselves air, into which they vanished. Wliilcs I stood 
rapt in the wonder of it, came missives from the king, who nll-hailcd 
me ‘Thane of Cawdor;’ by which title, before, these weird sisters 
saluted me, and rcferiTd me to the coming on of time, with ‘ Hail, 
king that shalt be 1’ Tliis have I thought good to deliver thee, my 
dearest partner of greatness, that thou mightst not lose the dues of 
rejoicing, by being ignorant of what greatness is promised thee. Lay 
it to thy heart, and farewell.” 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor ; and shalt be 
What thou art promis’d : yet do I fear thy nature ; 

It is too full o’ the milk of human kindness 
To catch the nearest way : thou wouldst be great ; 
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SDBirBV.] 

Art not wiiiiont ambition ; but without 

The illness should attend it : what thou wouldst highly, 

That wouldst thou holily ; wouldst not play falso, 

And yet wouldst win : tliou’dst have, great Glamis, 

That which cries Tlius thou must do, if thou havo it ; 

And that which rather thou dost fear to do 
Tlian wi^'host sliould l»e undone.” Hie theo hither, 

Tliat I may pour my spirits in thiiio car ; 

And cliastise with the ^ alour of my tongue 
All that Iinpod('s thee from the golden round, 

Whi(*li futA' and metapli;, sic‘al aid doth Mjem 
To ha^c theo ero-wTi’d withal. 

Kilter an Attendant 

What is your tiding'^ ? 

Tlio king conics hero to-night. 
fjdify A/. Tliou’rt mad to say it : 

not thy master >>itli himV who, werc’t so, 

Would have inform’d for ])re])aration. 

Atfe/i, So please you, it is time our thane is coming : 
One of my fellows had the s])(»ed of him ; 

Who, almost di^ad for breath, had scarcely more 
Thau would make up liis message. 

Ladi/ Af. Give him tending; 

He brings great news. [ Krif Attmdant, 

Tlic raven liims(*lf is hoarse 
Tliat croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Und(T my battlements. Come, you s])irits^^^> 

That tend on mortal tlioughts, unsex im* here ; 

And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 
Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood. 

Stop up th’ access and passage to remorse, 

That no compmietious visitings of nature 
Shako my foil purj)ose, nor keep peace between 
Til’ cfFoet and it 1^25) Como to my woman’s breasts. 

And take my milk for gall, you murdering ministers, 

Wherever in your sightless substances 

You wait on nature’s mischief! Como, thick night, 

And pall thee in tJie dunnest smoko of hell, 

Tliat my keen knife see not the wound it makes, 
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Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark/^G) 
To ciy« Hold, hold r 


Enter Macbeth. 

Great Glamis I worthy Cawdor 1 
Greater tlian both, by the all-hail hereafter ! 

Tliy letters have transported me beyond 
This ignorant present , and I feel now@ 

The future in the instant. 

Macb, My dear’st love, 

Duncan comes here to-night. 

Lady M. And when goes hence ? 

Mad). To-morrow, as ho purposes. 

Lady M. 0, never 

Shall sun that morrow see ! 

Your face, my thane, is as a book wlicrc men 
May read strange matteVs ; — ^to beguile the time, 

Look like the time ; bear welcome in your eye, 

Your hand, your tongue : look like the iiinbeent flower, 

But be tlic ser 2 )ent under ’t. . Ho that’s coming 
Must bo ])ro\ided for : and you shall jmt 
Tliis night’s great business into my dispatch ; 

Which shall to all our nights and days to conic 
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom. 

Macb. Wo will S 2 )eak furtlier. 

Lady M. Only look up clear , 

To alter fllvour ever is to fear : 

Leave all tlie rest to me. \Exeant. 


Scene VL The same. Before Macbeth’s castle. 

Haxithoys. Servants of Macbeth attcndingj with torches. Enter 
Duncan, I^Ialcolm, Dunvlbain, Danquo, Lennox, Macduff, 
Bobs, Angus, and Attendants. 

Dun. This castle hath a pleasant seat ; the air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 

Ban. 


This^^^^ guest of summer. 
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The temple-haunting martlet/20) does approve. 

By his lov’d mansionry, that tlio heavens’ breath 
Smells wooingly here :^30) jutty, frieze, 

Buttress, nor coign of vantage, but this bird 
Hath mado his pendent bed and procreant cradle : 
Where they most^**^!^ breed and haunt, I have observ’d 
The air is delicate. 


Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Dun. See, so<\ our honour’d hostess ! — 

The love tliat follows us sometinic is our trouble. 

Which still wo tluuik us love. Heroin I loach you 
How you shall bid God ild us for your pains. 

And thank us for yoiu: trouble. 

hojdy M, All our service 

In every point twice done, and then done double. 

Wore poor and single business to contend 
Against those honours deep and broad wherewith 
Your majesty loads our house : for tliose of old. 

And the late dignities heap’d ui> to tliom, 

Wo rest your hermUs. 

Dun, Where’s tlie thane of Cawdor ? 

We cours’d him at die heels, and had a purjK)so 
To bo his purveyor : but ho rides well ; 

And his groat love, sharp as his spur, hath help him 
To his home before us. Fair and noble hostess. 

We are your guest to-night- 

Ecudy M, Your servants ever 

Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in compt, 

To make dieir audit at your highness’ i>lcasure, 

Still to return your own. 

Dun, Give mo your hand ; 

Conduct mo to mine host : we love him highly, 

And shall continue our graces towards him. 

By your leave, hostess. \_ExeurU, 
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Scene VIL sanie, A loUtf/ in Macbeth’s castle. 

Ilanthof/s anfl toi^ches, Enter^ mid pass over, a Sewer, and divers 
Servants dishes and service. Then enter MAc'BETn. 

]\I(tclK If it worci <l(>ne wlicn ’tis done, then ’twere well 
It wore (lone quickly : if tli’ assassi nation 
Could trainincl up the eonso(pi('iieo, and rateli, 

With his surcoiiso, suee<?SH; that but this blow 
Mi^ht bo the bo-aJl and the end-all here. 

But Innv, 111)011 this bank and Bhoal^*^^) time, 

Wi'M jiiin]) tlio life to come. But in tliese cases 
W(* still have judgment here ; that wo but teach 
Bloody instructions, which, being tauglit, return 
To ])laguo th’ inventor: tliis^*^*^^ c\ en-liandod justice 
('lomirt(*nds th’ ingr(‘dientK of our ])oison’d ciialicc 
To our owui lips. IJc\s here in double* trust: 

First, as 1 am his kinsman and liis subject, • 

Strong both against the deed ^ then, as his host, 

Who should against his murderer shut the door. 

Not b('ar the knife myself. B(*sides, this Duncan 
Hatli borne his fjicuJties so moc*k, hatli been 
»So clear in his gnmt ofKee, tliat his virtues 
Will pli'ad like angels, trunipet-tongu’d, against 
Tlie deep damnation of his taking-off ; 

And ])ity, like a naked new-borii babe, 

Striding the blast, or lioavcm’s cherubin, hors’d 
Upon the sightless couriers of the air, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye. 

That tears shall drown the wind. — I have no spur 
To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o’erleaps itself. 

And falls on th’ other. 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

How now ! what news ? 

Ladi/ M, He lias almost supp’d ; why have you left the 
chamber ? 

Madb. Hath he ask’d for me ? 

Lady M. Know you not he has ? 
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Mach, Wo ill proceed no fiirUier in this business : 

Ho hath honour’d mo of kb' ; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of |w'0]>le, 

WlnVli would 1)0 worn now in tlieir newest gluss^ 

Not oa^it aside so soon. 

Liul^ M, Was the hope drunk 

'Wlicrt‘iii ^oii dress’d yourself? hatJi it slej»t since? 

And waki's it now, to look so ^reeii and ]».d(' 

A< A^liat it did so freely? From iljis time 
h 1 ju*e*uini ihj) Kne. Ai*^ dioii nleard 
To )u‘ th(‘ same in thine oa\ i nil «md \a1oiir 
As thou .irl in de->ii ? Woiiid'l thou lia\o that 
AVlii‘*Ii thou tstt‘tjn’sl (he ornament oflile^ 

And li\e a eowurd iii thine own t sU'eui, 

Tjt'tliiio 1 dare not” \vait upon “ 1 would,” 

Lik< the poor eat i’ Ih’ adage? 

Mach, Prithee, ])caco : 

I dare do all that may become . man ; 

Who dar(*s do more is iione.'*^'*’ 

Jjud^ M, What beast was’t, tlicn/*^®^ 

Tliat made >ou hiv^ak this (mterpi is< to me ? 

When )()u durst d() it, then ;you A>ero a man; 

And, to Ije more tJian 'VAhat 3^011 wore, you weidd 
J 5 e so niueli more tlie man. Nor time nor t>l k ( 

Did then adhere, and yet you would make hoth : 

They’ve made themsehes, and that their fitness now 
Does unmake you. 1 c gi^ on suck, and know 
How t(»nder ’tis to love the babe that milks me : 

I ould, while it was smiling in my face, 

Have j duck’d my nipple from Ins boneless gums, 

And dash’d the brains out, had I so sworn as you 
Have (lone to tliis.^^"^ 

Meu'h. If we should fail ? 

LojdyM, We fail I 

But screw your courage to tho sticking-plaoe^ 

And we’ll not faik^^s) When Duncan is asleep, — 
Whereto the rather shall his day’s hard journey 
Soundly invite him, — ^his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and wassail so convince, 

That memory, the warder of the brain. 
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Shall be a iume, and ihe receipt of reason 
A limbeck only : when in swinish sleep 
Their drenched natures lie as in a death, 

What cannot you and I perform upon 
Th’ unguarded Duncan ? wliat not put upon 
His spongy officers, who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell ? 

Mad), Bring fortli mon-children only ; 

For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv’d, 

When we have mark’d witli blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and us’d their very daggers, 

Tliat they have done’t ? 

Lady M. Who dares receive it other. 

As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar 
Upon Ids death ? 

Mach, I’m settled, and bond up 

Each corporal agent to tliis terrible feat. 

Away, and mock the time with fairest show : 

False face must hide what the false hoitrt dotli know. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT II. 

Scene L Inverness, Court of Macbeth’s castle. 

Enter Bakquo, preceded by Fleanck with a torchS^^ 

Ean, How goes the night, boy ? 

lie. The moon is down ; I have not heard the clock. 

Ban, And she goes down at twelve. 

Ele. I take ’t, ’tis later, sir. 

Ban, Hold, take my sword : — ^there’s husbandly in heaven, 
Tlieir can dles are all out : — ^take thee that too. — 

A heavy summons lies like lead upon me, 

And yet I would not sleep^ ; — ^merciful powers, 

Bestrain in me the cursed thoughts that nature 
Gives way to in repose ! — Give me my sword. — 

Who’s there? 
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Enter Macbeth, and a Servant wUh a torch, 

MouA, A friend. 

Ban, What, sir, not yet at rest? The king's a-bod : 

Ho hath boon in unusual pleasure, and 
Sent forth great largess to your officers : 

This diamond ho greets your wifo withal, 

By the name of most kind hostess ; and" shut up 
In measureless contemt.^^^^ 

Mavb, Being ujiprepar’d. 

Our will became the servant to tlofeet ; 

Which else should free ha\o %vrought. 

Ban, All's well. — 

r dreamt last night of the tliroe weird sisters : 

T <} you they ’ ve show'd some truth. 

Jifach, 1 think not of them : 

Yet, when wo can entreat an hour to servo. 

We would spend it in some words U 2 >on that business. 

If you woidd grant tlio time. 

Ban, At your kind'st leisiu'c. 

Mach, If you shall cleave to my consent, — when ’tis, 

It shall make honour for you. 

Ban, So I lose none 

In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom franchis’d, and allegiance clear, 

I shall be counsoll’d. 

Ma^h, Good repose the while ! 

Ban, Thanks, sir : the like to you I 

\Excunt Banquo and Fleance, 
Mach, Go bid thy mistress, when my drink is ready. 

She strike upon the bell. Get tliee to bod. \^Exit Servant, 
Is this a dagger which I see before me,! 

The handle toward my hand ? Come, lot me clutch thee : — 
I have thee not, and yet I see thee stilL 
Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
To feeling as to sight ? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind, a false creation, 

Proceeding from the heat-oppressdd brain ? 

I see thee yet, in form as palpable 
As this wldch now I draw. 
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Thou marshairst mo ilio way tliat T was going ; 

And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes ar(^ made llio tools o’ tli’ other senses, 

Or else worth all the rest : I see tlieo still ; 

And on tli}^ ]>lad<; and dudgcMni gouts of blood, 

Which was not so b(‘tbrc. — ^There’s no such thing : 

It is the bloody busiiw'ss which informs 
Tims to mine eyes. — Now o’er tlie one half-world 
Nature seems dead, and ^^ick(‘d di<'ains abuse 
Tlio cui'biin’d slef‘j) ; now witchcraft (*eli‘brates^*^^ 

Pale Hecate’s ofierings ; and Avither’d murder, 

Alarum’d by his si'iitiiud, the avoH*, 

Whose howl ’s his \vai<‘h, thus Avith his stealthy ]>aee, 

With Tar([iiiji’s rnA'ishliig strides, towards his design 
Moves like a ghost. — Tliou sun* and tirm-sot earth, 

Hoar not my steps, Avhieh an ay they walk, for fear^'^*-^ 

Thy Awy stoiles ju’ate of niy wlaTeahout, 

And take tho ])res(‘nt horror from th(‘ time, 

Which now suits with it. — Whih‘S J threat, he li\’es : 

Words to tho heat of deeds too cold hn.‘alh givcNs. 

[-1 bellrimjs, 

I go, and it is doin' ; tlu' lu‘ll invit(‘s mo. 

Hoar it not, Duncan ; for it is a knell 

That summons thee to heaven oi' to la'll. \JE.ciU 

Killer La<ly M.\ejjETJ£. 

Lady M. Tluit which hath madti them drunk hath made 
me bold ; 

What hath quench’d them hath given me fire. — Hark ! — Peace ! 
It was tho owl tliat slu'iek’tl, the fatal bellman, 

Which gh'os the stern’ si good-night. — He is about it : 

Tlie doors arc open ; and the surfeited grooms 

Do mock their charge Avitli snores : I’ve drugg’d their possets, 

That deatli and nature do contend about tliom, 

Whether they live or die. 

Mach. \jioithm\ Who’s tliere ? what, ho I 
Lady M. Alack, I am a&aid they have awak’d, 

And ’tis not done : — ^th’ attempt, and not tlie deed. 

Confounds us.^^^) — Hark ! — laid their daggers ready ; 

He could not miss ’em. — Had he not resembled 
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Jte-enter Macueth. 

Mach. I’vo done tlic deed. — Didst tlioii not hear a noise ? 
Ladjf M, I hoard the owl seroain luid the oriekots ery. 

Did not you s])cjxk ? 

Much, AVlicn ? 

IjiuUf M, Now. 

Much, A'' I doBcended ? 

l.wtif M. Ay, 

Mach, Hark!- 

Wlio lie'' i' llie eliamher? 

Loi/#/ M, Donalhain. 

Mach, This is a sorry si^ht. \_Look'haj on hit< hatch, 

IjUiUj M, A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight. 

Mach, Tliore’s oik' did laugh iiT.s sleep, and one eried 
‘‘ Murder !” 

Tliat they did wake eaeh other : 1 stood and heanl them : 

But they did say their tiraycrs, and address'd them 
Again to sleep. 

Ladif M, Tliei’e arc hvo lodg'd together. 

Mach, Olio eried God bless us !'’ and Aiik'U !” the 
other ; 

As tliey had seen me, with these hangman’s hands, 

Listening their fear 1 eould not say ‘‘ Amen I” 

When they did say God bless us !” 

Lady M, Consider it not So det^ply. 

Maxh* But wherefore could not 1 ])roiiouiiee “ Ameji " ? 

I had most need of blessing, and Amen” 

Stuck in my tlu*oat. 

Lady M, These deeds must not be thought 

After these ways ; so, it will make us mad. 

Madb. Methought I heard a voice cry “ Sleep no more ! 
Macbeth does murder sleep,” — ^tlie innocent sleep. 

Sleep that knits up the ravell’d sleave of care, 

Tlie death of each day’s lifo^ sore labour’s bath, 

Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second course, 

Chief nourishor in life’s feast, — 

Lady M. What do you mean ? 

Madb. Still it cried Sleep no more !” to all the house ; 
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Glami» hath murder’d sleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more, — Macbeth shall sleep no more I” 

Lculy M, Who was it that thus cried? Why, worthy thane. 
You do unbend your noble strength, to think 
So brainsickly of things. — Go get some water. 

And wash this filthy witness from your hand. — 

Why did you bring those daggers from the place ? 

Tliey must lie there : go carry them, and smear 
Hie 8lce[)y grooms with blood. 

Mach, I’ll go no more : 

I am afraid to think what I have done ; 

Look on’t again I dare not. 

Lady M, Infirm of purpose ! 

Give me the daggers : ihe sleeping and tlio dead 
Are but as pictures : ’tis the 03^0 of childhood 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 

I’ll gild the facQS of tlio grooms withal ; 

For it must seem their guilt. Kmching within, 

Mach, Whence is tliat knocking? 

How is’t with me, when ever3’' noise apjjsids me ? 

What hands are hero ? ha ! thc}^ })luck out mine eyes ! 

Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my baud ? No ; this my hand will rather 
The multitudinous seas incamardine, 

Making the green one red. 

Re-enter Lady Macbeth. 

I^dy M, M3’’ hands are of your colour ; but I shame 
To wear a heart so wliite. [^Knochhig within,^ I hear a 
knocking 

At the south entry : — retire wc to our chamber ; 

A little water clears us of this deed : 

How easy is it, then ! Your constancy 
Hath left 3’‘ou miattended . — \^Knoching within,’] Hark 1 more 
knocking : 

Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call us. 

And show us to be watchers : — bo not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 

Mad>, To know my deed, Hwere best not know myself. 

[Knockifig within. 
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Wake Duncan with thy knocking ! I would thou couldst ! 

\ExeunU 

Enter a Porter. Knocking within. 

Porter. Here’s a knocking indeed I If a man were porter 
of hcll-gatc, lie should have old turning Uio key. — \_Knocking 
within.’l Knock, knock, knock I Who’s there, i’ tlio name of 
Beelzebub? Here’s a farmer that hanged hims(*lf on the ex- 
pectation of plenty : come in time ; liave napkins enow about 
you; hero you’ll sweat for’t. — [Knocking within.~] Knock, 
knock ! Who’s tlicre, in the other devil’s name ? Faith, 
hero’s an cquivocator ihat cmild swear in both the scales 
against citlier scab* ; who committed treason enough for 
(fod’s sake, yet coulil not equivocMito to heaven : O, como 
I’l, cquivocator. — \^K}torluig wit1iin.\ Knock, knock, knock! 
SVho’s there? Faith, lu're’s an English biilor come hither, 
ibr stealing out of a French hose : come in, tailor ; here you 
may roast your goose. — [Knockiiut witJd7i.~\ Knock, knock ; 
ne> or at quiet ! What are you ? — But tJiis place is too cold 
for hell. I’ll devil-porter it no further: 1 had thought to 
have let in some of all professions, that go the primrose way 
to the everlasting bonfire. — \^Knocking wit1iin.~\ Anon, anon ! 
1 pray you, remember the porter. [^Opens the gate. 

Enter ]\Iacdufp and Lexnox. 

Macd. Was it so late, friend, ore you went to bod. 

That you do lie so late ? 

Port. Faith, sir, wo were carousing till the second cock : 
and drink, sir, is a great provoker of tlmoe things. 

Macd. What three things does drink especially provoke ? 

Port. Marry, sir, nose-painting, sleep, and urine. Lechery, 
sir, it provokes, and unprovokes ; it provokes the desire, but 
it takes away the performance : therefore, much drink may 
bo said to be an equivocator with lechery ; it makes him, and 
it mars him ; it sets him on, and it takes him off ; it persuades 
him, and disheartens him; makes him stand to, and not stand 
to; in conclusion, equivocates him in a sleep, and, giving 
him the lie, loaves him. 

Macd. I believe drink gave thee the lie last night. 

Pwt. That it did, sir, i’ the very throat on me ; but I re- 
quited him for his lie ; and, I think, being too strong for him, 
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though ho took up my legs sometime^ yet I made a shift to 
cast him. 

Macd. Is tliy master stiiTiiig ? — 

Our knocking has awak’d him ; here he comes. 

Re-enter Macbeth. 

hen. Good morrow, noble sir. 

Mach. Good morrow, both. 

Macd. Is tlio king stirring, worthy thane ? 

Mach. Not yet. 

Macd. Ho did command me to call timely on him : 

I Vo almost slipp’d the hom\ 

Mach. ril brijig you to him. 

Macd. I know tins is a joyful trouble to you; 

But yet ’tis one. 

Madj. Tlio labour wo doliglit in physics pain. 

This is the door. 

Macd. I’ll make so liold to call. 

For ’tis niy limited ser\iec. [EjuU. 

hen. Goes the king hence to-day ? 

Mad). He does : ho did appoint so. 

hen. The night has Ih'cii unruly : where we lay. 

Our chimneys w’crc blown down ; and, as tlay say, 
Lamenting^ heard i’ th’ air ; strange screams ol* death ; 

And prophesying, witli aecenis teri’ible. 

Of dire combustion and confus’d events 
Now liatcli’d to the woful time : the obscure bird^^^^ 
Clamour’d tlio livelong night : some say, tlio earth 
Was feverous and did shake. 

Mach. ’Twas a rough night. 

hen. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
,A fellow to it 

Re-enter Macduff. 

Macd. 0 horror, horror, horror I Ton^e nor heart 
Cannot eonoeivo nor name thee I 

Mach. hen. What’s the matter ? 

Macd. Confusion now liath made his masterjiieee 1 
Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope 
The Lord’s anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life o’ the building I 
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Mach, WJiat is’t you say ? the life ? 

Len, Mean you liis majesty ? 

Macd, Ap]>roacli tlio ehamlicr, and destroy your sight 
Willi a new Gorgon : — do not bid ino speak ; 

See, and then 8pc‘ak yourselves. [^E.ceunt Mach, and Len, 

Awake, awake ! — 

Ring the alarum-l>ell : — ^murder and tr(»ason ! — 

Banquo and Ihmalbaiii I Malcolm! awake! 

Shako otf this (hnN ny sleep, deatir** eoniitorfeit^ 

And look on deaih itself! ii]), up, and see 
Tile great doom’s ! J\Iah*oJiii ! Banriuo !‘^^^ 

As from your rise uf», and walk like 

c<aiiitenanco this lunroi ! [^^Marum^heU rings. 

Re-outer Ltul^ r.rTii. 

Ladg M, What's the bubinesK,^^^) 

That such a hideous iriiiupet e:dls to pailcy 
The bleojjorb of tii(' hoiib(‘ ? speak, sp(»ak ! 

Macd, O gentle lady, 

'Tis not for you to hear -what I can spe^ak : 

The rejM'tition, in a woman’s eai’, 

Would murder as it fell. 

Re-enter Banouo. 

O Banquo, Banquo, 

Our royal master’s mm*der’d ! 

Lculg M, Woo, alas I 

What, in our house ? 

Ban, Too cruel any where. — 

Dear Duff, I prithee, contradict tliyself. 

And say it is not so. 

Re-enter Macdeth and Lennox.C^> 

Mach, Had I but died an hoiu* before this chance, 

1 had liv’d a blessM time ; for, from this instant, 

Tliere’s nothing serious in mortality : 

All is but toys : renown and grace is dead ; 

The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
Is left this vault to brag of. 



MACBETH. 


[▲orn. 


Enter Malcolm and Doxalbain. 
jDon. What is amiss ? ^ 

Mach. You are, and do not know’t : 

The spring, tlio head, the fountain of your blood 
Is stopp’d, — the very source of it is stopp’d. 

Macd. Your royal father’s murder’d. 

MaL O, by whom ? 

Len. Those of his chamber, as it seem’d, had done ’t : 
Tlieir hands and faces were all badg’d with blood ; 

So were tlieir daggers, which, unwip’d, we fomid 
Upon their pillows : 

Tliey star’d, and were distracted ; no man’s life 
Was to be trusted with them. 

Mach. 0, yet I do repent me of my fury. 

That 1 did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you so ? 

Mach. Who can be wise, amaz’d, temperate and furious, 
Loyal and neutral, in a moment ? * No man : 

The expedition of my violent love 

Outrun the pauser, reason. Here lay Duncan, 

His silver skin la<;’d with his golden blood ; 

And his gash’d stabs look’d like a breach in nature 
For ruin’s wasteful entrance : there, the murderers, 

Steep’d in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breech’d with gore : who could refrain. 

That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage to make’s love known ? 

Lady M. Hel]) me hence, ho I 

Macd. Look to the lady. 

Mai. {aside to Don.'] Why do wo hold our tongues. 
That most may claim this argument for ours ? 

Don. {aside to MaL] What should bo spoken here, where 
our fate. 

Hid in an auger-holcj may rush, and seize us ? 

Let’s away ; 

Our tears are not yet brew’d. 

MaL [aside to Don.] Nor our strong sorrow 

Upon the foot of motion. 
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Look to the lady : — 

{Lady Macbeth is carried out* 
And when we have our naked frailties hid, 

That suffer in exposure, let us meet, 

And question tliis most bloody piece of work, 

To know it furtlier. Fears and scruples shake us : 

In the ^eat hand of GK)d I stand ; and thence 
Against the undivulg’d pretence 1 fight 
Of treasonous malice. 

Macd. And so do 1. 

Alh So all. 

Mach. Let’s briefly put on manly readiness, 

And meet i’ th’ haU together. 

All. Well contented. 

[ Exeunt all except Malcolm and DonaJbain. 

Mol. What will you do ? Let’s not consort with them : 

To show an unfelt sorrow is an office 

‘Wliich the false man docs easy. I’ll to England. 

Don. To Ireland 1 ; our separated fortune 
Shall keep us both the safer : where we arc, 

Tlicre’s daggers in men’s sn^os : the near in blood. 

The nearer bloody. 

Mai. Tliis murderous shaft that’s shot 

Hath not yet lighted ; and our safest way 
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse ; 

And let us not bo dainty of leave-taking. 

But sliift away : there’s warrant in that theft 

Which steals itself, when there’s no mercy left. {Exeunt. 


Scene II. The same. Withxmt Macbeth’s castle. 

Enter Boss and an Old Man. 

Old M. Threescore and ten I can remember well ; 
t he volume of wliich tiEio I ’ve seen 
Hours dreadftil and things strange ; but this sore night 
Ha& trifled former knowings. 

Ross. 


Ah, good fisither. 
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Thou soest, the heavous, as troublod with mon^s act, 
fThrcaten his bloody stage by the clock ’tis day, 

And yet dark night sti’anglcs ilie travellings lamp 
Is’t night’s ])redoniinaneo, or the day’s shame, 

Tliat darkness does the face of earth entomb. 

When living light should kiss it? 

01(1 M. ’Tis unnatural. 

Even like tlio deed that’s done. On Tuesday last, 

A falcon, towering in licr jiride of jdace, 

Was by a mousing owl liawk’d at and kill’d. 

Ross. And Duncan’s horse’, — a tiling most strange and 
certain, — 

Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race. 

Turn’d wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung out. 
Contending ’gainst obedience, as they would make 
War with ijiankind. 

OIlI M. ’Tis said tliey cat each other. 

lioss. They did so, — ^to th’ amazement of mine* eyes, 

Tliat look’d u 2 )on’t. — Here comes the good Macduff. 

Enter Mac duff. 

How goes the world, sir, now ? 

MaccL Why, see you not ? 

Ross. Is’t known wdio did this more tlian bloody deed? 
Macd. Tliose that Macbeth hatli slain. 

Ross. Alas, the day ! 

What gdod could they pretend ? 

Macd. They wore suborn’d : 

Malcolm and Donalbain, the king’s two sons, 

Are stol’n away and fled ; which jiuts upon them 
Suspicion of the deed. 

Ross. ’Gainst nature still : 

ThriftleBS ambition, that wilt ravin up 
Thine own life’s means ! — Then ’tis most like 
The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. ^^2) 

Macd. He is already nam’d ; and gone to Scone 
To be invested. 

Ross. Where is Duncan’s body ? 

Mood. Carried to Colme-kill, 

The sacred storehouse of his predecessors, 
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And guardian of their bones. 

Ross. Will you to Scone ? 

Mncd. JSTo, cousin, I’ll to Fife. 

Ross. Well, I will thither. 

Macd. Well, may you see things woU rlone there, — 
arlicu, — 

Lest our old robos sit easier than our new I 
Ross. Farewell, father. 

Old M. God’s b(‘iii.son go with you ; .*ind with those 
That would mak<! good of bad, anti Iriends of foes ! [Exeunt. 


ACT III. 

Scene I. Forres. A room in live palace. 

Enter Banquo. 

Ban. Tliou hast it now, — king, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 

As the weird women promis’d ; and, I fear, 

Thou jday’dst most foully for’t : yet it was said 
It slioidd not stand in tliy posterity ; 

But that myself should bo the root and fatlier 
Of many kings. If there come truth from them, — 

As upon tliec, Macbeth, their s2)eeohes shine, — 

Why, by tlie verities on thee made good. 

May they not be my oracles as weU, 

And set mo up in hope ? But, hush ; no more. 

Sennet sounded. Enter Macbeth, as king; Lady Macbeth, as queen ; 
Lennox, Boss, Lords, Ladies, and Attendants. 

Macb. Here’s our chief guest. 

Lady M. If he had been forgotten, 

It had been as a gap in our groat feast. 

And all-thing unbecoming. 

Macb. To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir, 

And ru request your presence. 

Ban. Let your highness 
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Command upon me to the which my duties 
Are with a most indissoluble tie 
For ever knit. 

Mach. Bide you tliis afternoon ? 

Ba7u Ay, my good lord. 

Mach. We should have else desir’d your good advice — 

Which still hath been both grave and prosperous 

In this day’s council i but we’ll tako^^^^ to-morrow. 

Is’t far you ride ? 

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time 
’Twixt this and supper : go not my horse tlie better, 

I must become a borrower of the night 
For a dark hour or twain. 

Mach. Fail not our feast. 

Ban. My lord, I will not. 

Mach. 'Wo hear, our bloody cousins are bestow’d 
In England and in Ireland ; not confessing 
Their cruel parricide, filling their Ivearers 
Witli strange invention : but of that to-morrow ; 

When therewithal we sliall have cause of state 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse : adieu. 

Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you ? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord : our time does call upon ’s. 

Mach. I wish your horses swift and sure of foot ; 

And so I do commend you to their backs. 

Farewell. [Exit Banquo. 

Let every man be master of his time 

Till seven at night ; to make society 

The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 

Till supper-time alone : while then, God b’ wi’ you ! 

[Exeunt all except Macheth and an Attendant. 
Sirrah, a word with you : attend those men 
Our pleasure ? 

Atten. They are, my lord, without the palace-gate. 

Mach. Bring them before us. [Exit Attendant. 

To be thus is nothing ; 

But to be safely thus. — Our fears in Banquo 

Stick deep ; and in his royalty of nature 

Beigns that which would be fear’d : ’tis much he dares ; 

And, to that dauntless tempef of his mind, 
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He liatih a wisdom tbat doth guido his valoi^ 

To act in safety, ilxere is none but ho 
Whose being I do fear : and^ under him, 

My, Genius is rebuk’d ; as, it is said, 

^ark Antony’s was by Cmsar’s.^^^*^ He chid iho sisters, 
When first they put tlio name of king ino, 

And bade them speak to lihp ; thou, pro[>hot-]ikc, 

They hail’d him fiither to a line of kings : 

Upon my head they jdac’d aTfruitloss cM*own, 

And put a ban’cn sceptre in iiiy giipc, 

Theneo to be wrench’d with an iiiiliiieal hand, 

No son of mine sii(*c<^‘eding. If ’t bo so, 

For Ihmquo’s issue liavo I fil’d my mind ; 

For them the gracious J Duncan have T murder’d; 

I'nl rancours in the vessel of my peace 
Only for them ; and mine eternal jo\%el 
Given to the common enemy of man, 

To make them kings, the seed^^*'^^ oi‘ Banquo kings ! 

Rather than so, come, late, into the list, 

And champion mo to th’ utteraneo ! — Who’s there ? 

Ttc-eutcr Attendant, with two Murderers. 

Now go to the door, and stay tliorc till wo calL 

Attnidant. 

Was it not yesterday we spoke together? 

Mur, It was, so ^dease your liiglmess. 

Mach, Well tlfcn, now 

Have you consider’d of my speeches ? Know 
That it was he, in the times past, which held you 
So under fortune ; which you thought had been 
Our innocent self: tliis I made good to jou 
In our last conference, pass’d in probation with you. 

How you wore borne in hand, how cross’d, the instruments. 
Who wrought witli them, and all things else that might 
To half a soul and to a notion craz’d 
Say Tlius did Banquo.” 

First Mur, You made it known to us. 

Mach, I did so ; and went further, Avhicli is now 
Our point of second meeting. Do you fin<l 
Your patience so predominant in your nature, 

VOL, VII. D 
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That you can lot this go ? Aro you so gospell’d, 

To pray for this good man and for his issue, 

Wliose heavy liaiul hath bow’d you to the grave, 

And beggar’d yours for ever ? 

First Mar, Wo are men, my liege. 

Mach, Ay, in the cabilogue ye go for men ; 

As hounds, and greyhounds, mongnds, spaniels, curs, 
Shoughs, water-rugs, and demi-wolves, arc dept 
All by the uaiiK' of dogs : the valu’d fil(' 

Distiuiiuishes tin* s^^ift, the slow, the sul)tle, 

Tlie lioiisek(‘i‘per, the hiintcT, e\erv one 
According to tlie gift which bounteous natnn' 

Hath in him elosM ; wlier(‘b^ Ik* does receive 

Particidar addition, from the ]>ill 

That writes tluMii all alike : and so of men. 

Now, ii* you hav(' a station in the tih', 

AiuV'"***^ not i’ the worst rank of m.inliood, say’t ; 

And J will ]mt that business in your bosoms, 

Wliost‘ e\eciitioJi takes your (‘nem> off*; 

Glra])i>les you to the h<*art and lov(‘ of us, / 

Wlio wear our health but slckl\ iii his life, 

Wlii(*li ill his death wctc perfect. 

>SVr. Mm\ \ am one, my liege, 

Whom the vil(‘ blows and buffets of the Avorld 
Have so incens’d, that I am reckless what 
I do to spite th(* world. 

Mur, And J another, 

So weiiry^”'"^ Avitli ili^asters, lugg’il with fortuiu*, 

That I Avould set mv life on any ehanci', 

To mend it, or he rid oii’t. 

Mat h. Both of you 

Know Banquo was your enemy. 

Foth Mar, True, my lord. 

Mach, So is he mine ; and in such bloody distance, 
Tliat every minute of his being thrusts 
Against ray nearest of life : and though 1 eould 
With barefao’d powder sweep liim from my sight, 

And bid my will a\ ouch it, yet I must not, 

For certain friends that aro both his and mine. 

Whose loves I may not drop, but wail bis fall 
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Who I myself struc‘k down : and tlieiioo it is, 

That I to your assistaneo do make love ; 

Masking the business from tlio common eye 
For sundry weighty reasons. 

Sfc. 2Ivr, We shall, my lord, 

Perform what you command us. 

First Mtfr, Tliough our lives — 

]\farlh Your spirits shine tliroiinh you. Witliin tliis hour 
at most, 

1 -will ud\is(‘ you wliero to yoursedves ; 

A(*(|uaiiit von with tia* rfoH spy u’ tJie time, 

Tlie luonieiit oiTl . lor’t must be done to-niglil, 

And M»m(‘tliin<j from tii(’ [)al:iee ; always thought 
at 1 recjiiire a eh'ariK'ss : and >vitli him — 

'I’o haAc no rubs nor Ixit^hes in tho A\<»rk — 

FleaiKH his son, that k<*eps him company, 

WJit>se absence is no lt‘ss material t / me 
Tlian is his father's, must embrace tlu' fat(‘ 

Of tliat dark hour. li(*solve } ourselves a])art: 
ni coim* to yon anon. 

/iof/i ^f^n\ We are resolv’d, my lord. 

Macb. J'll call ujum }ou straight : abidi" witliLu 

It is concliidcd : — Panquo, thy soul’s flight, 

If it find heaven, must find it out tt>-night. [Exit, 


Scene II. The mine, Amther romn in live palace. 

Enter Lady Macbuth ttnd a Servant. 

Lady M. Is Banquo gonodrom court ? 

Sero. Ay, madam, but returns again to-night. 

Lady M, Say to the king, 1 would attend his leisure 
For a few words. 

Seri\ Madam, I wiU. [Exit, 

Ijady M, Naught’s bad, all’s spent, 

Whore our desire is got witliout content ; 

’Tis safer to be that which wo destroy, 

Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy. 
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Enter Macbeth. 

How now, my lord ! why do you keep alone, 

Of sorriest fancies your com])anions making ; 

Using those thoughts which should indeed have died 
With them they think on ? Things without all remedy 
Should be without regard : Tvhat’s done is done. 

Mach. We liave seotch’d^**^^ the snake, not kill’d it : 
She’ll close, and be herself ; whilst our })oor malice 
Kemains in danger of licr former tooth. 

But lot the frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer. 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 
In tlie affliction of these terrible dreams 
Tliat shake us nightly : l)ettcr be with the dead. 

Whom we, to gain our pla(‘e, have sent to peacc,^*’^^ 

Than on tlie torture of the mind to lie 
In restless ecstasy. Duncan is in his grave ; 

After life’s fitful fever he slccj)s well ; 

Treason has done his worst : nor ^iteel, nor j)oison, 

Malice doiiK'stic, foreign levy, nothing, 

Cun touch liiin further. 

. M. Come on ; gentle my lord, 

Slock o’er your rugged 4ooks ; bo bright and jovial 
Among your guests to-night. 

Mach. So shall I, love ; 

And sojj^ 1 pray, be you : let your remembraneo 
Apply to Banquo ; present him eminence, botli 
With eye and tongue : unsafe the while that wc 
Must lave our honours in these flattering streams ; 

And make our faces visards to our hearts, 

Disguising what they arc. 

Lad^ M. You* must leave this. 

Mach. O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife I 
Thou know’st that Baiupio and his Flcancc live. 

Lady M. But in them nature’s co])y’s not etemc. 
Mach. There’s comfort yet ; tJiey are assailable ; 

Then be thou jocund : ere the bat hath flown 

His cloister’d flight ; ere, to black Hecate’s summons, 

The shard-borne beetle witli his drowsy hums 
Hath rung night’s yawningj)eal, tliero shall be done 
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A deed of dreadiiil note. 

Ziody M. What’s to be done ? 

Mach, Bo innocent of the knowledge, dearest cliuck, 

Till thou applaud the deed. — Como, seeling night, 

Scarf up the tender eye of jntjful day ; 

And with thy bloody and invisible' hand 
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond 
Which kecjjs me pale ! — Light thickens ; and the crow 
Makes wing to the rooky wood : 

Good things of day begin to dro»)j> and drowse ; 

Whiles niglif’s Muck iigonts to tliclr lU’cys do rouse. — 

Then nlilrvel^‘^t at my won^s : but hold tlioc still ; 

Tliijigs bad b'^gun make strong themselves by ill : 

])ritheo, go with me. [^Exeunt, 


Scene III. The same, A ^^arky with a gate leading 
to the palace. 

Enter three Murderers. 

First Mar, But who did bid thee join with ur ? 

Third Mur, Macbeth. 

Sec, Mar, He needs not our mistrust ; since he delivers 
Our offices, and what wo have to do. 

To the direction just. 

First Mur, Then stand with us. 

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day : 

Now spurs the latcd traveller a2)ace 

To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches 

The subject of our watch. ^ 

Third Mur, Hark ! I hear horses. 

Ban, [within\ Give us a light there, ho ! 

Sec, Mur, Tlien ’tis he : the rest 

That are within the note of exjiectation 
Already are i’ tlie court. 

First Mur, His horses go about. 

Tidrd Mur, Almost a mile : but he does usually, 

So all men do, from hence to the palaco-gate 
Make it their walk. 
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Sec. Mur. A light, u light ! 

Third Mur. ’Tis he. 

First Mur. Stand to’t. 

Filter BAN(iUo, and Fi.eance with a torchX^^'^ 

Fan. It will bo rain to-night. 

First Mur. Let it come down. 

\They assault Fanquo. 

Fan. O, treachery ! — Fly, good Flcance, fly, fl^^, fly I 
Tliou mayst revenge. — O blaA e ! \^])ifs. Fleance escapes. 

Third Mur. Who did strike out the light? 

First Mur. Was't not the way? 

Third Mur. There’s but one down ; the son is fled. 

Sec. Mur. We’ve lost 

Best half of our affair. 

First Mtr. W(‘ll, let’s awa} , and say how mudi is done. 

r Exeunt. 


SoEKE lY. TliL same. room of sf at ( in the jxdacc. 

A hanquet pnpand. Knta Ma< jn Jii, La«l) Mactietii, Ross, 
Lennox, L(H*(1s, and Atteiiilaiits. 

Mach. You kiKm your onmi degrees^ sit down : at fii’st 
And last the hearty welcome. 

Lord§. Thanks to ^’’our majesty. 

Much. Ourself wdll mingle with society. 

And play the humble host. 

Our hostess k(*eps her state ; but, in best time. 

Wo will require her w'eleonic. 

Lady M. Pronounce it for me, sir, to Jill our friends ; 
For my heart si^eaks they are wcleomc. 

Mach. See, tliey encounter time witli their hearts’ 
thanks. — 

Both sides arc even : here I’U sit i’ the midst : 

Enter first Murderer to the door. 

Be large in mirth ; anon we’ll drink a measure 
The table round.— There’s blood upon thy face. 

Mur. ’Tis Banquo’s, then. 
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Mach, ’Tifl better tliee without than he within. 

Is ho dispatch’d ? 

Mur, My lord, his throat is cut; that I did for him. 

Mach, Thou art the best o' the <*ut-throats : yet he’s good 
Tliat did the like for Fleaiice : if thou didst ii, 

Tliou art tlic nonpareil. 

Mur, Most roval sir, 

Fleance is scap’d. 

Much, Tlu ‘11 comes my fit i liad t‘lsc Ivcn perfect; 

Whole as tlie niiirl)l<\ foundcil :is tlie ro(‘k ; 

As broad and general .is casting’ air: 

J>nt now I’m eiibijiM, eril li'J, confin'd, bound hi 
I’o saucy doidds and fi'ars. I>u1 Thinquo’s sjitc? 

Mur, Ay, in;y good lord : sale in a ditcli ho bides. 

With twenty trenched gashes on his Ik'ikIj 
T h(‘ h ast a dcalli to natin‘(‘. 

Mtirh, Tlianlvh for iliat: • 

Tlieri‘ the grown sorjK'nt ljt»s ; the worm, tluit’s fled, 

Hath nature iJuit lu tini<‘ wdll venom breed. 

No teeth for the present. — (let tJiee gone : to-inorrow 
Wo’]l h(‘ar, oiu'sclv(‘s, again. Murderer, 

Lad If M, My royal lord, 

You do not give the cheer: the feast is sold 
That is not often vfmcli'd, wdiile ’tis a-niaking, 

’Tis given wdth welcoiiK’ ; to ft'cd were best at home ; 

From thence die sauct' to mejit is ceremony ; 

Meeting w^cre bare without it. 

Mach, Sweet remembrancer ! — 

Now, good digestion wait on ajipetitc, 

And health on both I 

Lcn, May’t jileasc your highness sit. 

[ The Ghost of Banquo enters^ and sits in MacheilCs 
jdace. 

Mach, Here had we now our country’s honoui’ roof’d, 
Were the grac’d person of our Banquo present; 

Who may I rather challenge for unkindness 
Tlian pity for mischance 1 

Ross, His absence, sir. 

Lays blame uiion his promise. Please ’t your highness 
To grace us wdth your royal company. 
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Mach. Hie table ’s full. 

Len. Hero is a place reserv’d, sir. 

Mach, Where? 

Len, Here, my good lord. What is’t tliat moves your 
highness ? 

Mach, Which of you have done tliis ? 

Lords, What, my good lord ? 

Mach, Thou canst not say I did it : never shako 
Thy gory looks at me. 

Moss, Gentlemen, rise ; hi*;, highness is not well. 

Ladij M, Sit, worthy friends : — my lord is often tlius, 
And hadi been fr<nn his youth : pray you, keep seat ; 

The fit is momentiiry ; iqion a thought : 

He will again be well : if muoli you note him, 

You shall ofiend him, and extend his ])assion : 

Feed, and regard him not. — ^Are you a man ? 

Mach, Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might a 2 ) 2 )al the devil. 

Lady J\f, O proi)er stuff 1 

Tliis is the very painting of your fear : 

Tliis is the air-drawn dagger which, you said. 

Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws and starts, 

Impostors to true fear, woidd 'w oil become 
A woman’s story at a winter’s fire, 

Authoriz'd by her grandain. Shame itself! 

Why do .you make such faces? When all’s done, 

You look but on a stool. 

Mach, Prithee, see there I behold ! look ! lo ! how say 
you ?— 

Wliy, what care I ? If thou eaiist nod, speak too. — 

If charnel-houses and our graves must send 
Those that we bury back, our monuments 
Shall be tlio maws of kites. [ GJiost disappears. 

Lady M, What, quite unmann’d in folly ? 

Mach, If I stand here, I saw him. 

Lady M, Pie, for shame ! 

Mach, Blood hath been shod ere now, i’ th’ olden time, 
Ere human statute purg’d the gentle weal ;^62) 

Ay, and since too, murders have been perform’d 
Too terrible' for th’ ear : the time has been,^®3) 
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That, when the brains wore out, the man would die, 

And tliore an end ; but now they rise again, 

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns,^®** ^ 

And pasli us from our stools : tliis is more strange 
Than such a murder is. 

Lady JSL My worthy lord. 

Your noble friends do lack you. 

Mach. 1 <lo ft)rget : — 

Do not muse at me, my most wv rthy friends ; 

I liave a strange infirmity, wliich is nothing 

To Ihoso that know juc. Ooiut', love and liealtl) to all ; 

Tlu^n I'll sit down. — (^ive mo some wine, fill full. — 

J drink to tlu general joy o‘ tlie whoh' tsible, 

' nd to our dear friend llanquo, A\hom we miss ; 

Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirst. 

And all to all. 

Lords. Our duties, and the jiledge. 

lic-entcr Ghost. 

Mach. Avaunt ! and quit my sight ! let the eartli hide 
thee ! 

Thy bones are maiTowl(»ss, thy blood is cold ; 

Tliou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with ! 

Lady J/". Tliink of this, good jiccrs. 

But as a tiling of custom : ’tis no other ; 

Only it si^oils the pleasure of the time. 

Mach. What man dare, I dare : 

Approach thou like tlie rugged Russian bear. 

The arm’d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcaii tiger ; 

Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble : or be alive again, 

And dare mo to the desert with thy sword ; 

If trembling I inhibit thee, protest me^®®^ 

The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow I 

Unreal mockery, hence I [ Ghost disappears. 

Why, so ; — being gone, 

I am a man again. — Pray you, sit still. 

Lady M. You have displace the mirdi, broke the good 
meeting, 
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Wifli most admir’d disorder. 

Mach. Can such things be, 

And overcome us like a summer’s cloud, 

Without our special wonder ? You make mo strange 
Even to the dis})osition tliat I owe, 

When now I tliink you can behold such sights, 

And kcej) the natural ruby of your checks. 

When mine are blanch’d witli tear.^^*^^ 

7?05^f. What sights, my lord ? 

Lmly M. I ]^ray you, sj^oak not ; ho grows worse and 
■woi'se ; 

Question eiu'agos him : at once, good night : — 

Stand not upon the order of your going. 

But go at once. 

L&ii. Good night ; and bettor health 

Attend his majesty ! 

Ljadij M. A kind good night to all ! 

\JEd'enn1 all t.vrvpi IMuebeih andt Jjady M. 
Mad). It will have blood; they say^ blood will have blood: 
Stones have been known to mo\e, ami trees to speak; 
Augurs, and understood relations,<^»7' liav^o 
By magot-pies and choughs and rooks brought forth 
The sccret’st man of blood. — ^What is the night ? 

Ladi/ J/. Almost at odds with morjiing, which is which. 
Mach. How sav’st tliou, that Maedull* denies his jwrson 
At our great bidding ? 

Ijad^ M. Did you send to him, sir ? 

Mach. I hear it by the Avay- ; but I w ill send : 

There’s not a one of them but in his house 
I keel) a servant fcc’d. I will to-morrow' — 

And betimes I will — to the weml sislcrs 

More shall they speak ; for now I’m bent to know. 

By the worst means, the worst. For mine own good. 

All causes shall gi^'e way : I am in blood 
Stepp’d in so fai’, tliat, should I wade no more, 

Betuming were as tedious as go o’er : 

Strange tilings I have in head, tliat will to hand ; 

Which must bo acted ere they may be scaun’d. 

‘'Lady M. You lack the season of all natures, sleep. 

Mad). Come, we’ll to sleep. My strange and self-abuse 
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Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use : — 

We are yet but young in deed. [Exeunt, 


Scene V. hpath. 

Thunder, Kuter the three WitcliOb, meetiiuj lIwrATE. 

First Witch, WJiy, how now, yon look angerly. 

lice. Jlavt* 1 not rcjison, iKhhnnh us yon ari', 

Saucy and oAcrhold ? Thnv did a on dare 
To trud(‘ and tmllic wdtli IVluobctli 
Jn riddloa and ailairs o(* death; 

And J, tlie mistress of your charms, 

'j'lu‘ (dose contriver of all harms, 

Was never call’d to b('ar my j>art, 

Or show the glory of oiu* art? 

And, which is worse', all yon have done 
Hath bec'u but for a w'ayward son, 

Si)iteful and wrathtiil ; wdio, as others do. 

Loves for his oavu ends, not for yon. 

Lnl make amends now : got you gone, 

And at the pit of Acheron 

Meet mo i’ tho morning : thithor he 

Will come to kinw his dt'stiny : 

Your vessels and }'our spells prenddo, 

Your eharins, and ca ory thing hosido. 

1 am for th’ air ; this night I’ll spend 
Unto a dismal and a fatal end : 

Groat business must be wrought ere noon : 

Upon the corni'r of tlie moon 

Tlicre hangs a vaporous drop profound ; 

I’ll cateJi it ere it como to ground : 

And that, distill’d by magic sleights, 

Shall raise such artificial sprites, 

As, by the strength of their illusion, 

Shall draw him on to his confusion : 

He shall spurn fate, scorn doatli, and boar 
His hopes ’hove wisdom, grace, and fear : 

And you all know security 
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Is mortals’ chiefest enemy. 

{Music and song within^ “ Come away, come away,” 

Hark I I am call’d ; my little spirit, see. 

Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. {ExiU 

First Witch. Come, let’s make haste ; she’ll soon be back 
again. {Exeunt. 


Scene VI. Forres. A room in the palace. 

Enter Lennox and another Lord.^^o) 

Len. My former speeches have but hit your thoughts. 
Which can interpret further : only, I say, 

Tilings have been strangely borne. The gracious Duncan 
Was pitied of Macbeth : — ^marry, ho was dead : — 

And the ri^t-valiant Banquo walk’d too late 
Whom, you may say, if ’t jdeasc you, Fleance kill’d. 

For Fleance fled : men must not walk too late. 

Who cannot want the thought, Iww monstrous 
It was for Malcolm and for Donalbain 
To kill .their gracious father ? damned fact I 
How it did grieve Macbeth ! did he not straight. 

In pious rage, the two delinquents tear, 

Tliat were the slaves of drink and thralls of sleep ? 

Was not that nobly done ? Ay, and wisely too ; 

For ’twould have anger’d any heart alive 
To hear the men deny ’t. So that, I say. 

Ho has borne all things well : and I do think 
That, had ho Duncan’s sons under his key, — 

As, an’t please heaven, ho shall not, — they should find 
What ’twero to kill a father ; so should Fleance. 

But, peace 1 — for from broad words, and ’cause he fail’d 
His presence at the tyrant’s feast, I hear, 

Macduff lives in disgrace : sir, can you tell 
Where he bestows himself? 

Lord. The Bon^74) of Duncan, 

From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth. 

Lives ill the English court ; and is receiv’d 
Of the most pious Edward with such grace, 

That the malevolence of fortune nothing 
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Takes from his high respect : thither Macdufi 
Is gone to pray the holy king, upon his aid^^^^ 

To wake Northumberland and warlike Siward : 

Tliat, by the help of these — ^with Him above 

To ratify the work — wo may again 

Give to our tables moat, sleep to our nights ; 

Free from our feasts and banquets bloody knives ; 

Do faithful homage, and receive free hoiioui’s ; — ^70) 

All which wo ])iiio for now : and ibis iv port 
Hatli so (‘xasporato thc^^7) king, that lie 
Freparc's for some atlcinpt i>l*war. 

hen. Sent he to Macduff ? 

Ijord, Ho did : and w ith an absoliito Sir, not 1,” 

The cloudy messengt'r turns me his back, 

Aiul hums, as who shoidd say, “ You’ll rue tlie time 
That clogs me with this answer.” 

Le7i, And that well might 

Advise him to a caution, to hold what distance 
His wisdom can ])rovi(lc. Some holy angel 
Fly to the court of England, and unfold 
His message ere he come ; tliat a swift blessing 
May soon retuni to iliis our suffering country 
Under a hand accurs’d ! 

Lord, rU send my prayers witli him.^'^^^ 

[ExeimL 


ACT lY. 

Scene L A cavern. In the mUdle^ a caldron hoiliinj. 

Thunder, Enter the three Witches. 

First Witch, Thrice the brinded cat hath mow’d. 
Sec, Witch, Thrice and once the hcdgcjpig whin’d. 
Third Witch, Harpy^^^^ cries : — ’tis time, ’tis time. 

First Witclu Hound about the caldron go ; 

In the poison'd entrails tlirow. — 

Toad, that under the cold stono^®^^ 

Days and nights hast thirty-one 
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Swelter’d venom sleeping goty 
Boil thou first i’ the charmed pot. 

All, Double, double toil and trouble ; 

Fire, burn ; and, caldron, bubble. 

See. Wiic/i. Fillet of a fenny snake, 

In the caldron boil and bake ; 

Eye of newt, and too of fro^. 

Wool of bat, and tongue of doc^j 
Ad(h*r’s fork, and blind-worm’s sting, 

Lizard’s log, and ho>\ lot’s wing, — 

For a charm of ])owerfid trouble. 

Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 

All. Double, flonblo toil and trouble; 

Fire, bum ; and, caldron, bubble. 

'Flurd Witch. Seale of dragon ; tooth of wolf ; 
Witches’ mummy ; maw and gidf 
Ol* the raviu’d salt-sea shark ; 

Root of hemlock digg’d i’ the dark ; 

Liver of blas])heming Jen ; 

Gall of goat; and sH])s of yew 
Slhoi'’d in the mcKHi’s eclipse; 

Nose of Turk, and Tartar’s li])s ; 

Finger of birth-strangled babe 
Ditch-deli v<.*r’d by a drab, — 

Make the gruel thick and slab : 

Add thereto a tiger’s chaudron, 

For Ibhe ingredients of our caldron. 

All, Double, double toil and trouble ; 

Fire, biurn ; and, caldron, bubble. 

Sec. Witch. Cool it with a baboon’s blood. 

Then the charm is firm and good. 

Enter Hi:cate.^»i1 

Sec, O, well done ! I commend your pains ; 

And every one shall share i’ tlie gains : 

And now about the caldi'on sing. 

Like elves and fairies in a ring. 

Enchanting all that you put in. 

[^Music and songy Black spirits,” &c.^®2) 

Hecate. 
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Sec, WitcJi, By tho pricking of iny thumbs, 

Sometliing wicked this way comes : — 

Open, locks, 

Whoever knocks ! 

Tntec Macbeth. 

Mach, How now, you secret, Idack, and midnight hags I 
Wliat is’t you do ? 

All, A deed 'with<‘’it n iriinc. 

Mach, I conjure you, l)y ilud vvliich you profess, — 
Howe'er you come to l.uow it,-— aiiswt^r mo : 

Tliongli A oil unlie lue winds, and lot them liglit 
Against tlio r‘hnrch('S ; tliou^h the 3’esty waves 
( '-nloiuKl and swallow muioation up; 

'J’hniieli bladod corn^^**^ he lodg’d, and trees blown down; 
Though castles toiipJe on their uarders* h<‘ads; 

Tliongli palaces and ]ivraiuids do s] ij)o 

TJieir heads to tJudj* tbundations ; tliougli the treasure 

Of nature’s gerni<*ns<^t' tumble all together, 

Even till destruction sicken, — answer me 
To .what 1 ask you. 

/7r.s/ Witch, H])cak. 

Sec, \VLfch, Demand. 

Thicil 1177(7/. We’ll answer. 

Fivbi Witch, Say, if tliouMst rather hear it from our 
mouths. 

Or from our masters ? 

Mach, Call ’('m, let me see ’em. 

First Witch, Pour in sow’s blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow ; gri*as(» that’s sweateii 
From the murderer’s gibbet throw 
Into tho flame. 

All, Come, high or low ; 

Tliyself and office deftly show I 

Thunder, An Apparition of an armed Head rises. 

Mach, Ti'll me, thou unknown power, — 

First Witch, He knows thy thought ; 

Hear his speech, but say thou naught. 
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A;pp. of armed Head. Macbeth ! Macbeth I Macbeth I be- 
ware Macduff ; 

Beware the thane of Fife. — Dismiss me : — enough. 

\JDeBcends. 

Mach, Whato’er thou art, for thy good caution, thanks ; 
Thou’st harj)’d my fear aright : — ^but one word more, — 

First Witch. He will not be commanded : here’s another, 
More potent than the first. 

Thunder. An Apparition of a "bloody Child rises. 

App. of bloody Child, Macbeth I Macbeth ! Macbeth ! — 
Mach, Had 1 three ears, I’d hear thee. 

App, of bloody Child, Bo bloody, bold, and resolute ; 
laugh to scorn 

The power of man, for none of woman born 
Shall harm Macbeth. \_De8cend8, 

Mach. Then live, Macduff : what need I fear of thee ? 

But yet I’ll make assurance double sure, 

And take a bond of fate : thou shalt not live ; 

That I may toll pale-hoartod fear it lies, 

And slee2) in spite of thunder. 

Thunder. An Apparition of a Child crowned^ with a tree in his 
hand, rises. 

What is this. 

That risos like the issue of a king. 

And wears ujion his baby-brow the round 
And toi^ of sovereignty ? 

All. Listen, but speak not to’t. 

App, of Child croimicd. Be lion-mettled, proud ; and take 
no care 

Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirors a^e : 

Macbeth shall never vaiK^uish’d be, until 
Great Birnain wood to high Dunsinane hill 
Shall come against him. [^Descends, 

Mach, That will never bo : 

Who can impress tlie forest ; bid the tree 

Unfix Ills eartli-boimd root ? Sweet bodoments 1 good I 

Bebellion’s head, rise never, till the wood 
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Of Birnam rise, and our liigh-plac’d Macbodi^86) 

Shall live the lease of nature, pay liis hreatli 
To time and mortal custom. — Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing : tell mo, — if your art 
Can tell so mucli, — shall Baiiquo’s issue ever 
Tleign in this kingdom ? 

AIL Seek to know no more. 

Mach. I will be satisfied : deny me this, 

And an eternal curse fall on you ! Lot mo know : — 

Why sinks that caldron ? and 'what noise is this ? [Hautboys. 
First Witch. Show ! 

Sec. Witch. Show ! 

Third Witch. Show I 

All. Show his eyes, and grieve his heart ; 

C^‘ino like shadows, so depart I 

Eight Kings appear, and pass ov&' in order, the last with a glass 
in his hand; Banquo’s Ghost following. 

Mach. Tliou art too like the spirit of Banquo ; down 1 
Thy crown does sear mine eyeballs : — and tliy hair,^®^^ 

Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first : — 

A tliird is like the former. — Filthy hags I 
Why do you show me tliis ? — K fourtli? — Start, eyes 1 — 
What, wdll tlie lino stretch out to the crack of doom ? — 
Another yet ? — A seventh ? — I’ll ace no more : — 

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass 
Which shows mo many more ; and some I see 
That twofold balls and treble sceptres carry : 

Horrible sight I — Now^®®^ I see ’tis true ; 

For the blood-bolter ’d Banquo smiles upon me, 

And points at them for his. — What, is this so ? 

First Witch. Ay, sir, all this is so : — ^but why 
Stands Macbeth thuA amazcdly ? — 

Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprites, 

And show the best of our delights : 

I’ll charm the air to give a sound, 

While you perform your antic round ; 

That this great king may kindly say 
Our duties did his welcome pay. 

[Musk. The Witches danccy and then vanish. 
E 


VOL. VII. 
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Mach. Whore are tliej’? Grone ? — Let this pernicious 
hour 

Stand aye accursed in the calendar I — 

Come in, without there I 

Enter Lennox. 

Leu. What’s your grace’s will ? 

Mach. Saw you the weird sisters ? 

Lon. No, my lord. 

Mach. Came they not by you ? 

lupn. No, indeed, my lord. 

Mach. Infected bo the air whereon they ride ; 

And damn’d all those that trust them ! — I did hear 
Tlic galio])ing of horse : who was’t came by ^ 

Len. ’Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you word 
Macduff is fled to Eiighuid. 

Mach. Pled to England ! 

Len. Ay, my good lord. 

Mach. Time, thou aiitieipat’stmy dread exploits : 

The flighty j)urpose never is o’ortook 
Unless the deed go with it : from this moment 
The very firstlings of my heart shall bo 
The firstlings of my hand. And even now, 

To crown my thoughts with acts, be’t tliought and done ; 

The castle of Macduff 1 will sm'prisc ; 

Seize upon Fife ; give to the edge o’ the sword 
His wifb, his babes, and all unfortunate soiils 
That trace him in Ids line. No boasting like a fool ; 

Tills deed I’ll do before tliis ])urposo cool : 

But no more sights 1^^^^ — Where are these gentlemen ? 

Come, bring mo whore they are. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. Fife. A room in Macduff’s castle. 

Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and Boss. 

L. Macd. What had he done, to make biTn fly the land? 

Ross. You must have patience, madam. 

ijm Macdm He had none : 
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His flight was madnoss : when ou^ actions do not, 

Our fears do make us traitors. 

Jioss, You know not 

Whether it was his wisdom or his fear. 

L. Macd, Wisdom I to leave his wife, to leave his babes 
His mansion, and his titles, in a plaf(5 
From whence himself does fl}^ ? H(‘ loves ns not : 

Ho wants ihc natural touch : for the j>of)r wren, 

The most dilninuii^^' of birds, vi|l 

Her 3'oung ones in her nest, against the f>wl. 

All is tho fear, and nothing is the love ; 

As litth* is the \\ is(h>m, hc're the flight 
So runs against all reason. 

My dear’st coz, 

1 ])ray \ ou, seliool yoursedf : but for your husband, 

H(‘'s noble, wise, judicious, and best knows 

The fits o’ the season. I dare not ■.])cak much furtlior : 

But cruel are the times, when we arc traitors, 

And do not know ourselves when we hold rumour 
From what W(' fear, a et know not what we fear, 

But float upon u wild and violent sea 

Each wa;y and nuue. — I take my leave of you: 

Shall not bo long but I’ll be here again : 

Things at the worst will cease, or else climb upward 
To what they were before. — My pretty cousin, 

Blessing u])()n you 1 

L, Macd. Father’d ho is, and yet he’s fatherless.’ 
liosfi. I am so much a fool, should I stay longer, 

It would bo my disgrace and your discomfort : 

I take my leave at once. [EadLjtt 

L, Macd. Sirrah, your father’s dead : 

And what will you do now ? How will you live ? 

Son. As birds do, mother. 

L. Macd. What, with worms and flies ? 

Son. With what I get, I moan ; and so do they. 

L. Macd. Poor birdl thou’dst never fear the net nor lime, 
The pitfall nor the gin. 

Son. Why should I, mother? Poor birds they are not 
set for. 

My father is not dead, for all your saying. 
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Zf. Mdcd. Yes, he is deiid : how wilt thou do for a father? 

Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband ? 

L. Macd. Why, I can buy mo twenty at any market. 

Son. Then you’ll buy ’em to sell again. 

L. Macd. Thou speak’st with all thy wit ; and yet, i’ faith, 
With wit enough for thee. 

Son. Was my father a traitor, mother? 

L. Macd. Ay, that he was. 

Son. What is a traitor ? 

L. Macd. Why, one that swears and lies. 

Son. And be all traitors that do so ? 

L. Macd. Every one that does so is a traitor, and must 
be hanged. 

Son. And must they all be hanged that swear and lie ? 

L. Macd. Every one. 

S(m. Who must hang them ? 

L. Macd. Why, the lioiiest men. 

Son. Then tlic liars and swearers aro fools ; for there are 
liars and swearers enow to beat the honest men, and hang 
up them. 

L. Macd. Now, God help thee, poor monkey ! But how 
wilt thou do for a fatlier ? 

Son. If he were dead, you’d weep for him : if you would 
not, it were a good sign that I should quickly have a now 
father. 

L. Max'd. Poor prattler, how thou talk’st ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Bless you, fair dame ! I am not to you known, 
Though in your state of honour I am perfect. 

I doubt some danger does api)roach you nearly : 

If you will take a homely man’s advice. 

Be not found here ; hence, with your little ones. 

To fright you thus, methinks, I am too savage ; 

To do worse to you were fell cruelty. 

Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve you 1 
I dare abide no longer. 

L. Macd. Whither^^i^ should I fly ? 

I Ve done no harm. But I remember now 
I’m in this earthly world ; whore to do harm 
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Is ofton laudable ; to do good^ Bometiine 
Accounted dangerous folly : why tlion^ alas, 

Do I 2>ut up tliat womanly defence, 

To say I ’ve done no harm ? 

Etiisr Murderers. 

What arc those faces ? 

First Mur, Where is your husband ? 

Lt, Macd, I hj)])t', ill no jilaco so Jiiisanotificd 
Where such as thou mayst find him. 

First Mur. He’s a traitor. 

Son. Thou liest, thou shag- hair’d \ illain 

First Mar. What, you egg I 

[^Stabbing him. 

y<iiuig fry of treachery ! 

Son. ITo has kill’d mo, mother : 

Kun away, I pray yon ! 

[iiuvV Tjadg Macduff^ erg ing ami 

jmrsiml by the Murderei's. 


Scene HI. England , Fe/ore the^in^s jmlacc. 

Enter IMalcolm and Macduff. 

Mai. Lot us seek out some desolate shade, and there 
Weep our sad bosoms empty. 

Macd. Let us rather 

Hold fast tho mortal sword ; and, like good men. 
Bestride our down-fall’n birthdom each now morn 
New widows howl ; new orphans cry ; now sorrows 
Strike heaven on tlie face, that it resounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell’d out 
Like syllable of dolour. 

Mai. What I believe. I’ll wail ; 

What know, believe ; and what I can redress. 

As I shall find the time to friend, I will. 

What you have spoke, it may be so perchance. 

This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues. 

Was once thought honest : you have lov’d him well ; 
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Ho hath not touch’d you yet. I’m young ; but something 
You may deserv e of him through me ; and wisdom 
To offer a weak, j)oor, innocent lamb 

T’ apj^onse an angry god. 

MaciL I am not treacherous. 

MuL But Macbeth is. 

A good and virtuous nature may recoil 

In an ™pcrial charge. But I shall (‘rave your pardon 

That wliieli you arc*, my thoughts cannot trans]>ose : 

AuireJs arc I)rF<x]it still, thoimli the bri<rhtest fell : 

Though all things foul would wear the brows of grace, 

Yet grace must still look so. 

M<u‘(L I’ve lost my ho])es. 

Mah Pcrcliancc ev(‘n there Avhero I did find my doubts. 
Why in that rawiu\ss left you wife and child, 

Tliose ^n'eeioiis motives, tliose strong knots of love. 

Without lc‘ave-taking ? — 1 pray you, 

Let not my jealousies be your dishonours, 

But mine own s:ifetic‘s : — ^^^ou may bo-trightly just, 

Whate^ or I shall think. 

MaoiL Blc*ed, l)lc*ed, i>oor country ! 

Great tyrann>^, lay thou thy basis sure*. 

For goodiu'sh dare'*^^»^ not chock thee I wear thou thy wrongs, 
Thy title is atteer’d — Fiu’o tlu‘e well, lord : 

I would not he the Ail Iain that thou think’st 
For the Avholc* s])acc that’s in the tyrant's grasj). 

And tlicj rich East to hoot. 

M<(L Be not off ended : 

I speak not as in absolute fear of you. 

I think our c*ountry sinks beneath the yoke ; 

It weeps, it bleeds ; and each new day a gash 
Is added to her wounds : I think, Avithal, 

There would he hands u]>liftod in my right ; 

And hero, from gracious England, have I offer 
Of goodly thousands ; but, for all this. 

When I shall tread upon tlie tyrant’s head. 

Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 
Shall have more vices than it had before ; 

More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever, 

By him that shall succeed. 
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Macd. What slioiild ho be ? 

MaL It is mj^’self I mean : in whom I know 
All the particulai's of vice so Rafted, 

That, when they shall he open'd, black Macbeth 
Will seem as 2)uro as snow ; and the [K>or state 
Esteem liiin as a Jamb, being eoinparM 
With my confinoless harms. 

Macd. Not ill (ho h glons 

Of horrid Ik'M <*jui eoiiie a devil iif »*i‘ d/tiiin'd 
In tvils to to[) Macbeth. 

Mtd, 1 grant him bloody, 

laiMirioiis, avaricious, iiiLs/*, h»c*(iitful, 

Snildcii. malicious, sina(*king of every sin 
Teat has a name : but (here's no boltoin, none. 

In niv \ ohiptiiousn<‘Sh : } our wives, your daughters, 
Yoiir matrons, and ;>our maids, eouhl not till up 
T1 j(* cist(‘i-ii of niy lust ; and my de iro 
All continent iniju'dinients would o'erbear, 

Thai did o])poso my will : better Maebeth 
Than such an one to reign. 

MiUiL Boundless inteinperaneo 

In nature is a tj^raimy ; it hatli h<*on 
Til’ untimely em] dying of the hai)])y throne. 

And fall of many kings. But tear ned yet 
To take upon you what is yours : you may 
Coiive}^ your ph*asures in a spacious jdeiity, 

And yet seem cold, the time you may so hoodwink. 
We’ve willing dames enough; there cannot bo 
That vulture in you, to devour so many 
As will to greatness dedicate tlicmselves, 

Finding it so inclin’d. 

Mai. With tliis, tliero grows, 

In my most ill-compos’d affection, such 
A stancliless avarice, that, were I king, 

I should cut oft’ the nobles for their lands ; 

Desire his jewels, and this other’s house : 

And my more-having would be as a sauce 
To make me hunger more ; that I should forge 
Quarrels unjust against ilie good and loyal, 
Destroying them for wealth. 
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-3facc?. Tills avarice 

Sticks deeper ; grows with more pernicious root 
Than summer-seeming^^®^ lust ; and it hath been 
The sword of our slain kings : yet do not fear ; 
Scotland hath foisons to fill up your will, 

Of your mere own : all these are portable, 

With other gi’accs weigh’d. 

Ma]^ But I have none : tlic king-becoming graces, 
As justice, verity, temperance, stableness. 

Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness. 

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 

I have no relish of them ; but abound 
In tlie division of each several crime. 

Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I should 
Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell, 

Uproar^^*-^^ the universal ])eace, confound 
All unity on earth. 

Macd, 0 Scotland, Scotland! 

Mai. If such a one be fit to govcrji, speak : 

I am as I have spoken. 

Macd. Fit to govern ! 

No, not to live. — O nation miserable. 

With an untitled tyrant bloody-scepter’d, 

When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again. 

Since that the tniest issue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction stands accurs’d. 

And does blaspheme his breed? — Thy royal father 
Was a most sainted king : the cpieen that bore thee, 
Oftenor upon her knees than on her foot. 

Died every day she lived. Fare thee well I^lOO) 

Those evils thou repcat’st upon thyself 

Have banish’d me from Scotland. — 0 my breast. 

Thy hope ends here ! 

Mai, Macduff, this noble passion, 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wip’d the black scruples^ reconcil’d my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honom\ Devilish Macbeth 
By many of these trains hath sought to win mo 
Into his power ; and modest wisdom plucks mo 
From over-credulous haste : but God above 
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Deal between thee and me ! for even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and 
Unspeak mine own detraction ; here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myself, 

For strangers to my nature. I am yet 
Unknown to woman ; never was forsworn ; 

Scarcely have coveted wliat was mine own ; 

At no time broke my faith ; would not betray 
Tlio devil to liih fellow; and delight 
No less in truth than lift* : niy tirst false s]>caking 
Was this upon m^st*]l*: — wlmt 1 am tru]\, 

Is tliiiK', and my poor eountrv’s, to eommand: — 

WliitlH'r, indocnl, before thy hcre-ai)proaeh,^^^^^ 

(>U Sinurd, with tem thousand warlike men, 

Already at a poin t,^^^^^^ was setting foidh : 

Now A\e’ll together; and the chance of goodness 
Bo like our warranted quarrel ! Why are 3^ou silent? 

MaciL Such weh'oine and uinvoleomo things at once 
’Tis hard to roconedc. 


Knter a Doctor. 

MaL Well; more anon. — Comes the king forth, I pray 
you? 

Doct, Ay, sir ; there are a crow of wretched souls 
Tliat stay his cure : their malady convinces 
The great assay of art ; but, at his touch, 

Such sanctity hath heaven given his hand. 

They presently amend, 

MaL I thank you, doctor. {Exit Doctor, 

Macd, What’s tho disease ho means ? 

MaL ’Tis call’d the evil 

A most miraculous work in this good king ; 

Which often, since my here-remain in England, 

I’ve seen him do. How he solicits heaven. 

Himself best knows : but strangoly-visited people. 

All swohi and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye, 

The mere despair of surgery, he cures ; 

Hanging a golden stamp about their nocks. 

Put on with lioly prayers : and ’tis spoken, 

To the succeeding royalty he loaves 
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The healing benediction. With this strange virtue, 

He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy ; 

And sundry blessings hong about his throne, 

That speak him full of grace. 

Macd, See, who comes here ? 

MaL My countryman ; but yet I know liim not. 

Enter Ross. 

Macd, My over-gentle cousin, welcome hither. 

MaL I know him now : — ^good God, betimes remove 
The means tliat makes us strangers ! 

Ross, Sir, amen. 

Macd, Stands Scotland where it did ? 

Ross, Alas, poor country, — 

Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot 
Be call’d our" mother, Imt our grave: wlicrc nothing, 

But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile ; 

Where sighs, and groans, and slu’icks* that rent the air, 

Are made, not mark’d ; wher(5 violcWt sorrow seems 
A modern I'cstasy : the dead man’s knell 
Is there scarce ask’d for who ; and good men’s lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps. 

Dying or e’er they sicken. 

Macd, O, relation 

Too nice, and yet too true I 

Mai, What’s the new’st grief? 

Ross, That of an hour’s age doth hiss the speaker ; 

Each minute teems a new one. 

Macd, How does my wife ? 

Ross, Why, well. 

Macd, And all my children ? 

Ross, Well too. 

Macd, The tyrant has not batter’d at their peace ? 

Ross, No ; they were well at peace when I did leave ’em. 

Macd, Be not a niggard of your speech : how goes ’t? 

Ross, When I came hither to transport the tidings. 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy follows that were out ; 

Which was to my belief witness’d the rather. 

For that I saw the tyrant’s powq^ a-foot : 
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Now is tho time of help ; your eye in Scotland 
Would create soldiers, make our women fight, 

To dofi* their dire distresses. 

Mai, Bo ’t tlioir comfort 

We’re coming thither: gracious EngJuiid hath 
Lout us good Siward and ton thousand uien ; 

All older juid a hotter soldier none 
That Christendom gives out. 

WouM T 'S)iild answer 

Thi'^ coniforf with the I'Ko! I»ut I ha\e w«>rds 
Tliat ^^ould ho lun.lM out in tiu de.serl air, 

Wlierc Ih-ariiig should not huch them. 

M*u V /. W hat concern they ? 

’ e geiuTiil cause ? or is it a fee-grit d* 

J>li(‘ to Momo single breast? 

No mind -that's honest 

But ill it shares some woe; though ilio main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Mavd, If it he mine, 

Ke(‘j) it not from mo, quickly let mo have it. 

Roufi, Let not your ears dcs])iso my tongue lor ever, 
Which shall jiossess them with the heaviest sound 
That e\er yet they heard. 

Macd, Hum I I guess at it. 

2i'o.s'.s. Yoiu' castle is surpris’d ; your wife and babes 
Savagely slaughter’d : to relate tho manner, 

Were, on tlie quarry of these murder’d doer, 

To add tho deatli of you. 

Mai, Merciful heaven ! — 

What, man I ne’er pull your hat upon your brows ; 

Give sorrow words : the grief that does not speak 
Whispers tho o’er-fraught heart, and bids it break. 

Macd, My children too ? 

Ro88, Wife, children, sen’^ants, all 

That could be found. 

Macd, And I must be fi:om thence ! — 

My wife kill’d too ? 

Rosa. I’ve said. 

Mah Bo comforted : 

Let’s make ns medicines of our great revenge, 
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To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. Ho has no children. — ^All my pretty ones ? 

Did you say all ? — O hell-kite I — ^All ?(103) 

What, all my pretty chickens and their dam 
At one fell swooj) ? 

MaL Dispute it like a man. 

Macd. I shall do so ; 

But I must also feci it as a man : 

I cannot but remember such things wore, 

That were most precious to me. — Did heaven look on, 

And would not take their j)art? Sinful Macduff, 

They were all struck for thee I naught that I am, 

Not for their own demerits, but for mine. 

Fell slaughter on their souls : heaven rest them now ! 

MaL Be this the whetstone of your sword : let grief 
Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Macd, O, I could play the woman with mine eyes. 

And braggart with my tongue ! — But, gentle heaven. 

Cut short all intermission ; front to .front 
Bring thou^i^^^ this fiend of Scotland and myself ; 

Within my sword’s length sot him ; if ho scape. 

Heaven forgive him too ! 

MaL Tliis tune goes manly. 

Como, go wo to the king ; our power is ready ; 

Our lack is nothing but our leave : Macbetli 
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on their instruments, lleccive what cheer you may : 
[Tlie night is long that never finds tlie day. [IlJxeuiit 


ACT V. 

Scene I. Dunsinane, A room in tJie castle. 

Enter a Doctor of Physic and a Waiting- Gentlewoman. 

Doct, I have two nights watched with you, but can per- 
ceive no truth in yoxir report. When was it she last walked ? 
, Gent, Since Us majesty went into the field, I have seen 
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her rise from her bed, tlirow her nightgown upon her, unlock 
her closet, take forth paper, fold it, write upoii’t, road it, after- 
wards seal it, and again return to bed ; yet all tliis while in^a 
most fast sleep. 

Doct. A great perturbation in nature, — ^to receive at once 
the benefit of sleep, and do the effects of watching ! — In this 
slumbery agitation, besides her walking and other lu^tual per- 
formances, what, at any time, have you hoard her say? 

Gent, That, sir, which I will not rejiort after her. 

Hoit. You may to mo; and most ineid you should. 

GcJif, Neidicr to you nor any one ; having no witness to 
confirm my 8]>eech. — Lo you, here she conies ! 

Enter Lady Macbeth, wtth a taper, 

Tliis is her vary guise ; and, upon my life, fast a&lcop. Ob- 
serve her ; stand closer 

J)ovt. How came she by that ligiit ? 

Getit, Why, it stood by her : she has light by her con- 
tinually ; ’tis her cvnninand. 

Doct, You SCO, her eyes arc open. 

Gent, Ay, but their sense’ are shut. 

Doct. What is it she does now? Look, how she rubs her 
hands. 

Gent. It is an aecustomc<l action with her, to seem thus 
washing her hands : I have known her continue in this a 
quarter of an hour. 

Lady M. Yet here’s a spot. 

Doct. Hark ! she speaks : I will set down what comes 
from her, to satisfy my rcmembranco the more strongly. 

Lady M. Out, damned spot I out, I say ! — One, two ; 
why, then ’tis time to do’t. — Hell is murky I — Fie, my lord, 
fie ! a soldier, and afeard ? What need we fear who knows 
it, when none can call our power to account? — ^Yet who 
would have thought the old man to have had so much blood 
in him ? 

Doct. Do you mark that? 

Lady M. The thane of Fife had a wife ; where is she 
now ? — ^What, will these hands ne’er be clean ? — No more o’ 
that, my lord, no more o’ that : you mar all with this start- 
ing. 
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DocU Glo to, go to ; you have known what you should 

not 

Gent. She has spoke what she should not, I am sure of 
that : heaven knows what she has known. 

Lady M. Here’s the smell of the blood still : all the per- 
fumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand. Oh, oh, 
ohi 

JDoct. What a sigh is there ! The heart is sorely charged. 
Gent. I would not have such a lieart in my bosom for the 
dignity of die whole body. 

JDoct. Well, well, well, — 

Gent. Pray God it be, sir. 

Doct. This disease is beyond my practice: yet I have 
known those whicjh have walked in their sleep who have 
died holily in their beds. 

Lady A/, Wash your hands, jmt on your nightgown ; look 
not so pale : — I tell you yet again, Banquo’s buried ; ho can- 
not come out on’s grave. 

Loci. Even so ? 

Lady M. To bed, to bod ; diere’s knocking at the gate : 
come, coino, come, come, give me your hand: what’s done 
cannot be undone : to bed, to bed, to bed. \Ea:it. 

Doct. Will she go now to bed? 

Gent. Directly. 

Doct. Foul whisperings are abroad : unnatural deeds 
Do breed unnatural troubles : infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will discliai’gc their secrets : 

More needs she tlie divine tlian tlie physician : — 

God, God^^^^c^ forgive us all ! — Look after her ; 

Remove from her tlie means of all annoyance, 

And still keep eyes upon her : — so, good night : 

My mind she has mated , and amaz’d my sight : 

I think, but dare not speak. 

Gent. Good night, good doctor. 

{Daeunt. 
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Scene II. The ccmntry near I)unsmane. 

Enter, with drum and colours, Menteith, Caithness, Angus, 
Lennox, and Soldiers. 

Merit. Tlio Eiigliali power is near, led on hy Malcolm, 
His uncle Siward, and the good Macduff: 

Hevenges bum in them ; for their dear causes 
Would to the bleeding and ilie gi'iin alarm 
Excite the mortified man. 

Ang. Near Tbniam wood 

Shall we well meet them ; that way are they coming. 

Who knows if nonalbain bo with his brother? 
Jjrn. For certain, sir, ho is not : I’ve a file 
f >1‘ all the gentry : there is Siward’s son, 

And many unrongh youths, that even now 
Protest their first of manhood. 

Ment. What does the tyrant ? 

Caith. Great Piinsinane ho strongly fortifies : 

Some say bo’s mad ; others, that lessor hate him, 

Do call it valiant fury : but, for certain, 

Ho cannot buckle his distemper’d oourse^^®^^ 

Within tlio belt of rule. 

Ang. Now docs he feel 

His secret murders sticking on his liands ; 

Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach ; 

Tliose he commands move only in ex)mmand. 

Nothing in love : now docs he feel liis title 
Hang loose about him, hke a giant’s robe 
Upon a dwarfish thief. 

Merit. Who, then, shall blame 

His pester’d senses to recoil and start, 

When all that is within him does condemn 
Itself for being there ? 

Caith. Well, march we on, 

To give obedience where ’tis truly ow’d : 

Meet we the medicine of tlie sickly weal ; 

And with him pour we in our country’s purge 
Each drop of us. 

Len. Or so much as it needs. 
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To dew the sovereign flower, and drown the weeds. 

Make we our march towards Bimam. \Exmrd^ marching. 


Scene III. Dunslnane. A room in the castle. 

Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants. 

Mach. Bring mo no more reports ; let tliem all : 

Till Bimam wood remove to Dunsinanc, 

I cannot taint with fear. What’s the boy Malcolm ? 

Was he not born of woman ? The spirits that know 
All mortal consequences have pronounc’d me thus, 

Fear not, Macbetli ; no man that’s born of woman 
Shall e’er have power upon thee.” — Then fly, false thanes. 
And mingle with the English epicures : 

The mind I sway by and the heart I bear 
Shall never sag widi doubt nor shako with fear. 

Enter a Servant. 

The devil damn thee black, thou crcam-fac’d loon I 
Where gott’st thou that goose look ? 

Serv. There is ton thousand — 

Mach. Goose, villain? 

Serns. Soldiers, sir. 

Mach. Go prick thy face, and over-red thy fear. 

Thou lily-livcr’d boy. What soldiers, patch ? 

Death of thy soul ! those linen checks of tliino 
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-face ? 

Serv. Tlie English force, so please you. 

Mach. Take thy face hence. \_Exit Servant. 

Scyton I — I’m sick at heart, 
When I behold — Seyton, I say ! — Tliis push 
Will chair me ever, or dis-scat me now.^^®®^ 

I have liv’d long enough : my way of life^l^^^^^ 

Is fiJ l’n int o the sear , the yellow leaf ; 

Snd tEat wticli shoulS accompany old age, 

SsTidnour^ obedience, troops of friends, 
r must notloot to have ; but, in their stead, 
CursesjaotTou3."But deep, mouth-honour, breath. 
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Which the poor heart would fain dony, and dare not. — 
Seyton I 

JEnter Seytoit. 

Sey, What is your gracious pleasure ? 

Mach, What news more ? 

Sey, All is confirm’d, my lord, which was roporteiL 
Mach, I’ll fight, till troaa ray bdnos my flesh be hack’d. 
Give me my armour. 

Sey, ’Tis not nceJod \cL 

Mach, I’ll put it on. — 

Send out more horses, skirr the country round ; 

ILing those that talk of fear.- - Give mo mine armour.— 
How docs your patient, doctor? 

I\)ct, Not so sick, my lord. 

As she is troubled with thick-coming fancies. 

That keep her from her rest. 

Mach, Cure lier^l^®^ of that : 

Cans t thou not minister to a mind diseas’d; 

Pluck from tlie memory a rooted sorrow ; 

Haze out the written troubles of tho brain ; 

And with some sweet oblivious antidote 
Cleanse the stuff’d bosom of that perilous stuflP^ll^ 

Which weighs upon the heart ? 

Doci, Therein tlio patient 

Must minister to himself. 

Mat^, Tlirow physic to tho dogs^ — I’ll none of it. — • 
Come, put mine armoiu’ on give me my s^ff ; — 

Seyton, send out. — Doctor, tho thanes fly from me. — 

Come, sir, dispatch. — If thou couldst, doctor, ^st 
The water of my laud, find her disease. 

And jiurge it to a sound and pristine health, 

1 would applaud thee to the very ech o, 

^la t shoul(t applaud again. — Pull’t off^ I — 

What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug, 

W ould scour these English hence ? Hear’st thou of them ? 

£>oct. Ay, my good lord ; your royal preparation 
Makes us hear something. 

Mach, Bring it after me. — 

I will not be afi*aid of death'and bane, 

VOL. vn. P 
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Till Bimam forest come to Dunsinane. 

[_Exeunt all except Doctor, 
DocU Were I from Dunslnano away and clear, 

Profit again should hardly draw me here. [Exit, 


Scene TV. CountTy near Dunlinane : a wood in view. 

Enter, with drum and colours, Malcolm^ old Siwahd and young 
SiWARD, Ma(m^ufi<', Mknteith, Caithness, Angus, Lennox, 
Boss, and Soldiers, marching. 

Mai. Cousins, I hope the days arc near at hand 
That chambers will bo safe. 

Ment. Wc doubt it nothing. 

Siw. Wliat wood is this before us ? 

Ment. The wood of Birnam. 

Mai. Let every soldier how him down a bough, 

And bear’t before* liim : thereby slmll wo shadow 
The nmiibcrs of our host, and mahe disco\ery 
Err in report of us. 

Soldiers. Tt shall be done. 

Siw. Wo loam no otlior but the confident tyrant 
Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure 
Our sotting down before 

Mai. ’Tis his main hope : 

For wliore there is advantage to be ta’eii, 

Both more and loss have given him the revolt 
And none sorvn with him but constrained tilings. 

Whoso hearts are absent too. 

Jitacd. Let our just censures 

Attend the true event, and put we on 
Industrious soldiershi]). 

Siw. Tlie time approaches 

That will witli duo decision make us know 
What we shall say lyo have, and what wo owe. 

Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate ; 

But certain issue strokes must arbitrate : 

Towards which advance the war. [Exeunt^ marching. 
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Scene V. Durmnam, Within the castle. 

Enter, with drum and colours, Macbeth, SeytoN; and Soldiers. 

Mach, Hang out our banners on the outward walls ; 

% ^till; Tlioy come our castlo’s strength 
Will laugh a siege to scorn : hero 1< t them lie 
Till faniiiio and the ague eat them u]> : 

Wore they not forc’(b^^'^^ with tliosc^ thai should be ours^ 

We miglil ha^c met them dart fill, ‘anl to board, 

And beat them backward liomt^. of women within. 

What is that noise ? 

>SV//. Jt tho ery of women, my good lord. 

Math, T ha^e almost forirot the taste* of fears : 
lue time has boon, my ‘^(‘nst‘s would have cool’d^l^®^ 

To hear a iiight-shri<‘k ; and my fell of hair 

Would at a dismsil treatise rouse and stir 

As life were in ’t : 1 have su])p’d full with horrors ; 

Uirciiess, familiar to iiiy slaughterous thoughts, 

Cannot once start me. 


E Chenier Seyton. 

Wherefore was that cry ? 
Sei/, The queen, my lord, is dead. 

Mach. She should have died hereafter; 

Tlicre would have been ji time f<ir suoli a word. — 
To-morr ow , and to-m oi^ow , and to-inoiTOT^ 
Creeps in this petty ]iacc from day to day, 

To the last syllable of recorded time ; 

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle I 

Life’s but a walking shadow ; a poor player. 

That struts and frets lus hour upon tho stage, 

And then is heard no more : it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury. 
Sign ifying nothing. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Thou com’st to use thy tongue ; thy story quickly. 
Mei>s, Gracious my lord, 
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I Bhould report that which I say I saw, 

But know not how to do it. 

Macb. Welf, say, sir.^^l^) 

Mess. As 1 did stand my watch upon tlio hill, 

I look’d toward Bimam, and anon, methought. 

The wood began to move. 

Mach. Liar and slave ! 

Mess. Let me endure your wrath, if ’t be not so : 

Within this three mile may you see it coming ; 

I say, a moving grove. 

Mach. If thou speak’st false. 

Upon the next tree shalt^^^®^ thou hang alive. 

Till famine cling thee : if thy speech be sooth, 

I care not if thou dost for me as much. — 

I pull in resolution and begin 

To doubt th’ equivocation of the fiend. 

That lies like truth : Fear not, till Birnam wood 
Do come to Dunsinane — and now a wood 
Comes toward Dunsinane. — ^Arm, arm, and out! 

If this which ho avouches does api)car. 

There is nor flying hence nor tarrying here. 

I gin to be a-wcary of tlie sun, 

And wish th’ estate o’ the world were now undone. — 

Bing the alarum-bell ! — Blow, wind ! come, wrack ! 

At least we’ll die with harness on our back. [Exeunt. 


Scene VI. The same. A hefoi^e the castle. 

Enter, with drum and colours, Malcolm, old Siward, Macduff, 
4'C., and their Army with houghs. 

Mai. Now near enough ; your leafy screens throw down, 
And show like those you arc. — You, wortliy uncle. 

Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son. 

Lead our first battle : worthy Macduff and we 
Shall take upon ’s what else remains to do. 

According to our order. 

Siw. Fare you well. — 

Do we but find the tyrant’s power to-night. 

Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 
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Macd, Make all our trumpets speak ; give them all breath, 
Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death. [ExeunU 


Scene VIL The same. Anotlier pent of tlie iilain. 

Alarums. Enter M \cnETn. 

Mach. They’ve tied me to a ; I cannot fly, 

But, boar-like, I must fight iljo course. — What’s he 
Tliat was not born of woman? Sucli a one 
Am I to fear, or none. 

Enter young Siward. 

Yo. Siw. What is th}^ name? 

Mach. Tiiou’lt be afraid to hear it- 

Yo. Siw. No ; though thou caH’ot thyself a hotter name 
Tlian any is in hell. 

Mach. My name’s Macbeth. 

Yo. Siw. The devil himself could not pronounce a title 
More hatefid to mine ear. 

Mach. No, nor more fearful. 

Yo. Siw. Thou liest, abhorrM tyrant ; with my sword 
I’ll prove the lie thou speak’st. 

[!/7w^ fghty and young Siward is slain. 

Mach. Thou wast bom of woman. — 

But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn, 

Brandish’d by man tliat’s of a woman born. [Exit. 

Alarums. Enter Macduff. 

Macd. Tliat way the noise is. — ^Tyrant, show thy face I 
If thou be’st slain and with no stroke of mine, 

My wife and children’s ghosts will haunt me still. 

I cannot strike at wretched kerns, whose arms 
Are hir’d to bear their staves ; either thou, Macbeth, 

Or else my sword, with an unbatter’d edge, 

I sheathe again undeeded. There thou shouldst be ; 

By this great clatter, one of greatest note 

Seems bruited : — ^let me find him, fortune I 

And more I beg not. [Ex^. Alarums. 
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Enter Malcolm and old Siward. 

Siw. Tliis way, my lord ; — ^the castle’s genfly render’d : 
The tyrant’s people on botli sides do fight ; 

The noble thanes do bravely in the war ; 

The day almost itself profe sses yours, 

And little is to do. 

MaL We’ve met with foes 

Tliat strike beside us. 

Siw. Enter, sir, the castle. 

\JExmnU Alarums. 


Scene VIII. The same. Another part of the plain. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Mach.* Why should I play the Tlomaii fool, and die 
On mine own sword ? whiles I see lives, the gashes 
Do better upon them. 

«* 

Enter Macduff. 

Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn ! 

Mach. Of all men else I have avoided thee : 

But get thee back ; my soul is too much charg’d 
With blood of thine already. 

Macd. I have no words, — 

El voice is in my sword ; thou bloodier villain 

Tn^ terms can give tliee out ! [ The^ fight. 

Mach. Thou losest labour : 

As easy mayst tliou the intrenchant air 

With thy keen sword impress, as make me bleed : 

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests ; 

I bear a charmed life, which must not yield 
To one of woman born. 

McLcd. Despair thy charm ; 

And let the angel whom thou still hast serv’d 
Tell thee, Macduff w^as from his mother’s womb 
Untimely ripp’d. 

Mach. Accursed be that tongue that tells me so, 

For it hath cow’d my better part of man ! 

And be these juggling fiends no more believ’d. 
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That palter with us in a double sense ; 

That keep the word of promise to our ear, 

And break it to our hope — I’ll not fight T^dth tliee. 

Macd. Tlien yield thee, coward, 

And live to be the show and gaze o’ tlie time : 

We’ll have tlieo, as our rarer monsters art', 

Painted upon a pole, and undorwrit 
Here may you sc'o the tyrant.” 

Mach. 1 will not yield, 

To kiss flic ground before young Malcolm's feet. 

And to be baiietl v Itli tlic rabble’s t*urse. 

Though Birnain \^ ood be eonie to Dunsinaiio, 

And thou op])os’d, being of Jio woman born, 

^["t't I will try tlie last : — before my body 
1 tlu’ow my wai'likc shield ; lay on, Maetluft*; 

And damn’d be him that first cries Hold, tmough 1” 

\Exmnt^ fighting. 

Riitrmi. FlourishM^^^ Enter^ irith drmii and colours^ Maj.colm, old 
SiwARo, Ross, LsNitox, Akguh, Caituness, MEiiTEiTH, and 
►Soldiers. 

Mai. 1 would the friends we miss were safe ar-’i^^’d. 

Siw. Some must off : and yet, by these 1 see, 

So groat a day as this is eheaply bought. 

Mai. Maedutf is missing, and youi* noble son. 

Ross. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier’s debt : 

He only liv’d but till he was a man ; 

The which no sooner liad bis prowess confirm’d 
In the unshrinking station where he fought, 

But like a man ho died. 

Siw. Then he is dead ? 

Ross. Ay, and brought off the field : your cause of sorrow 
Must not be measur’d by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 

Siw. Had he Ids hurts before ? 

Ross. Ay, on the front. 

Siw. Why then, God’s soldier be he I 

Had I as many sons as I have hairs, 

I would not wish them to a fairer death : 

And so, his knell is knoll’d. 
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MoL He’s worth more sorrow, 

And that I’ll spend for him. 

Siw, He’s worth no more : 

They say he parted well, and paid his score : 

And BO, God b’ wi’ him I — Here comes newer comfort. 

Re-enter Macduff, with Macbeth’s head on a pole. 

Macd. Hail, king 1 for so thou art : behold, where stands 
Th’ usurper’s cursed head : the time is free : 

I see thee compass’d witli thy kingdom’s pearl, 

Tliat speak my salutation in their minds ; 

Whose voices I desire siloud witli mine, — 

Hail, King of Scotland ! 

■AIL Hail, King of Scotland ! [^Flourish 

Mai. Wo shall not spend a large expense of time 
Before wo reckon with your several loves, 

And make us even with you. My thanes and kinsmen, 
Henceforth be earls, — ^tlie first that ever Scotland 
In such an honour nam’d. What’s niore to do. 

Which would bo planted newly with the time, — 

As calling home our exil’d friends abroad, 

Tliat fled the snares of watchful tyranny ; 

Producing forth the cruel ministers 

Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like queen, — 

Who, as ’tis Uiought, by self and violent hands 
Took off her life ; — ^tliis, and what needful else 
That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, 

Wo will perform in measure, time, and place : 

So, thanks to all at once and to each one. 

Whom we invite to see us crown’d at Scone. 

[^Floxndsh. Eoceunt. 
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P. 6. (i) 

* Bead, with Hamncr, * and’.** W. N. Lettsom. 


P. 6. (a) “ First Witch. I come, GraymaJhiti I 

See, Witch. Paddock calls : anon ! 

All. Ahir is foul," See. 

The folio has 

“ 1. I come, Gray- Malkin. 

All, Padock calls anon : faire is foule,** Ac. 

hui jurely it is evident that the author intended only the concluding couplet 
to be spoken in chorus. 


P. G. (3) Say to the lung thy knowledge of the hroiV' 

The folio haa*“ Say to the King, the knowledge^'* Ac. — Corrected by Walker, 
Crit. Exam, Ac. vol. ii. p, 232. 


6. (4) gallmvglasses is supplied f* 

So the second folio.— The first folio has ** G'tf Wo/rgrosses,” Ac, — “ Bead, with 

Pope, * was supplied .** the corruption was caused by * Do' just above.” 

W. N. Lettkjom. 


P. C. (5) “ And fortune, on his dam?ied guarrel smiling, 

Sham'd like a rebel's whore: hut all's too weak:" 

The folio has “ on his damned Quarry smiling," Ac. ; but, long before 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector was heard of, most of the editors had agreed that 
quarrel'' is the genuine reading. — ** The word quarrel" observes Steevens, 
** occurs in Holinshed’s relation of this very fact, and may be regarded as a 
sufficient proof of its having been the term here employed by Shakespeare : 
‘ Out of the westeme lies there came vnto him [Makdowald] a great multi- 
tude of people, offering themselues to assist him in that rebellious qua/rell,' 
Hist, of Scotland, p, 2G5, ed. 1808,” — Again in this play [p. 67],” says Ma- 
lone, 

** * and the chance of goodness 
Be like our warranted quarrel P 

Here we have warranted quarrel, the exact opposite of dammad quarrel." 

On this passage Boswell has a note, which would almost seem to have 
been written in ridicule of the commentators : he suggests that here quarry" 
may mean “ arrow,” and that there may be no more objection to the expres- 
sion, “ Fortune smiling on a warrior’s quarry [Le. arrow],” than to “ Fortune 
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emiliDg on a warrior’s mortiy — Mr. Knight, who retains “quarry" in the 
sense of says ; “ the * damned quarry’ is the doomed anUy of kernes 

and gallowglasseM, who, although fortune deceitfully smiled on them, fled 
before the sword of Macbeth, and became his quarry — ^his prey." How, on 
earth, could “/</*’’ mean MachrtICs? surely it must ha'vo escaped Mr. Knight 
that the namt of Machefh has not yet been nu‘Mtio9ird hi this scene ! — Mr. 
Singer {^Shahispeaf*e Vindicated^ &c. p. 250) is also a defender of the old 
lection ; " The epithet *daimu‘d' Is mapplicable to quarrel in the sense which 
it here bears of condemned [which sense 1 am convinced it does rwt bear 
hero]. Mr. Collier hims(‘If says that quarry ‘gives an obvious and striking 
meaning much more forcible than quarrel' " The note by Mr. Collier ad L 
to which Mr. .Singer approvingly refers is; Hts damined quarry^ i.c. His 
army doomed, or damned, to become the ‘quarry’ ot priy of his enemies," 
— as forced an explanation as well can be , fur “ hii quarry" could only 
signify — ms own quarry or q^rey. (Indeed, a defence of “quarry” is 
nothing new : according to Heath, in his Heinsaly 17G5, here “it means the 
slaugliter and depredations made by the rebel. Thus in the same play 
[p. 69], 

‘ to relate the manner, 

Were, on the quamnj of iliese murder’d deer, 

*To add the death of you.* ’’ 

Now, if the two passages are to be considered a parallel^ and “^his qua/rry" 
means “the slaughter and depredations made by the rebel," must we not 
understand “ tlie quarry of these murder’d deer" to mean “the quarry mado 

by these murder’d deer’’?) — 18G6. “ Read, with Tope, * but all too 

wtaV" W. N. Lettsom. 

P. 6. (6) “ And ne'er shook hands" 

Tlie folio has “Which 7ieu'r shoolt hands;" the “Which” being evidently 
repeated, by a mistake of the scribe or compositor, from the commencement 
of the third lino above. 


P. C. (7) “ thunders break 

So Pope. — In the folio both the sense and metre arc imperfect, — the line 
ending with the word *^thujiders " — The editor of the second folio printed 
Thunders breaking.’’ — “Perhaps, would bo better [than * break'2, 

(Or was the word ‘ threat' Walker’s Crit, Bxam, Slq, vol, iii. p. 260. 


P. 6, (8) “ So from that spring, whence comfort seem'd to eome^ 

Discomfort swells," 

“ I have not disturbed the text here, as the sense does not absolutely require 
it ; though Dr. Thirlby prcscHhes a very ingenious and easy correction ; 

* So from that spring, whence comfort seem'd come, 

Discomfort well’d.’ " THEOBALD.— 

Hence Capell printed “ Discomfort wells." — See note 75 on The Mrst Part 
qfMng Henry IV, vol. iy. p. 298. 
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P. G. (9) ^^OvT captains^ Macbeth at*d Batiquo?'' 

Hero “ captains'* was probably to be pronounced “ oapitaVas:" see note 145 
on The Third Part of King Henry VI, vol. v. p. 331). — Mr. W. N. Lettsom 
has just pointed out to me the following passages ; 

“ I sent for j"ou, and, captain^ draw near.** 

Beaumont and Fletcher ’k FaAjblful Friends, 
iii. 3, — Works, vol. iv. p. 262, ed. Dyce. 

I hear another tune, good captain," 

Fletcher’s Island Princess, ii. 3, — Works, 
vol. vii. p. 443, ud. Dyce. 

Sirrah, how dare you name a captain ?" 

Shirley's Uamvster, iv. I, — Works, vol, iii, p.246, 
ed. Gifford and Dyce. 


1*. 6. (10) Pouhly" 

I suspect that ^ Ptruhly* is an mterx>olation.** Walker's Orit, Eaoam, Ac. 
vol. iii. p. 250. 


P. 7. (ii) “ What haste looks through his ryesV* 

The folio has ^^What a haste," Ac. — But the second folio omits the “a,” and 
no doubt rightly. Sec note a3 on Julius Ccesar, vol, vi. p. 091. 


P. 7. (12) “ That seems to speak things strange," 

Johnson would alter seems" to “ teems and Mr. Collier’s Ma. Corrector 
reads comes but the old text certainly admits of Heath’s interpretation — 
That appears to be upon the point of speaking things strange.” 


P. 7. (13) “ Enter Ross.” 

The folio has “ Enter Bosse aaid Angus " — ^by mistake, it would appear. 


P. 7. (14) « began" 

Perhaps gan.” 

(i 5) “ And the •eery ports they blow, 

I* the shipmmds card," 

Here ports they blow" is explained they blonr upon , — Pope substituted 
“ points” for “ports" (Sir WiUiam Davenant, in his alteration of Macbeth, 
having given 

“ And then from every port they blow, 

From all ihR points that seamen know”*). — 

To the second line Mr, CoUior’s Ms. Corrector adds, for the sake of a rhyme, 
“ to show ;”^and Mr. Collier says, “ we may feci sure that we thus recover two 
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words Shakespeare wrote, but which had dropped out in the press,**— -for- 
getting, I presume, that in other four places of this scene we have lines 
without any rh 3 rine ; 

“ rU do, ril do, and 1*11 do.*’ 

Look what I have. 

Sec, Witch, Show me, i^ow me.** 

*< Thus do go about, about.** 

** Peace ! — ^tho charm’s wound up.” 


P. 9. (i 6 ) “ J/lorrcs 

The folio has “ Soria ?** 


P. 9 . ( 17 ) Soy all hail, Ma>cheth and Banqvol 

First Witch. Banquo and Macheth, all hail /*’ 
“These two verses should be pronounced by 1, 2, 3, in chorus.” W. N. Lett- 
SOM. 


P. 10 . (i 8 ) 
The folio has 


“ As thiclt as hail 

Came post with post 

“ thick as Talc 
Cfmpost with post;'* 


and “ Talc” has not wanted several defenders. The latest of them, Mr. 
Singer, remarks (^Shakespeare Vindicated, &c. p. 251) ; “ Rowe was right in 
correcting the obvious misprint can to came, but wrong in disturbing the old 
undoubted word tale: * as thick os tale’ is as quick as^ey could be told or 
numbered. Shakespeare [as Steevens had already observed] has the word 
thick for quick twice, and Baret in v, ‘ Crebritas literarum, the often sending, 
or thiekf' /joming of letters.’ ” But was such an expression as “ thick as tale” 
ever employed by any writer whatsoever ? Now, “ thick as hail" is of the 
commonest occurrence ; 


“ Out of the towne came quarries thick as hailc'* 

Drayton’s Battaile of Agincourt, p, 20, ed. 1627. 

“ Curse, ban, and breath out damned orisons. 

As thicke as haile-stones for[e] the springs approach.” 

First Part of the Troublesome Itaigne of King John, 
sig. F 4, ed. 1622. 

“ The Englidi archers ^oot as thick as haile." 

Haring^n’s Orlando Furioso, B, xvi. st. 51. 

“ Rayning down bullets from a stormy cloud. 

As thick as hail, upon their armies prou^.** 

Sylvester’s Bu Ba/rtas, — Fourth Bay of the First Week, 
p. 36, ed. 1641. 

“ More thick they fall then haile," &c. 

A Herrings Tuple, &c. 1698, sig. O 2. 
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** Darts ihicU as haUe their backs hehinde did smite.*' 

Niccolb's King Arthur, — A Winter Night's yision, Ac. 

(Contin. of A Mir, for Mag,'), IGIO, p. 683. 

• • • kail . . . words poured forth hastily and vehemently are termed 
xdAal’oi." Maltby’s Greek Gradus, cd. 8 vo, 1830. '' xoXa^vniis, hurling abuse 
as thick as hall," Liddell and Scott’s Greek Lex, 

(Mr. Collier informs us that his Ms. Corrector, though he changes " Can*' 
to “ Came" leaves “ tale" unaltered. And what then ? This is not the only 
corrupted word in Macbeth which he has passed over ; we are told that, in 
act ii. so. 1 , ** no change is made [by the Mb. Corrector] in * Tarquin's ravish* 
ing sidcH,' as if that expression were net ohjccti&nnh/f 

1865. BoUi Mr. Staunton and Mr. Grant White retain the old reading 
here ; the former editor declaring that “ Howe most unwarrantably changed 
‘ tale' to ‘ hail;' the latter that “ ^haiP is equally absurd and extravagant." 


P. 10. ( 19 ) "Only to herald thee into his stghf. 

Not pay flue," 


“ Q3 . 


* Only to herald thee tn's (<ir in's) sight, not pay thee*?" 

Walker's Or Exam, &cc, vol. iii. p, 251. 


P. 12. (ao) “ Time and the hour" 

The commentators have illu&trah'd this expression from English authors. It 
is not unfrequent in Italian ; 

‘‘ Ma perch* 0 * fugge il tempo, c cosi V ora, 

La nostra storia ci convien seguirc." 

Pulci, Morg, Mag, C. xv. last stanza. 
Femxkisi in un momento il tempo e V ore" 

Michelagnolo, Son, xix. 

“ Aspettor vuol oh* occasion gli dia, 

Come dar gli potrebbe, il tempo e V hora" 

Dolce, Prime Imprese del Conte Orlando, 
C. xvii. p. 145, ed. 1572. 


P. 12. (ai) Are not" 

So the second folio. — ^The first folio has “ Or not," 


P. 13. ( 22 ) drops of sorrow. — Sorts, kinsmen, thanes," 

Walker (^SKakespea/re's Versification, &c, p. 28) calls this line “ suspicious.” 

P. 14. ( 23 ) “ And bind us further to you. 

Maob. Thx rest is labotsr, which is not us'd for you," Sec. 

Arrange 


And bind us further to you. 
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Mcuib, The rest is labour, 

Which is not UB*d for you : 

111 be,* &o.** 

Walker’s Orisb, Exam. &o. Tol. Ui. p. 252. 


P. 15. (24) “ The Tomert linmnelfia hoarse 

That eroahs the fatal entramae of Eunoa/a 
Under my battlements. Come, you s^irits^^ 

The reader may understand this, with Johnson, to mean, that the raven, 
“ whoso harsh voice is accustomed to predict 'calamities, could not erodk the 
entrance of Duncan but in a note of unwonted harshness,” or, with Fuseli, 
that “ ilu raven himself is spent, is hoarse by croaking,” Sec. : but let him 
treat with due contempt the following explanation of a modem critic, quoted 
by Mr. Hnlliwcll (approvingly 1) ; “ The informant of Duncan’s approach to 
the place where he is to die, is the raven that croaks his fatal entrance ; 
and heiny seareely able to speah his message^ is termed a raven of nnusnial 
hoarseness^ or one more than commonly ominous of death.” — Sir William 
Davenant (in his alteration of Maehf'tli) printed “ Comc% all you sjpirits,*^ 
&c. j Steevons, “ Co/zw, come, you spirits''* 


P. 15. (25) itr 

The folio has ^*and hit.” — Corrected in the third folio. 


P. IG. (26) ** JVzir heaven peep through the hlanhct of the dnrh^'^ 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes the blankness of the dao*h.** 

Nor is he the only one who has unneoessnrily meddled with the passage ; 
for Coleridge proposed “ tlu blank height of the darh^'" Ace.; a con- 
jecture which appeared in the first ed. of his Tahle-Tallt (ii. 21)0), but which, 
on my urging its absurdity to tlic editor, was omitted in the second edition 
of that valuable miscellany. 


P. 1C. (27) “ ThU igmrant present, and I feel wwu” 

On the modem alteration, “ 77pm ignoiant present time, and I feel now,'' 
Stoevens remarks ; “ The sense does not require the word time,"— which, is 
true, — “ and it is too much for the measure,” — ^which is nonsense.—** Here,” 
says Walker, ** I suspect, a word has dropt out ; an accident which seems to 
have happened not unirequently in the Folio Macbeth." Shakespeare's Ver~ 

sijication, Sue. p. 157. — Mr. W. N. Lettsom would read ** and I feel e’en 

Tunv." 


P. 16. (28) « This" 

** Bead * The.' * This’ was repeated by mistake from the beginnmg of the 
preceding speech.” W. N. Lettsom, 
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P. 17. (29) 

The folio has “ Barlet.’* 




P. 17. (30) “ Smells wooingly here^^ 8 cq. 

This line seems to be mutilated. Hanmer prints Smells sweet and woa^ 
ingly,"' &c. 

P. 17. (31) 

The folio has “ must.'* 

P. 18. (32) 

So Theobald, — The folio has “ ScIkwiIo.” 


P. 18. (33) 

Mason would read “ thus and so Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector. 


. P. 18. (34) “ And falls on UC oilier,'''' 

So the folio exactly: but qy.? — Hanmer printed ^'‘And falls on fit' oilier 
side;” which Walker (^Crlt, JBJjram.&o, vol. iii. p. 2501 says is “evidently” 
right. — Rteevens remarks that “they who iiload for the admission of this 
supplement should consider that the plural of it, but two line, before, had 
occurred.” 


P. 19. (35) “TP/w dares do nwrc is none'' 

The folio has “ Who dares no &c. — Mr. Hunter (JVrn» lllust. of Shalte- 

Bjtcan^ ii. 17J)) would retain “no,” and iransfer these words to Lhdy Mac- 
beth : which 1 cannot but think ns improper as the other alterations pro- 
posed by Mr, Hunter in the distribution of the dialogue throughout this 
scene. 


P. 19. (36) “TT7^«/ heasd was'i^ then''' 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes “ Wliat boast ilijen ;” on which 

an accomplished critic [Mr. John ForBter3 has remarked us follows ; “ The 
expression immediately preceding and eliciting Lady Macbeth’s reproach is 
that in which Macbeth declares that he dares do all that may become a 
nian^ and that who dares do more is fwne. She instantly takes up that ex- 
pression. If not an affair in which a man may engage, what beast was it, 
then, in himself or otliers, that made him break this enterprise to her? The 
force of the passage lies in that contrasted word, and its meaning is lost 
by the proposed substitution.” The Eaeaminer^ Jan, 29, 1853. See too Bloch- 
wood^s Magmlne for Oct. 1853, p. 459. 



60 


MACBETH. 


[KOTEB. 


p. 19. (37) 

^^And dash'd the hrains out^ had 1 so sworn as you 
Home done to this." 

“Ib 'And dash’d the brains out’ English? Bead 'And dash’d the brains 
on't out,’ Ac., and arrange with the folio [which has 

'And dasht ♦l''' '•'ines out, had I so swomo 
As you haue none to this’].” W. N. Lbttsom. 


P.19. (38) "We fail! 

But screw your courage to the gtich/ing -placet 

And we'll not fail." 

Here the punctuation of the folio is “ Wefaile ?" which Mr. Collier retains, 
observing that " perhaps we may take it as some evidence of the ancient 
mode of delivering these two words interrogotivcly.” But he forgets that in 
the folio the interrogation-point is frcciuently equivalent to an exclamation- 
point. — Mr. Knight gives the x)ointing which Steevens hod suggested, " We 
fail" Ho remarks ; '* the quiet Bclfq)osscssiun of the punctuation we have 
adopted appeaiB preferable to the original ‘ We fail ?’ ” Novr, any hind of 
admission on th© part of Lady Macbeth that the attempt might prove un- 
successful is surely quite inconsistent with all that she has previously said, 
and all that she afterwards says, in the jircscnt scene. Her contemptuous 
exclamation ” We fail 1” is designed to check the very idea of failure as it 
rises in her husband’s mind. 

I860. In the second edition of his Shakespeare, 1868, Mr. Collier writes 
thus ; " The Bcv. Mr. Dyce, who is generally hyper-emx>hatic upon punctua- 
tion (the importance of which nobody disputes), strangely informs us here 
that ' there is in reality no difference’ between a note of interrogatibn and a 
mark of admiration. He makes a difference between them in works he has 
himself edited — and rightly : at the end of his own notes he often places a 
mark of admiration, and at the end of the notes of rival critics a note of 
interrogation. See particularly the first play in his Beaumont and Fletcher, 
vol. i. i)p« 68, 93, &c. What can he mean, too, by not putting a note ol 
admiration after ‘ Oh God’ in ' The Scornful Lady’ (iii. 106), and by putting 
one after ‘ Lazarillo, thou art happy,’ in ‘ The Woman-Hater’ (i. 36) ? Every 
editor, however careful, and Mr. I>ycc is one of the most so, is liable to 
such mistakes. In the instance before us, we purposely place a note of 
interrogation after 'We fail,’ following the precedent of old copies, and 
thinking it right to adhere to the practice.” 

Mr. Collier docs not state fairly what 1 said about the pointing of tho 
present passage. My words were ; “ Though Mr. Collier makes a distinction 
between Malone’s i>unctuation and his own, there is in reality no difference : 
whether the words be pointed ‘ We fail 1’ or * We fail ?’ (and I much prefer 
the former method), they can only bo understood as an impatient and con- 
temptuous repetition of Macbeth’s * We fail,’ ’* — {^Jtemarhs on Mr. Collier's and 
Mr. Knight's editions of l^halicspeare, p. 190), — in which quotation I am 
confident that the unprejudiced reader will discover nothing “strange.” 

^Mr. Collier goes on to ask, '* What I can mean by not putting a note 
of admiration after ' Oh God,’ in tho following passage of The Scornful 
Lady?" 
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Jl/or. For God’s sake, sir, be private in this business ; 

You have undone me else. Oh^ Ood, what have I done?" 

My answer is — ^that to have put a note of admiration after " Oh, God,” would 
have been what printers call stiff pvnotuation,; — the hemistich is half ex- 
clamatory, half interrogatory, and the interrogation -point at the end of the 
line is sufficient. Next, Mr. Collier wishes to know “ why I put a note of 
admiration after * Lazarillo, thou art happy,’ ' ” * assage of The Woman- 

Hater ?" 

“ Lais. Lazarilloy tlwu art happy! thy carriage hath begotlove, and that 
love hath brought forth fruits,” &c. &c. 

and I reply, that I did so (as, I believe, the preceding editors had done) to 
indicate the excessive sulf-gratulation of the ••j)eakei. 

So mach for what Mr. Collier terms my mistakes” in punctuation ; — 
** every editor is liable to such nngtakts" ! (Here unquestionably the note 
of admiration dnds its proper place.) 


P 20. (39) 

“ Enter Banquo, preceded by Flbance with a torch.” 

The wording of the folio is “ Enter Banquo, and Fleance, with a Torch be- 
fore him and though, in the siage-directions of old plays, “ a Torch” 
sometimes means a torch-hearer (as “a Trumpet” means a trumpeter^ I 
agree with Mr. Collier that tlic usual modem alteration here, “ Enter Banquo 
and F^ anco, and a Skreant^ with a torch before themf ought to be rejected. 
Mr. Collier observes, “ Fleanco carried the torch before his father. , , , 
When Macbeth [presently] enters with a servant, the * servant with a torch’ 
is expressly mentioned in the stage-direction of the folios, and Macbeth has 
to send a necessary message by him to Lady Macbeth — ‘ Go, bid thy mis- 
tress,’ &c.” 


r. 21, (40) ** Sent forth great largess to your offeers: 

This diamond he greets your wife withal, 

Hy the name of most hind hostess; atid shut up 
In measureless content" 

The folio has ** to yonr Offices,” &c. ; a sheer misprint, though defended 

by Steevens, Mr. Knight, and Mr. Collier. — Malone observes ; “ Mr. Stoevens, 
who has introduced so many arbitrary alterations of Shakespeare’s text, has 
here endeavoured to restore a palpable misprint from the old copy ; * officers' 
means servants in this passage. So before, p. 20, 

‘ what not put upon 
His spongy officers,' 

i.e. 143 chamberlains. So also in The Taming of the Shrew, vol. iii. p. 150, 
‘Is supper ready, &c., the serving-men in their new fustian, their white 
stockings, and every officer his wedding-garment on 7* ” (Here the second 
folio has “ — -^and shut it upf &o.; which, to my surprise, Mr. Hunter (JVfew 
lUust, of Shakespeare, ii. 182) brings forward as the true lection, under- 
standing “ shut it up" to mean — shut up the diamond in its case.) 

1865. Mr. W. N. Lettsom would read “ as shut up," &o. 

VOL. VU. a 
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P. 22. ( 41 ) “ The curtaitVd nleep ; now witchcraft oelehratett'' 

Here the folio omits “ 7iowf' an insertion first made by Davonant (in his 
alteration of Macbeth)^ and which I greatly prefer to the reading recom- 
mended by Steevens, llitHon, Walker, and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, — 
“ T7ie cwtahCd sleeper ; 7vitchcraft eelehratefi for I agree with Mr. Grant 
Wliite that curtain'd bleeper” is somcw'hat detrimental to the poetic sense ; 
and 1 cannot forget that Milton, with an eye to the present passage, has 
written, 

^ “ steeds, 

That draw the litter of oior^G-curtain'd itlrcj)'' Conms, v. 554. 


P. 22. ( 42 ) 

** With TarquitCs ravishing strides^ towards 7tis design 
Moves lihe a ghost. — Thou sure and frm-set earthy 
Hear 7ioi mg stejis, which wag theg 7valk^ for fear'"' 

The folio has 

“717/7/ Tarquins rauishing sides, towards his designe 
JIoucs Jihe a (ihoxi. Thou su»ro and Jirme-set Earth 
Evare not ong steps, which thov may walhe,for feare." 

ITere ro}>e iilteivd “ sides” t<' “ strides^** and proi)Oscd (5 11 a note) the altera- 
tion of “ sowre" to “ sure Ihmo altered “ the> nin> ” to “ wag theg." (The 
two last emendations are also made hj Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector.) 


P. 22 . ( 43 ) “ th' attempt, and md the deed, 

Confounds us." 

“Tills,” says Mr. ITunter {Xcw JlJust. of Shahespeare, ii. 182), “is usually 
printed whli a comma after ‘ attempt.’ '^hi^ is wrong. An unsuccessful 
attempt ’would ))roduee to them iiiiinite miscliief — an attempt without the 
deed." — Tome at least it is jilain that here '‘'the attempt" is put in strong 
opposition to "thi di(d'' ami that “ Confounds" has no reference to future 
mischief, but solely tc» the perjdcxity and consternation of the moment. 


r. 2.3. (44) 

theg had seen me. with these hangman's hands, 

Listening their fear:" 

“ I agree with Hour, Caj)ell, Walker, and Grunt White, that ^ Z/istening their 
fear' should he taken with wliat goes hefore." W. 25. LjiJTTSOM. 

P. 26. ( 45 ) “ the obscure bird" 

Le. the bird that loves the dark. — ^Walker (JJrit, Ejcam, &c. vol. ii. p. 244) 
would read “ the obscene bird." 


P. 27. ( 46 ) “ The great doom's image ! Malcolm ! lianquo 

Mr^W. N. Lettsom proposes “ Banquo! all 1” — Haumer did not scruple 

to substitute “ Donalbain” for “ BanquoC 
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P, 27. (47) “ To countena'nce t7ih horror I [Alarum-bell riugB. 

Re-enter Ladj Macbeih. 

Lady M. Wliat's the husinesa," 

Tlic folio has 

“ To countena'nce this horror. Ring the Bell. 

JteU r?w/7<. Enter Lady. 
liady. 'Whafstlu Jiut^inessr 

But Theobald saw tlial tlic words “ Ring the boll” are n sthge-direotion : 
*'in firouf of thib,” die adds, we may olMorM' iitat tho hemistiuli onding 
MacdufTV spooch, and that bogiiining Lady Maohoth^, make up a complete 
verse " — The phiY<Ms, as Malone remarks, La, ith* mi taken “ Ring the Bell” 
for a portion oJ Macduirs bpeech, inserted tht btage-directiou ** Hell rings." 

R 27. (48) ‘‘ Ue-cnler M venm n and Lennox.” 

10 Afr. Collier obboives, The lolio adds ‘ and lh>'-be’ to this stage-direc- 
tion , •lut Robse has not been on tlie stage in tliis art, and be is employed in 
till lu \t soene.*'- There sec'nis an iinpiopriely in his absence (ns well as in 
that ot Angus — see p. It!) on the present oeension but I do not see by what 
niiangemeut he can I»e introdueed in (his hceiie earl} ( nough to accompany 
JVlacbeth and Lennox to the chamber ol the king. 

T*. .‘10. (49) “7//> hloody stage 

“ l*crhapb ‘ this bloody stage.’ ” Walker’s Crit. Exam. &c, vol. ii. p. 224. 

P. 30. (50) 

And yet darh night strangles the travelling lamp 

Here Mr, (’oilier, misled b} a correspondent, rctaiub tho old spelling “ the 

trauailing Jjamjte." — Now, in this speech no mention is made of the sun till 
it is described as “the trnrelling lamp,” — the epithet irarelhng" dctcr- 
niining /rhat “lanij)" was intended the instant, therefore, that ** t rh relit ng" 
is changed to “ travailing,” the word “lamp” ceases to stonipy the sirN. 

That Shakcsiieare was not singular in appl>ing the epithet trarelUng to 
the sun might be shown by many pabsages of our early poets : so in 
Jlrayton ; 

“ IVie Sitnne that mounted the bteme Lions back, 
iShall with the Fishcb shortly diue the brack, 

But still 5^011 keepe your station, which coniines 
You, nor regard liim tra lulling the Signes.” 

On his Ladies not Comming to jAuidon, — Elegies^ p. 185, ap- 
pended to The Eattalle of Ag incourt ^ Acc. 1027. 

And BO too in a later j)oet ; 

“The travelling Sun pces gladly from on high,” See. 

Cowley’s IJarideis, B. ii., — Worhs, vol.i. p. 349, ed. 1707. 
Even modem wrriters describe the sun as if traveller ; 

“ I could not but oiler up, in silence, on the altar of my heart, praise 
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and adoration to that Rovcrcign and universal mind, who produced this 
glorious creature [the hun], as the bright image of his benignity, and makes 
it travel unwcaricdly round,*’ Ac. Amory’s lAfe of liancle^ vol. ii. p, 178, 
ed. 17G6. 

I must add, that this ** puerile idea,” as Mr. Collier’s correspondent terms 
it, is to be traced to Scripture , — Pialm xix. 5, 


I*. 30. (51) **horgc\" 

i. e. horses. — The folio has Horses. ’ — Corrected by Walker, Crit, Exam, Sic, 
vol. iii. p. 254. 


P. 30. (5a) “ Tliine owfi life's means! — 7’hcn 'tis most like 
The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth'^ 

“ We should arrange, 1 think, 

‘Thine own life’s means! — Then ’tis most like the sov’reignty 
Will fall iij)on Macbeth.’ ” 

Walker’s Skakespeare's Versijieatwn^ Ac. p. 291. 


!*• 31. (53) “ Let gone kighnrss 

* Command upon me 
Altered by Howe to 


“ Lay your highness' 

('ommand upon mt." 

“ The change was suggoMted bj' Sir W. D’Avenant’s alteration of this play 
[which hud 

* Your majesty layes your command on me, 

To which my duty is to obey’].” Malone. 

So too Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector. — Mason proposes “ Set your highness' Ac. 


P.32. (54) *^iakc" 

Malone prints “ talk.” 

P. 33. (54*) « Ctesar's" 

The folio has “ Ca?snr.” But compare our author elsewhere on the same 
subject ; 

“ . . O Anton}^ 

Thy demon, that’s thy spirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, courageous, high, uiimatchable. 

Where Ctesar's is not,” Ac. 

Antony and Cleopatra^ act ii. sc. 3. 


r. S3. (55) 

The folio has Seedes.” 


“ seed" 
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P.34. ( 56 ) “AtkT* 

Added by Rowe. 

P. 34. ( 57 ) weary'' 

“ Bead (with Capell and Collier's Corrector) * wearied^ " W. N. Lbttsom. 

P. 36. ( 58 ) “ scotch'd" 

The folio has scorch'd." 


P. 36. ( 59 ) “ W7/OWI w/*, to gain our plaee^ have istnt to peace" 

“ The old copy reads ‘ Whom we, to gain our peace .’ The emendation 

[which consists in the change of a single letter] was mndo by tiie editor of 
the second folio.” IVIalone. — “ The iM) 8 RPSRi>t* pronoun *our' is fatal to the 
reading *to gain ova peace' Besides, Macbeth did not kill Duncan in order 
to peare^ but to gain power, grandeur, dignity, &;e., in a word, royalty. 
The t>ditor of folio 16.‘12 could nut have been offended by a quibble, for he 
muot liave been * to the manner born.’ He, no doubt, felt that the notion 
of obtaining peace by murdering a king was absurd, and could never have 
entered into the head of a public man.” W. N. Lettsom. — Compare what 
Lady Macbeth has previously said, p. 16 ; 

“ you shall put 

This night's great busincbs into iny dispatch ; 

Which shall to all our nights and days to come 

Give solely sovereign sway and masierdom" 

(A modem critic, on whom Mr. llalliwell bestows high praise, writes as 
follows ; “ The editor of the second folio wrongly changed * our jteace' into 
* OMT place Macbeth's entire frame is here shaken by an agonising desire 
for gteace of mind ; and the pith of the sentence is, that it is better to bo 
with the dead, because they have the peace of mind we desired to gain. 
The alteration destroys the force of the original antithesis, as the dead have 
not place,” Ac. Ac.) 


P. 37. ( 60 ) Light thichem; and the crow 

Makes wing to the rooky wood 

** On this passage Stcevens has all the annotation to himself, and so ho 
criticises his own criticisms, and corrects his own emendations. 1 st, rooky 
is reeky or damp ; 2dly, it is a rookery ; 3dly, to rook^ or to ruck^ is to 
roost ; therefore the lino is to stand, 

‘ Makes wing to rook V th' wood 

and he calls this reforming the passage, which, like some other reforms in 
Church and State, leaves things much worse than they were before. But it 
must surely be known to the general reader, that the ‘crow’ is the common 
appellation of the ‘ rook,' the latter word being used only when we would 
speak with precision, and never by the country people, as the word ‘ crow- 
keeper* will serve to dhow, which means the boy who keeps the rooks (not 
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carrion crows) off the Rucd-com. The carrion crow, which is the crow 
jiroper, bcin^ alniost extinct, the necesnity of distinguishing it from the 
rook has passed awfiy in common usage. The passage therefore simply 
means, ‘ tiie rook hastens its waning flight to the wood wlierc its fellows 
are already asseml)led uinl to our mind the term ‘rooky wood* is a lively 
and natural ]>icture : the yvnvrie term * crow’ is useti for the ^wcljic ‘rook.* ” 
The j)receding remarks arc hy tlic Kcv. J. Mitford (^Oenllenuiti's Magazine 
for August 1H44, ]». 120). 


P. 38. (6i) ‘* Enter Banquo, and Flka.nce with a torch.” 

“Hero again [see note 39 ] Fleance carries the torch to light his father; 
and in the old stage>directiou nothing is said about a nervatitj who would 
obviously he in the way when his luaster is to be murdered. Tho seroatii 
is a merely modem interpolation.** Ooi^lxeu. 


P. 40. ( 62 ) “ ihr genilr rtral 

Walker Exam, Acc, vol. ii. p. 244) would read general rveal'"* 


P, 40. ( 63 ) “ Jutrv been . . 

* thv time hoK bven'"* 

The folio has “ The times 7/u/t hc7a \" — The usual modern rending is that 

of tho second f<»lio, “ the times have been;*^ very objectionable on ac- 

count of the •* haee been" in the preceding line. „ ^ 

P. 41. ( 64 ) *‘117/// tn'enty mortal mur<Ivnt on their cron'nsy* 

*“ iirw/’<7er,s’ occurs four lines above, and ‘wwrdrr* two lines below. This, 
by the way, would aloiu‘ be' sutfieient to prove that ‘ murderit' was coiTuj)t. 
* Mortal murders,’ t<io, seems sii<i>icioiis.” Walker’s fW7. E,ram. &c. vol. j. 
p. 302.~ ‘ Bead * With t>venty mortal gashes on their crowns.* Machetli is 
thinking of what he has just heard from the Murderer; 

• With tn'enty trenehM ganht s on his head ; 

The IcMist u death to nature.’ p. 30.’’ W. N. Lettsom. 


P. 41. ( 65 ) *' Jf tretnhliny I inhibit theCy pi'otvst me" 

Tho folio has If trembling J inhabit then,/;/'flfc«/ mee" (the punctuation 
of which was changed hy the editor of the second folio to Jf trembling I 
inhabit, then protent me") ; and Horne Tooke and severa] others think the 
reading of the folio right. — Tope substituted “ inhibit" for “iuhaliit and 
SteoveiiB proposed tho substitution of ” thee" for “ then.** — ‘* I have not tho 
least doubt that ‘ inhibit thee' is the true reading. bi All' a well that ends 
well wo find in the second, and all tho subseiiucnt folios, ‘ which is the most 
inhabited sin of the canon,’ instead of ‘ inhibited' [vol. iii. p. 210]. . . . Mr. 
Bteevens’s correction is, strongly supx>ortod hy the punctuation of the old 
copy.” Malone. 
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P. 42, (66) “jrlwrf keej* the natural ruJty of your chtehn^ 

When mint are hUtneh''d with fear'' 

“ The old coj>3' rcadH * is blanch’d.’ Sir T. Hanmer corrected this pa^Rage in 
the Avrong place, by reading ' eh eelt in which he has been followed by the 
subBC(|uent editors, llis correction gives, perhaps, a more elegant text, but 
not the text of Shakespeare. . . . Perhaps it may be said that 'mine' refers 
to ‘ ruhy' and that therefore nt> cliange is necessarj'. Ilut this seems very 
hiirbh.” Malone. Assuredly “ mine" does not refer to “rwfty.” — 18C5. Here 
the plural 'U'luuks" is obvkmslv right ; for Macbeth is speaking, not of the 
face of an individual, but of the faces of the guests in general. 


P. 42. (67) and understood relation <*" 

Rowe printed **-. I that understood rt tot tons.' — ^ Auguries and,’ 

&c. [Stcevenh's conjecture].” W. N. Lktcbom. 


P. 42. (68) And betimes I inti —to the weird sisters:" 

Popo gave Hetimes T friltj unto the weird sisters." — Mr. W. N. Ijcttsom 
(note on Walker’s CriC. Mxam, Ate. vol. iii. p, 258) would read "And betimes 
will I to the weird sisters" 


P. 44, (69) “ [Music and soug within, * Comr away^ conic away^ &c.'’ 


The folio has 


^^Alusiche^ and a Song. 

Hearke, T am call'd : my HI tie Siurit sec 
Sits in a Poggy cloud, and stnyes for me. 

Sing Tvithin. Come a wag, (*ome away, &c.’* 


Compare, in Middleton’s li Vfc//, act iii. sc. 3 ( Works, vol. iii. p. 303, cd. 
Dyce) ; 


"Sfing ahiO'e. 

Come awnj", come aw a}', 

Hecate, IJecatc, come away. 

Uec. I come, I come, I conic, I come. 
With all the sjieed I may,” &c. — 


On the question whether Shakespeare borrowed from Middleton, or Mid- 
dleton from Shakespeare, see the “Account of Middleton” prelixed to his 
WorkSf vol. i. p. 1, sqq., and Malone’s Z,ifi of Shakesjtra re, jj. 420 S(iq. cd. 
1821. There seems to be little doubt that Macbeth is of an earlier date 
than The Witch, 


P. 44. (70) Enter Lennox and another Lord" 

Hero, in my copy of the folio, “ another Lord” is altered, in old handwritmg, 
to Moss ," — and rightly perhaps. 


P. 44. (71) “ he was dead : — ” 

Bead * he is dead.’ ” W. N. Lettsom. 
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P. 44. (7») 

And the right •valiant Banquo walk'd too late," &o. 

Mr. Grant White obscrveH ; “ It is to Banquo that Lennox, in his ironical 
vein, applies the second time, as well as the first, the phrase * walked too 
late/ Now, Macbeth Hcizcd the opportunity of Banquo's late walking, to 
put him out of the way, chiefly because Banquo more than suspected who 
was the real perpetrator of tlie crime, which Lennox, ironically conforming 
to general report, ascribes to Malcolm and Donalbain. This suspicion was 
obviously the rcasoii for the murder of Banquo by the order of Macbeth. 
May we not then remove the point after the last * late,’ and read thus, 
making the passage declarative instead of interrogative ? 

^ And the right- valiant Banquo walk’d too late ; 

Whom you may say, if ’t please you, Fleanoc kill’d ; 

For Fleuncc fled. Men must not w alk too late 
Who cannot want the thought, how monstrous 
It ^vab for Malcolm and for Donalbain 
To kill their gracious father.* 

That is,— ‘Men, who will think that the alleged murder of Duncan by his 
sons is a crime too moll^^tlolls f<»r belief, must be careful not to walk too 
lute.’ ” ShaJu'i^pcarc'H Scholar, ii. 40;{. — My kind friend, Mr Grant White, 
must allow me to sa) that I think lii^ change of the punctuation in this 
passage (piitc wrong, and his cxj>lnnatioii over-subtle: — burel>, Macbeth’s 
chief rcatton for getting rid of Bun<iUo was, not “bccaubc Banquo more 
tlian hUbpected who wii-^ the real perpetrator of tlie crime [of ^Duncan’s 
murder],” but becuube the Witches had declared that Banquo was to bo 
“ father to a line of kings hence Macbeth's iiguuction to the Murderers 
(l>. 35) ; 

“and with him — 

T<» leave no rubs nor botches in the work — 
l^'leuneo his son, that kee])*' him conqmn}, 

Whoar abgtnrt iv oo legs inalcrial to me 
Than is htsJafhcSs, must embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour.” 

(Compare lloliiished ; ” The woitrds also of the three weird bisters would not 
out of his mind, w hich as thej’ jiromistMl him the kiiigdomc, so likewise did 
they promise it at the Hnmc time xnlo the post critic of Banquho. He willed 
therefore the same Ban<iulm, with his nmiie named Flcancc, to come to a 
supper tliat he had i»repared for them, which was indeed, as he had deuised, 
present death at the hands of certeinc inurderers,” Ac. Ilist. of Scotland, 
p. 271, od. 1808.) — 1805. In his ed. of Shahespearc Mr, Grant White adheres 
to the common punctuation of this pubbugc. 


P. 44. ( 73 ) “ IMio cannot want the thought," &c. 

"The sense requires ‘Who can wont the tli ought,* Ac. Tct I believe the 
text is not corrupt. Shakespeare is sometimes incorrect in these minvfue" 
Malone. — “ i. e. Who cannot but think.” Collisb. — Mr. Eeightlcy (Jfbteo 
and Queries for August 15, 1863, p. 12*2) proposes to read “We cannot," 
&c., putting a period, instead of an interrogation-point, at the end of the 
sentence. 
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P.44. ( 74 ) ««w»” 

The folio has ** Sonnes." 

P. 46. ( 75 ) ** vjwn hU aid^' 

Bead ‘ on’s aid* ** W. N. Lettbom. 

P. 46. ( 76 ) 

** Free from ourfeasU and hanquete bloody knives; 

free honours " 

Bead * from our feasts,* See** W. N. LetTSOH. 


P.45. ( 77 ) **fhe** 

The folio has “ their.'* 

P. 46. ( 78 ) “7’W send my prayers wif/i him,** 

Walker (^Shakespeare's Versification^ Ate. p. 274) couBiders these words, not as 
making up a lino with what precedes, but as forming a legitimate short 
lino'’ by themselves. 

P. 46. ( 79 ) Harpy** 

The folio has Harpior ;’* which is doubtless, as Bteevens suggested, a mis- 
take for JIarpie" ^ Harpy, (“This familiar docs not cry out that it is 
time for them to begin their enchantments; but cries^ i.c. gives them the 
signal, upon which the Third Witch communicates the notice to her sisters, 

* Harper [Harpyl cries ; — ’tis time, ’tis time.* 

Thus too the Hecate of Middleton, 

‘ Hco, Heard you the owl yet ? 

Stad, Brielly in the copse . . 

Jlec, *Tis high time for us then* 

[Middleton’s l^orhs, vol. iii. p. 301, ed. Dyce].'* 
Steevenb. 

P. 46. ( 80 ) “ Toadf that under the cold stone** 

The folio has merely 

“ Toad^ that vnder cold stone ;** 

the article, which is required not only for the metre, but for the sense, 
having been omitted by mistake. Yet the mutilated lino has found its 
defenders and admirers (who, we may be sure, if the folio, in As you like 
itf act ii. sc. 5, instead of 

“ Under the greenwood tree 
Who loves to lie with me,** &c. 

had given us 

** Under greenwood tree 
Who loves to lie with me,** &c., 
would have defended and admired that mutilated line also). 
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P. 46, (8i) Enter IIecate.” 

Hero th(j Ktnf^c'-dircctioii of the folio is Enter ITvcat^ and the other three 
Witches hut, hoyond nil tlouht, it means nothing more than that Hecate 
joins the tlirec Witches already on the stage. — Various (hamas, written 
long after Marhvlh, atford examples of stage-directions worded in the same 
uninienigil>le stjle. K. g. (’owley's CutUr of (hlvnuin t^rvvt opens with 
a soliloquy hy Trovmnn Junior: his father presently liim^ and the 

stago-direetioii is, “ KntcT Trueman Senior, AND TltUEMAN JUN.” Again, 
the secoiul art of that play commences with a soliloquy by Aurelia; and 
when Jane joins her we find Enter Aubislia, Jane.” 


1 *. 46. ( 82 ) Music and song, ‘ Black spirits,^ Acc.” 

This song is found entire in Mi<ldletoii’s Witch ^ net sc. 2 , — Works, vol, iii. 
p. .‘12S, ed. Dyce. The two first lines of it (and whether or not more was 
introduced into Macheth on our old stage is uncertain) arc, 

“ Black spirits ami white, red spirits and gray, 

Mingle, mingle, mingle, you that mingle may !” — 

According to Steovens, “the song was. in all probability, a traditional one 
and Mr. ( Jollier, more confidently, says, “Doubtless it does not belong to 
Middleton more than to Shakehi>eare ; but it was inserted in both dramas 
because it was appropriate but — See note 69 , 


P.47. ( 83 ) ^^hMeJconC' 

“Mr. rollicr’s annotator prop<isi‘s to read ‘ hlcnjml corn and, although the 
impropriety <if the nlteration has bei*n clearly shown, Mr. Collier has not 
hesitated to suhstitutc it for the genuine word. Had he turned to Chap, iv, 
Ikxik i. of ‘ Scot’s DiM'overy of Witchcraft,’ — a work the poet was undoubt- 
edly well read in, — he wouhl have fouml, among other actions inqmtcd to 
witches, ‘that they can t^nn^'fcl•rc corn in the hUulc from one place to ano- 
ther.’ And from (he nrlich* on llnshantlry in Comeniu^, Janua Linguarum, 
1676, heuiight have learned that ‘As soon ns standing com shoots up to a 
hladc, it is in danger of scathe by a toiniiest.’ ” STAUNTON. 


P, 47. ( 84 .) nature's (fcrmcns'^ 

So Theobald. — The folio has ‘*Ab/w/v*« (lermainc,” — with which compare its 
spelling in Eing Lear, net iii. sc. 2 ; 

“ eVneke Natures mould, all germaines spill at once 
That makes ingratefull Man." — 

(On the present passage* a critic, ijuotod 113 ' Mr. ITalUwcll, has the following 
nonsensical remarks ; “ The lection of the ancient text has been modcraly 
altered into germins, or seeds, to the annihilutiou of its true meaning, and 
the unspeakable depreciation of its force. Nature's german (or germaine^ 
as it was formerly written) arc nature’s kindred, or tliose who stand in the 
n*lntion of brotherhood to ono anpther ; that is, mankind in general. The 
treasure of nature's german is, therefore, the treasure, the best of the human 
race,” &c. Acc.) 
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r. 48. ( 85 ) liehellinn'a head, rUe never^' 

The folio has ** Bchcllious dead, rhtf nfuer,'"' — Theobald printed “ llobellious 
head^'" Acc. ; i.r., be bays, “let Rebellion never mahe head against me till,’* 
&c. — But ITuiimer's rcntling, “ Itehellion'a heady" ^Q. (which Mr. Collier’s Ms. 
Corrcel*)!* al.so givcb), is evidently (he right t)ne ; tiioiigli Capell (^Xotegy A:c. 
vol. ii. J*. iii. p. 2*2) graxel}' nshures ns that it “ impairs harmony, and ruins 
poetr>,'’ Ace. (In Itiehard II. act iii. sc. 2 , the old eds., with the exception 
of the t>\o earliest quartos, have the mib])rint ** Shall fait rnder fault! 
rct)clliou 8 arme»2') 


V. 49. ( 86 ) “<wr high-2dac'd Marheth** 

“ Head ‘ your high-plao’d Macbeth.* See *Wnlkcr '8 JSxajn, Ac. Art, xlvi.” 
W, N. LKTT 8 OM. 

P. 49.(87) 

Tlio modem alteration “ air” certainly receives some support from a passage 
in The Wititer's TalCy act v. sc. 1 ; 

“ Wrerc I but twenty-one. 

Your father’s hnago is so hit in you, 

His very airy that 1 should call you brother, 

As 1 did him.” 


P. 40. ( 88 ) “AW* 

Has been amended to “Nay, and to “Ay, 


P. 50. ( 89 ) Bui no more sighift/^' 

Here the two Ms. Correctors — Mr. Collier’s and Mr. Ringer’s — alter sights'' 
to “flightb;” and the banic alteration occurred to Mr. Craiit Wliitc (^Shtthr- 
speare s Selwlar, Ac. p. 105). — “The Ms. Corrector proposes flights ; and not 
without some show of reason. Macbeth hah just been informed that Mac- 
duff has tied to England, and the escape has (‘vidently disconipobcd him, as 
placing beyond hib reach his most deadly enemy. Accordingly he is sup- 
posed by the Ms. (Jorrector to exclaim, *No more fUghts ! I must take care 
that no more of that party escape me.’ But, on the utiier hand, Macbeth, 
a minute before, has been inveighing against the witches. He says, 

‘ Infected he the air whereon they ride. 

And damn’d all those that trust them !’ 

So that ‘ But no more sights* may mean, T will have no more dealings with 
these infernal hags [who have just been showing him a siieccssion <)f sights^ 
— apparitions ; the last of which drew from him the exclamation, “ Hor- 
rible sight The word ‘ But’ seems to be out of place in connection with 
* flights’ — and therefore we pronounce in favour of the okl rending.” Blark- 
wood's Magazine for Oct. 1853, p. 461. In my opinion the word ** But" 
makes not a little against the new lection. — 1865. Mr. Grant White, in his 
edition of Shakespeare^ prints But no more sprites,” — ^most unhappDy, I 

think. 
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P. 61. (90) ^^And do not know aurselvet;" 

Hanmer prints *^And do not knons't ourselves;" 3nd so Mr. Collier's Ms. 
Corrector. 


P. 62. (91) “ IMiither" 

** The context requires * Why' " W. N. Lettsom. 


P. 63. (92) thou shny-hair'd villain!" 

The folio has “ thou shogge-i^uT'^ Villaine " — “ ear'd” being a corruption of 
"heav'd" wliich is an old spelling of "hair'd:" so in King John the folio 
has “ vn-hciird'’ for " niihair'd see note ia+, vol. iv. p. 9G. — Of the many 
cxumjtleA which might be adduced of “hear” for “ hair" I subjoiii, 

“ But now ill dust his beard bedaubd, his hear with blood is clongc.” 

l*hat*r’s Virgil’s ^neidos^ Book ii. sig. C vii. ed. 1584. 

Wc straight his burning hear gun shake, all trembling dead for dreedc.” 

Id, faig. D V. 


P. 63. (93) "our dotvn-falVn hirthdom 

The folio has “ 01/ downfall Uirthdome," 


P.C4.(94) 

“ You may deserve of him through nie^ and ivisdom 
To ojjer up" 

So Theobald. — The folio has “ ILou may discernc of him" Ac.— Hanmer 
prints 

" through me ; ’tis ivisdom 

To offer up 

and Mr. W. N. Lettsom proposes 

through me ; ami wisdom 

Would offer up 

but I see no objection to "and wisdom" an elliptical expression for “and 
it is wisdom.” 


P. 64. (95) "Hut I shall crave your pardon 

Walker iCVit, Khram, Ac. vol. i. p. 77) would read "Hut 'crave your pardon!' 
(Uic earlier modem alteration being “ 1 crave your pardon") ; and, in the 
next speech of Malcolm, he would alter “ i you" to “ 'Hray you .*’» 
but the latter lino seems to bo faulty, not from the redundant "I" but 
from the omission of some word or words. 


P. 54. (96) “ dare" 

" Corrected in tlio third folio [to * dares’]*” Malone. 
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P. 64. (97) “ Thy title is affver'd /” 

The folio has “ The &c. : but Malone's alteration of “ The" to ** Thy^' 

is hardly to be doubted. Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector makes the same 
change. 


P. 66. (98) “ summer^seeming" 

Warburton reads ** jn/mf»er-teeming Blackstono proposes ** 
ing and Mr. Staunton “ xi/ntm^'r-seaming." 


P.66. (99) ^^Uproar^' 

“ Bead ‘ Uproot' ” W. N. Lettsom. — I believe the old reading is right. 

P. 66. (100) Died every day she Urt/I, /^Itro thee well/*' 

In my former edition I printed, with the folio, “ Died every day she liv'd,’* 
at the bidding of Walker (^Shakespean's Verstjicationy &c. p. lIlO), who, con- 
sidering “Jhre" to be used here as a dissyllable, observes, “ (Vrtninly not 
*1irPd Shakespeare would as soon have made * died* a dissyllable." But 
the late Mr. W. W. WDliams (see The PaHhenon for Nov. 1, 1862, p. 849) 
has sinoe shown that Walker is wrong, by the following quotation from 
Julius Ceesar^ act iii. sc. 1 ; 

** Thou art the ruins of the noblest man 
That ever livhd in the tide of times." 


P. 67. (loi) here~approach^' 

The folio has “ they licere approach ," — Corrected in the second folio. 

P. 67. (102) Already at a point" 

Has been altered, most improperly, to "All ready at a point" 

P. 60. (103) " Did you say all ? — O hell-kite / — A ll ?" 

Perhaps “ O vulture I hell-kite! — All?" Walker’s Grit, Exam, &c. 

Yol. ii. p. 15. 

P. 60. (104) ** Dut, gentle heaven^ 

Bring thou" 

So the second folio. — ^The first folio has 

" But gentle Heauens, 

Bring thou ," — 

which I should have retained, under the idea that, since we have before 
had heaven" used as a plural (see note xo, vol. iv. p. 184), we might here 
accept ** hea/oens" as a singular, -^were it not that in Macduff's preceding 
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Hpeech -we havo heaven look on** and heaven rest them now,’* and at the 
ooncluHion of the present speech ** Heaven forgive him too !” 


r. (JO. (105) “ Tlih tune goest manly," 

The folk) huH “ Thix time gocH wanly;" which is retained hy Mr. Knight. 

(Jilfonl,” he bays, ** liuh shown, in a note on Massinger, that the two words 
wore once Hynonynious, in a musical acceptalioii ; and that time was the 
more fitiei<‘n( and common term.” Who, except Mr. Knight, wdll suppose 
that (liilord would have defended the reading **time” in such a passage 
as this ? 


r. (12. (106) “6W, f / od " 

“ A miHjtrint, ]>rohahly, for ‘ {tood (Jod,* ” says Mr. Staunton, not being 
aware that sucli was lianmer’s reading. 


P. (JJl. (107) “ 7 Ie ennnot huehlt his disfem/tev'd eoi/vse" 

So Walker {t'rit. \e. vol. i. p. .*Jh2) nn<l Mr. (Jollier’b Ms. (Jorrector. 

— Tlie folio has “ — his dtstemjn rd <*niihe,'‘ \e. (A critic in Jilaelneood's 
Mnyaziuv lor Oct. IHAJI, ]>. KJl, says tliat ** Vause’ (its tlie plaet i)erfeetly 
W'ell, if Ittkrn for lik* affair^ generallv. Ids whole system of ]u*oeedure ” But 
M'ill tin'' conte.xl allow us to take it in that sense?) The Avords " eonrse" 
and "cause" are often confounded hy jwinters: see note 162, vol. vh i>, 378, 


r. (14. (108) •• 77iis jmsh 

n ill chair wr cref\ or dis-scaf me nine" 

Tlie folio ha>« ” Will <*heere na euir, or dis-eate me note" (The second folio 

“ or djseu'^e on non\") — That “ clieere” is a mistake for " rhaire" I 

should huM' lelt eonlideiit, cNeii ii I liutl never known that the latter word 
was suliotituted both by I’ere^ and hy Mr t’ollier’s Ms. ( 'orrector. ((’//«/>, 
in the seiisi* of throne, was very common. {So in t>ur author's J\~iny IticharA 
111, act v. se. 3, 

*• A base ftuil stone, made preckuis by the foil 
Of Kiiglnnd's ehatr, where he is falsely set.” 

iSo too in Peele's David and Urthsohe, 

“ The man ol Israel that hath rul'd ns king, 

Or rather as the t\ruiit of the land, 

Jkdstering hi.N hateful head iiiion the throne 
That God unworlhil\ hath bless’d him with, 
tShnll now, T hope, lay it low ns hell. 

And be dej>os’d from bis <letested chair" 

II orlis, p. 478, ed. Dyce. 1861.) — 
Mr. Halliwell, who retains the old reading “-cheer.” remarks (taking ^^pvsh" 
in its literal sense) that “a pueh does not usually chair a person, Hiough it 
may disseat him.’' Dues Mr. Uufliwell, then, think that “ a 2 *ush usually 
cheers a i)erBon*’ ? 
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P. C4. ( 109 ) ** my may of life" 

Johnpon and Mr. Collicr’n Ms. Corrector would read “ viy May of life and 
Walker (^Crit. Exam, kc. vol. ii. i». 3<)1) says, “the true correction is un- 
douhtedly ‘ — But (liffortl has the followinj? memorable remarks on 

this pashaKC ; “ For * may of lifi' Johnson would r«ad "Atay of Ifo in which 
lie is followed bj' ('olm.in. Lnn^toii. Stoovens, and others: and Mr. Henley, 
a very confident f]^entleijmn. declares thal he ‘ has now no doubt that 
filloke^J)eare wrote J^fay of life f which is also the ‘settled opinion’ of 
Mr. Davies. At a siibsecpient period Sleevens appears to ha%o chanfmd 
his opinion, and aec^uieseed in tin* old n^adiniiC, ‘ may of lift*,' which he in- 
terprets, with Mr. M. Mason, ‘course or progress,’ precisely as Warburton, 
W'hoin every ‘ movninff oml hamlt^ af^' had done long lu'fore them. Mr. Ma- 
lone follow's the same track : and il the words had signified what he sup- 
j)Ost*d them to do, nothing moi*e would he necessary on the subject. The 
fact, however, is, that these ingenious writers havi' mistaken the phrase, 
which is neither inoie iinr less than a sinifde )>< rijiliranis for *///>',’ as 'may 
of youth' in the text fof Massingers \ ery is for ^youik' A few 

examples will make this clear.** Ciiffoixl then cites may of youth" from 
Massinger’s Ifoiuan Aefor, * may of JuHficv' from Beaumont and Fletcher’s 
Thhrry and Thiodorct^ * may of death oe life' from Shakespeare’s I'erieles, 
kv.kt* He concludefi thus; “To nduni to Maclieth : 'the nert and yelltae 
leaf IS the commen cement of the winter of lile or of old age ; to tliis lio 
has attained, and he laments, in a strain of iuimitahle ])athos and beauty, 
that it is unaccorn})nnied b.i those blessings which render it sU))portal>Je. 
As his inauhood was without virtue, so he hgs now before liim the certain 
jirospcet of an old age without honour.’’ Note on Mas'-iriger’b Uoehft, vol.iv. 
p. ;jOy, cd. 1813. 


P. (u>, (no) “7/cc’* 

So the second folio, — Omitted in the first folio. 


V. 05. (in) “ (lennHc the stuff'd hosovi of that imrilou^ fdnff" 

Walker Exam, Ac. \ol. i. ]>. 278) cites this jiassage as containing a 

corruption, stuff hut ho suggeslH iu> w'ord to sup])Jy its place. — Steevens 
])ro]K>sed ** f^tanse the foul hosom of that jjerilous stuff" Ojuotiiig, in siip- 
l>ort of his cmeTulntioii, from A.s you hhe it, act ii. sc. G, “Cleanse the foul 
hodj of til’ infected worhl’*). — Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector changes ^^stujf" 
to “grief.” — Mr. Staunton conjectures cither “clogg’d hosom" or ^^jienlous 
load.” 


P. 05. ( 112 ) *^se?i7ia,‘' 

So Howe. — The folio has “(’ymc.” — In a note on the second edition of his 
Shahespeare, Mr. Collier says; “The Rev. Mr. Dyce tells us Eemarhs,' 
p. 201) that the ‘ Hates of Merchandizes’ .... contains no such drug as 
cyme : we should have been astonished if it had.” Here T have to convict 
Mr. Collier of misrejircsentation, — or of something more. Mr. Knight 
having expressed some doubts about the word “ aeniia" in this passage, I 



96 


MACBETH. 


[H0TE8. 


obterved ; ** ho [Mr. Knight] may rest satisfied that * senna* is right : the 
long list of drugs in The Jiates of Merchandiaeg, Ao., fumidies no other 
word for which cyme could possibly be a misprint.** Mr. Collier, therefore, 
has deliberately transformed 

** furnishes no other word for which cyme could possibly be a miq)rint** 

into 

** contains no such drug as cyme'* 

In the Camhridffe Essays (vol. for 1856, p. 281) Dr. Badham writes as 
follows; Lower down in the same scene [the present one], Mr. Knight 
very properly expresses his reluctance to admit a conjecture of Bowo's, 

* What rhubarb, cyme^ or,* &c. 

For the unknown *cyme' Bowe proposed the familiar remedy * senna.* It 
is astonishing that Mr. Dyce should accept so very uncritical a conjecture, 
whose only pretension to probability is, that the PluvrmcLcopceia offers us 
no cathartic whose name is not still more remote from the corrupted word. 
What, tiien, if we change the treatment, and read 

* What rhubarb, clysme, or what purgative drug,’ &c. ? 

If I am asked what authority I have for this form in the English language, 
I am at a loss for any thing better than * cataclysm* in the sense of * de- 
luge.* But Herodotus uses ttKitayuoL in the sense of KKveriip, in Book ii. chap. 
87,** Ac. — ^Now I,«in my turn, am ** astonibhed** at Dr. Badham's failing to 
perceive that ** cyme” is nothing Ynore than a misprint for ** cynne.** 


P. 60 . ( 113 ) 

“ Jfhr where there is advantayc to he ia'ciiy 
Both more and less have given him tlu revolt y* &c. 

The folio has “ aduantage to he giuen** (an error originating in the 

** given" of the next line). — Johnson proposed “ advantage to be gone ;’* 

Stcevens, “ advantage to he got” (Mr. Collier's Mb. Corrector reads 

“ advantage to hi gotten”) ; and Mr. Singer, in his ed. of Shakespeare y 

1826, “ advantage to he gain*d.** — I adopt the correction of Walker, 

Grit, Exam, &c. vol. i. p. 302. 


r. 67. (1 14) '^forc'd" 

Here means strengthenedy reinforced; which I mention because Mr. Col- 
lier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes “ farc’d” («. e. stuffed). 


P.67. ( 115 ) “Exit.” 

The folio marks neither the exit nor the re-cntrance of Scyton. — On the 
words, “The queen, my lord, is dead,” Mr. Collier observes; “We must 
suppose that Seyton has gone to what we now call * the wing* of the stage 
to inquire.” But “ going to the wing,” and standing there to glean infor- 
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malion, was surely as unusual on the old stage as it is on the modem; 
and I have no doubt that formerly Sc3rton went out and re-entered, just 
as he does when this play is performed now-a-days : — see any acting-copy 
of Maoheth. 

P. 67. (ii6) “ my senses remild have eooVd'^ 

Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector alters “ eooVd'' to “ quail’d, ” and very plausibly ; 
for examples of the expression senses quaiUny may be* found in our early 
writers. 

P. 67. (117) 

“ Signifying nothing. 


WeUf say^ sir,” 

Mr. W. N. Leitsom bids us arrange and road ; 

“ Signifying nothing. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Thou com’st to use thy tongue ; 

Thy story quickly. 

Mess, Gracious my lord, 

1 should report that which Ed say I saw, 

But know not how to do’t. 

Mach, Well, say /Y, sir.” 

Ilere “ J’J” is the lection of Ilanmer ; “say it” that of Pope. 

P. 68. (118) shall” 

So the second folio. — ^The first folio has “ shall.” 


P. 68. (119) “ I pull in resolution ;” 

Johnson suggests “pall” instead of ^^pull” — Mason, in support of the old 
reading, adduces, from Fletcher’s Sea- Voyage, 

“ and all my spirits, 

As if they heard my passing-bell go for me, 

Pull in their powers, and give me up to destiny.” 

Act iii. BC. 1. 


P. 71. (120) 

**And hreah it to our hope” Ac. 

“ Arrange rather, I think ; 

* And break it to our hope 1 
1 will not fight with thee. 

Macd, Then yield thee, coward. 

And live,’ Ac. 

* With thee* emphatically.” Walker’s CrU, Exam, Ac. vol. iii. p. 259. 
VOL. vn. H 



98 


MACBETH. 


[notes. 


r. 71 . (i 2 i ) “ [Exeunt, fighting. 

Betreat. Plouribh,” &c. 

The fltnge-flirections given liy the folio in this scene are exquisitely absurd. 
Here it hab 

“ Exeunt fghting. AlaruTM, 

Enter Fighting^ and Macbeth slaine^'' &c. ; 

and presently, 

‘‘ Enter Mavduffe; with Macbethx head '' — 

See note 123 on King Itichard JII, vol. v. p. 47(i. 
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HAMLET. 

Nash, in nn Epintle “To the Gentlemen Students of both Uniuersities,” 
prefixed to Oroeno’s Mrnaphon. alarum to ttlumherlng Euphvea^ &c., 

ISHD [qy. if first printed in 1S87?], writes thus : “ lie tume bucko to my first 
text, of studies of dcli^lit ; and talke a little in friendship with a few of our 
triiiiall tmuhlators. It is a common practise now a duies amongst a sort of 
shifting enmpnnions, that riinne through cucry arte and thriue by none, to 
leauc the trade <if Nouerint wherett) they were home, and busic themselues 
with the indeuors of art, that could scarcelic latinize their necko-vorse if 
they should huuo neede ; yet English Reneca rend by candle-light yeeldes 
manic good scuitences, ns Blond h a heggrr^ mid so foorth : and if you in- 
treate him faire in a frostie morning, he will affoord you whole ITumlrtx, 1 
should say handfulls of tragical speaches.” Rig. **3, ed. ir>H9. — Henslowe 
mentions (and without the mark by which he generally distinguishes now 
plays) a “ hanthf" as having been acted at the Newington Butts Theatre on 
June 0th, IG04. 7)m/*i/.p. 3ri, ed. Shakespeare Soc. — Again, Lodge in his U'its 
MheriVf and fhr Worldtt Maduruxc. &c., LlOd, thus describe^ a certain fiend : 
“he walks for the most )Mirt in black vnder colour of grnuity, and looks as 
pale as the visard of * ghost which cried so niiserally [ji/V*] at y theater 
like an oistcr^ffe, rouengry Rig. H 4. — But had Bhakcspcarc 

written his Tlamlrt at the above dates? My own conviction is, that he 
had not, nn<l that the piece alluded to by Nash and Lodge*, aifd acted at 
Newington, was an earlier tragedy on the same subject, which no longer 
exists, and which most probably (like many other old dramas) never reached 
the press. — Our author’s tragedy, it seems evident, w'as first produced not 
long before tfuiy lifllh, 1002 ; for on that day Ihdierts made an entry in 
the Rtationers' Registers of “A booke, The Revenge of ITamlett prince of 
Penmarke, as yt was Intvlte acted bv the Lord (’hamberla>Ti his servantes.’* 
According to Mr. (’oilier, “ The object of Roberts in making the entry 
W’as to secure it [Sliakesiienrc’.s IIamlet~\ to himself, being, no doubt, aware 
that other printers and booksellers would endeavour to anticipate him. 
It seems prolmblc that he was unable to obtain such a copy of ‘ Hamlet* 
as he w<»uld yuit his narae'to ; but some inferior and nameless printer, who 
was not so scrupulous, having surreptitiously secured a manuscript of the 
play, howcA’cr imperfect, w'hieh wrould answer the puriHJse, and gratify 
public curiosity, the edition Injuring date in 1G03 was published.” Introd, 
to ITamlet. We have, however, no proof that Roberts was not “the name- 
less printer” of the quarto of 1G03 : on the contrar)", there is reason to 
suspect that he was, since w’c find that he printed the quarto of 1604 for 
the same Nicholas Liiig^ who w^as one of the publishers of the quarto of 
1G03. Be that as it may, it seems certain that in the quarto of 1603* (as 

• In my former edition 1 cxprr<iRod myself le-*** fully on the subject of the quarto of 
1003, and oonsoquontly have been misunderstood by Professor Oervinus, who writes as 
follows ; *' Wo possess a quarto-edition of 1603, which is regarded indeed by Collier, 
Pyoo, and Hummson, as a faulty and iUognl print of the complete piece ; but on tho 
other hand, according to the indiqmtably more just opinion of Knight. Delius, and 

Staunton, it oontnius an earlier design of tho ptK't's, though in a mutilated form,” &o. 

Shaketpean Commentariss, vol. ii. p. 106, English trans. 
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Ir the case with reBpcct to the earliest quartos of The Merry Tnr/*« of \S\Hd~ 
ear BJid Jiameo and Juliet') we have ShakeK]x are*B first conception of the 
play, though with a text mangled and corrupted throughout, and perha^M 
formed on the notes of some short-hand writer, who bad imj)crfcctly taken 
it down during representation. Not to dwell on other particularH, the names 
borne by Poloiiius and Jle 3 ’iinldo in the quarto of 1G08, where they are 
called Coramh\R and Montano^ arc alone sufficient to sliow that the said 
quarto exhibits a form of the tragedy very different from that which it 
ufteiwarda asaunicd in the quarto of 1G04 and the folio of IG23. Mr. Collier 
(M&i suprtt) conjectures that Coramha and Montano “were names in the 
older play on the same story, or names which Shnkcsi»oarc at first inti’o- 
ducod, and subsequently thought lit to reject perhaps they were names 
which Shakespeare had originally retained from the earlier drama, and 
which, on revising and alttriiig his traged}, he changed to Polonius and 
lieynaldo. (Of the (piarto of 1003 only two iM.pies arc know'n, one of them 
wanting the last leaf, and one without Uic titlc-pngc : hut it is now pro- 
curable in more than one reprint.) The quarto of 1C04 gi\CH Hamlet '‘^en- 
larged to almost as mueh againe as it was, aeeording to the true and perfect 
coppie^'"' and has a giH^at deal which is omitted m the folio of 1G23, though 
the folio lias some passages which are omitted in the quarto of 1G()4, and 
whuli have their parallelisms in the quarto of IG03. — Mr. Albert Cohn*s 
curious volume, entitled Shakespeare in Oennany in the Stateenth and 
Seventeenth Centurees^ &c. contains (both in German ainl English), ]». 237, 
the ^'Tragedy of Fratricide punished^ or Prince Hamlet of Denmark^ acted 
m Germany^ about the year 1603, by English Players:" but which “has 
been preserved to us only by a late and modernised copy of a much older 
manuscript.” In this piece IVilonius is culled Coramhus^ which, with the 
variation of a single letter, is his name in the quaido of 1603 ; and to that 
form of the play the German version approaches more nearly than to tlint 
of the lati'r editions ; but, as it gives certain pussagen which are parallel 
to those in the received text of Hamlet ^ and oi which there is no trace in 
the (£uarto of 1G03, the translator must ha\e cmplo^^cd some other edition 
of the original besides that of 1G03. To the " Tragedy of Fratrioidr" is 
prefixed a Prologue, spoken by Night, Alecto, Tisiphoiie, and McgaTa, which 
in composition is superior to the play itself. The latter, indeed, is miserably 
bald, and its occasional absurdity may be judged of by a stage-direction 
in the First Act, “ Ghost gives to Sent t ml a boj' on the ear from behind^ and 
makes him drop his musket" — A. novel entitled The Hystorie of Hamblet^ 
translated most vilely from one of the Histoires Tragiqiies of Bclleforcst 
(who founded his tale on a portion of the chronicle of Saxo Grammaticus), 
has several incidents in common with our author's play; but whether he 
derived those incidents from The Hystorie, or from the older drama on Uio 
same subject, we are left to guess. (In Mr. Collier's Shakespeare’s Library, 
vol. i., is a reprint of the Hystorie of Ilamblet from the only entire copy 
known, which is dated 1G08 : the first edition was no doubt published many 
years before.) 



DRAMATIS PERSONS 


Claudiub, king of Denmark. 

JiAHLET, son to the former, and nephew to the present king. 
I*OLONiUS, lord chamberlain. 

Horatio, friend to Hamlet. 

Laeutes, sem to roloniuB. 

VoLTIMAND, 

Cornelius, 


llOHENCRANTZ, 

CUILDENBTERN, 

OSRIO, 
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liERNARDO, 

Francihco, a soldier. 
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> courtiers. 


j- officers. 


rinyer^. 

Two (Uowns, grnve-diggerft. 
Fortin BRAS, jtrince of Norw’ay. 
A C’uptain. 

Englisli Ainbuhsadorh. 


Gertrude, queen of Demark, and mother to Hamlet. 

Ophelia, daughter to Polouiuh. 

Lords, Ladies, Otfieers, Soldiers, Sailors, •Messengers, and other Attendants. 


Ghost of Hamlet’s Father. 


Scene— A’& tMD/T ; ca'cv}ii i/i th( fourth »ccur of ilte fifth act, where it 'is 
a j/ldin in Dvntmrk, 



HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK. 


ACT 1. 

Scene L Klslnore. A 2 ) 1 afforrn before the vastle, 

Francisc’o at hia post. Kilter to him Beunaudo. 

Ber. Who’s tlicre ? 

Fra7i. Nay, answer me : stand, and unfold yourself. 

Ber. Long live the king ! 

Fran, Bernardo? 

Be^\ He. 

Fran, You come most citrofully upon your hour. 

Ber, ’Tis now struck twelve ;^^^get thee to bed, Francisco. 
Fran,^ For this relief much tlianks : ’tis bitter cold, 

And 1 am sick at heart. 

B(ii\ Have you had quiet guard ? 

Fran, Not a mouse stirring. 

Ber, Well, good night 
If you do meet Horatio and Marccllus, 

The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste. 

Fran, I think 1 hear them. — Stand, ho ! Who is there ? 

Enter Horatio and Marcellos. 

Hot, Friends to this ground. 

Mar, And liegemen to the Dane. 

Fran, Give you good night. 

Mar, O, ^rcwell, honest soldier : 

Who hath reliev’d you ? 
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Fran. Bernardo has my place. 

Give you good night. \Ewit. 

Mar. Holla I Bernardo I 

Ber. Say, — 

What, is Horatio there ? 

II(yi\ A piece of him. 

Ber. Wflcomo, Horatio : — welcome, good Marcellus. 

Mar. AVliat, has this thing appear’d again to-night ? 

Ber. I have seen nothing. 

Mar. Horatio says ’tis but our fantasy, 

And will not let belief take hold of him 
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us : 

Therefore I have entreated him along 
With ns to watch the minutes of this night ; 

Tliat, if again this apparition come, 

Ho may ajiprovo onr <yes, and spesik to it. 
llor. Tush, tush, ’twill not api»car. 

Ber. Sit down awhile ; 

And lot ns oneo again assail your ears, 

That are so f(»rtifi('d against onr story, 

What wo two nights ha\'e seen. 

Ilor. Well, sit wo down, 

And lot ns hear Bernardo s])eak of* this. 

Bn\ Last night of all, 

When yond same star that’s westward from the pole 
Hsul made his course t’ illume that jiart of heaven 
Where now it burns, Marcellus and myself, 

Tlio boll then beating one, — 

Mar. Peace, l)reuk thee oif ; look, whore it comes again ! 

Kilter Ghost. 

Ber. In the same figure, like the king that’s dead. 

Mar. Thou art a scholar ; speak to it, Horatio. 

Be7\ Looks it not like the king ? mark it, Horatio. 

Ifor. Most like : — it harrows mo with fear and wonder. 
Ber. It would bo spoke to. 

Mar. Question it, Horatio. 

Hor. What art thoit, that usnrp’st tliis time of night, 
Together with that fair ayd warlike form 
In which the majesty of buried Denmark 



HAMLET. 


105 


Did Bometimes march ? by heaven 1 cUttgp thee, speak I 
Mar» It is ofPcnded. 

Ber. See, it stalks away 1 

Bor, Stay ! speak, speak I I charge tliee, speak ! 

Ghost, 

Mar, ’Tis gone, and will not answer. 

Ber, How now, Horatio 1 you tremble, and look j)alo : 

Ls not thi.s .something more tlian fantasy? 

What think you on’t ? 

Ilor, Before my God, I might not tliis believe 
Without the sensible and true avou<*h 
Of mine own eycb. 

Mar, Is it not like tlie king ? 

Ilor, As tliou art to thyself: 

Riieh was the very armour ho had on 
W Jien ho th’ ambitious Norway eombatod ; 

{So frown’d ho once, when, in an angry parlc, 

He smoto the sledded Polacks^^^ on the ice. 

’Tis strange. 

Mar, Thus twice before, and jump at this dead hour, 
With martial stalk hath he gone by our wateli. 

Jlor, In what particular thought to work I know not ; 
But, in the gross and scope of my oi)inion. 

This bodes some strange eruption to our state.* 

Mar, Good now, sit down, and tell me, ho that knows, 
Why this same strict and most observant watch 
So nightly toils tlie subject of tlie land ; 

And why such daily cast of brazen cannon. 

And foreign mart for implements of war ; 

Why such impress of shipwrights, wh ose sore task 
Docs not divide the Sunday from tlie week ; 

What might be toward, that this sweaty haste 
Doth make the night joint-labourer with the day : 

Who is ’t that can inform me ? 

Hot, That can I ; 

At least, tho whisper goes so. Our last king. 

Whose image even but now appear’d to us. 

Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 

Thereto prick’d on by a most emulate pride, 

Dar’d to tho combat ; in which our valiant Hamlet — 
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For BO tins side of our known world esteem’d him — 
Did slay this Fortinbras ; who, by a seal’d comp&ct, 
Well ratified by law and heraldry, 

Did forfeit, witli his life, all those his lands 
Which he stood seiz’d of to the conqueror : 

Against tin* which, a moiety eom])etent 
Was gaged by our king; which had return’d 
To tlu' inlieritancc* of Fortinbras, 

Had he been vaiiquislicr ; as, by the same co-mart,^®^ 
And can'iage of the article design’d/^^ 

His fell to Hamlet. Now, sir, young Fortinbras, 

Of unimproved mettle hot and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and th^re. 

Shark’d up a list of lawless n^solutos, 

For food and diet, to some enterprise 

That hath a stomacli in’t : which is no other — 

As it <loth wqll appeal' unto our stale — 

But to roco\ cr of us, by strong hand 
And terms compulsative, those t'oresaid lands 
So by liis father lost : and this, 1 take* it, 

Is the main motive of our jn'ejwiratiods, 

The soiu'cc of this our watch, and the chief head 
Of this ])Ost -haste and romage in the land. 

T think it be no other hut e’en so : 

Well may it sort, that tin’s portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch ; so like the king 
That Avas and is the question of tliese wars. 

JJor. A mote it is to trouble the iniiul ’ s eye. 

In the most high and ])almy state of Home, 

^ little ere the mightiest Julius fell, 

flCho graves stood tenantlcss, and the sheeted dead 

Did squeak and gibber in tiie lioman streets : 

As, stars with trains of fire, and dews of blood, 
Disasters in the sun and the moist star, 

Uj)on whoso influence Neptune’s empire stands. 

Was sick almost to doomsday witli eclipse : 

And even the like precurae of fierce events — 

As harbingers preceding still the fates, 

And prologue to the omen coming on — 

Have heaven and earth together demonstrated 
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Unto our climature^®^ and countrymen. — 

But, soft, behold I lo, where it comes again ! 

Re-enter Ghost. 

I’ll cross it, though it blast mo. — Stay, illusion ! 

If thou hast any sound, or use of voice. 

Speak to me : 

11* there Ik* any good iliing to be done, 

Tliat may to tlioe do ease, and grace* to me, 

Speak to mo : 

If thou art privy to thy country’s fal<'. 

Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid, 

O, .sj)eak ! 

Or if tlioii liast uplioarded in thy life 
E\tortcid treasure in tlui womb of earlb, 

Foi which, tiny say, you spirits oft wjdk in doatli, 

\_Coch crows. 

S])eak of it : — stay, and sjjoak ! — Stoj) it, MareeUus. 

Mlw. Shall 1 strike at it with my poi’tisan ? 

Ilor. Uo, if it will not stand. 

Ber. ’Tis here ! 

Hor. ’Tis here} ! 

Afar. ’Tis gone ! \_Extt Ghost. 

We do it wrong, being so majestieal, 

To ofter it tlio show of violence* ; 

For it is, as the air, invulnerable, 

And our vain blows malicious inockcry. 

Ber. It was about to s]»eak when ihe c*ock crew. 
llor. And then it started like a guilty tiling 
Upon a fearful summons. I have hoard, 

The cock, that is tlic trumjiet to the morn. 

Doth witli his lofty and shriU-sounding throat 
Awake the god of day ; and at his warning, 

Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air, 

Til’ extravagant and erring spirit hies 
To his confine : and of the truth herein 
This present object made probation. 

Mar. t faded on the crowing of the cock. 

Some say, that ever ’gainst tliat season comes 
Wherein our Saviour’s birth is celebrated, 
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Tho bird of dawning singeth all night long ; 

And tlien, they say, no spirit dare stir abroad; 

The nights are wholesome ; then no planets strike, 

No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm ; 

So hallow’d and so gracious is the time. 

llor. So have I heard, and do in part believe it. 

But, look, tlio morn, in msset mantle clad. 

Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastern hill : 

Break we our watch uj) : and, by my advice, 

Lot us impart wdiat we have seen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet ; for, upon my life, 
jTliis spirit, dumb to us, will s}>cak to him : 

Do you consent w(» shall acnpiaint him witli it, 

As needful in our loves, fitting our duty? 

Mar, Let’s do’t, I ]»ray ; and 1 this morning know 
Where we shall find him most convenient. \_Eji:eunU 


S(/EN£ II. TJie mmr. ui room cf Uaie in the castle. 

Enter the King, Queen, IIamlkt, Polomus, Laeutes, Voltimand, 
Coi;nklius, Jjords, and Attendants. 

King. Though j et of* Hamlet our dear brother’s deatli 
Tlie meinoiy be green ; and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom 
To bo con tract i'd in one brow of woe ; 

Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature. 

That wo with wisest sorrow think on him. 

Together with remembraiiee of ourselves. 

Tlierefore our sonietiiiu^ sister, now our (][ueon, 

Th’ imperial jointress of this warlike state, 

Have wo, as ’tworo witli a defeated joy, — 

With one ausjucious, and one droj)ping eye. 

With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage. 

In equal scale weighing delight and dole, — 

Taken to wife : nor hav-e wo herein baiT’d 
Your better wisdoms, w Inch have freely gone 
With this affair along : — ^for all, our thanks. 
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Now follows, that you know, young Fortinbras,^^^ 

Holding a weak supposal of our worth. 

Or thinking by our late dear brotlier’s death 
Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, 

Colleagued with the dream of his advantage, — 

He hath not fail’d to poster us with message, 

Importing the surrender of those lands 
Lost by his father, with all bands of law. 

To our most valiant brother. So much for him. — 

Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting : 

Thus much the business is : — ^wo have hero writ 
To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbrus, — 

Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 
Of this his nejdicw’s purjiose, — to suppress 
His further gait herein ; in that the levies, 

The lists, and full j)ro])ortions, are all made 
^)iit of his subject: — and we here dispatch 
You, goo<l Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway ; 

(living to you no further personal ])Owor 
To business with the king, more than the scope 
Of these dilated articles allow. 

Farewell ; and let your haste commend your duty. 

Cor. Vol. In that and all tilings will we show our duty.^^^ 
King. We doubt it notliing: heartily farewell. 

\_Kjcpunt Voltimand and Cornelius. 
And now, Laertes, what’s the news with you ? 

You told us of some suit ; what is’t, Laertes ? 

You can not spea k of reason to tlic Dan Oy 

A nd lo s e yo ur voice : what wouldst ’thou bog, Laertes, 

That^ialTnot be my offer, not thy asking ? 

The head is not more native to the heart. 

The hand more instnimental to the mouth. 

Than is the tlirono of Denmark to thy father. 

What wouldst thou have, Laertes ? 

Laer. Dread my lord, 

Your leave and favour to return to France ; 

From whence though willingly I came to Denmark, 

To show my duty in, your coronation ; 

Yet now, I must confess, that duty done. 
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My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France, 

And bow tliem to your gracious leave and pardon. 

King, Hav<' you your father’s leave ? What says Polonius? 
Pol. He hatli, iny lord, wrung from me my slow leave 
By laboursome jietition ; and, at last, 

Upon his will 1 seal’d my hard consent : 

I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

King. Tak(‘ thy hour, Laertes ; time be thine. 

And thy best graces spend it at thy will ! — 

But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son, — 

Jhnn. {jtxide\ A little more than kin^ and less than kind. 
King. Hoav is it tliat the clouds still hang on you ? 

Jhnn. Not so, my lord ; I am too inuidi i’ the sun. 

Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour off. 

And lot lliine eye look like a fritmd on Denmark. 

Do not for over with thy vailed lids 
Seek for thy no])le father in the dust : 

Thou know’st ^tis <*ommon, — all tiuit live must die. 

Passing throiigli nature to eternity. 

Jliim. Ay, madam, it is common. 

Queen. JS it bo. 

Why seems it so ])articular with thee ? 

Iliun. fc^eeins, mailam ! nay, it is ; T know not seems.” 
’Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother. 

Nor eustomary suits of solemn black, 

Nor windy susj)iration of forc’d breath. 

No, nor tin* fruitful river in the eye, 

Nor the d(‘j(’ct('d haviour of the visage, 

Together »ith all forms, modes, shows^ll^ of grief, 

Tliat can denote me truly: these, indeed, seem. 

For they arc* actions that a man might play : 

But 1 lane that within which ])asseth show; 

These but the trappings and the suits of woe. 

King. ’Tis sweet and commendable in your nature, Hamlet, 
To give those mourning duties to your father : 

But, you must know, your father lost a father ; 

Tliat father lest, lost liis ; and tlio survivor bound. 

In filial obligation, for sqme term 

To do ob sequious sorrow: but to persever 

In-obstinato eondolement, is a eourso 
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Of impious stubbornness ; *tis unmanly grief : 

It shows a will most incorrect to heaven ; 

A heart unfortified, a mind impatient ; 

An understanding simple and unschoord : 

For wliat we know must bo, and is as common 
As any tlio most vulgar tiling to sense. 

Why should we, in our peevish opposition. 

Take it to heart ? Fie ! “tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature. 

To reason most absurd ; ’vv hose common theme 
Js death of fatheits, and who still hath cried, 

From the firsi corse till ho tliat died <ti-day. 

Tin’s must be so.” We jiray ^ou, throw to earth 
Tliis unprev ailing, woe ; and think of ns 
As of a father : for lot the woi*ld take note. 

You are tho most immediate to our throne ; 

Aiui with no less nobility of 

Than that wdiich dearest father bears his son, 

Do I impart toward you. Ftir yoiu: intent 
Jn going back to school in Wittenberg, 

It is most retrograde to our desire: 

And wo beseech you, bend you to remain 
Here, in tho cheer and comfort of our eye, 

Our chiefost courtier, cousin, and our son. 

Queen, Ijci not thy mother hise her prayers, Hamlet : 

I pray thee, stay with us ; go not to Wittenberg. 

Jlam, I shall in all my best obey you, madam. 

Kin(j, Why, ’tis a loving and a fair reply : 
lie as ourself in Denmark. — Madam, come ; 

This gentle and unforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart : in grace whereof. 

No jot‘und health that Denmark drinks to-day, 

But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell ; 

And the king^s rouse tho heavens shall bruit again, 
Be-speaking cartlily thunder. Como away. 

\Exeurd all except HamleL* 
Ham, 0, that this too-too solid flesh would melt, 

Tliaw, and resolve itself into a dew 1 

Or that the Everlasting liad not fix’d 

His canon ’gainst self-slaughter ! O Grod 1 O God I 
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How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seem to me aU the uses of this world ! 

Fie onH 1 O, fie ! ’tis an unweeded garden. 

That grows to seed ; tilings rank and gross in nature 
Possess it merely. That it should come to this I 
But two months dead I — ^nay, not so much, not two : 

So excellent a king ; that was, to this, 

Hyperion to a satyr : so loving to my mother, 

Tliat he might not beteom the winds of heaven 
Visit her face too rouglily. Heaven and earth I 
Must I remember ? why, she would hang on him, 

As if increase of appetite had grown 

By what it fed on : and yet, within a month, — 

[Let mo not think on’t, — Frailty^ thv name is wondan ! — 

A little month ; or e’er those shoes were old 
With which she follow’d my poor father’s body. 

Like Niobo, all tears ; — ^why she, even she — 

O God ! a iKjast, that wants discourse of reason. 

Would liavo mourn’d longer — married with my uncle, 

My father’s brotlu^r ; but no more like my father * 

Tlian I to Hercules : witliin a mont!(} ; 

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 
Had loft the flus hing in her galled eyes, 

She married : — 0, most wicked speed, to post 
With such dexterit^"^^3) incestuous sheets I 
It is not, nor it cannot come to, good : 

But break, my heart, — for I must hold my tongue I 

Knicr Horatio, Marcellus, and Bernardo. 

Ilor. Hail to your lordshiii I 

//aw. I’m glad to see you well : 

Horatio, — or I do forget myself. 

JHbr. The same, iny lord, and your poor servant ever. 
Ham, Sir, my good friend ; I’ll change that name with 
you: 

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ? — 

Marcellus ? 

JIfar. My good lor<J, — 

Ham, I’m very glad to see you. — Good even, sir. — 

But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg ? 
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Hor. A truant disposition, good my lord. 

Ham. I would not hoar^i^^ your enemy say so ; 
fTor shall you do mine ear that violence 
To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself : I know you are no truant. 

But what is your affair in Elsinore ? 

We’ll teach you to drink deep ere you depart. 

llor. My lord, I caiiio to see your father’s funeral. 

Ham, 1 pray tlioe, do not mock Tiie, follow-student ; 

I think it was to see my mother’s wedding. 

Ilor, Indeed, my lord, it follow ’<l liard upon. 

Ham, Thrift, thrift, Horatio ! the funeral bak’d meats 
Hid coldly fui'nish forth the marriage tables. 

W oidd I had met my dearest foe in heaven 
Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio ! — 

My father, — ^metliiuks I hoc my father. 

IT<yr, O, where, my lord ? 

Ham, L i my mind’s eye, Horatio. 

Hor, I saw liim once ; ho was a goodly king. 

Ham, Ho was a man , take him for all in all . 

I shall not look upon his like again. 

Hor, My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. 

Ham, Saw who ? 

Hor, My lord, the king your father. 

Ham, The king my father I 

Hor, Season your admiration for a while 
Witli an attent oar ; till I may deliver, 

Upon the witness of these gentlemen, 

This marvel to you. 

Ham, For Grod’s love, let me hoar. 

Hor, Two nights together had these gentlemen, 

Marcollus and Bernardo, on their watch, 

In the dead vast ^^^^ and middle of tlio night. 

Been thus encounter’d. A figure like your fatlior. 

Armed at point, exactly, cap-k-pc. 

Appears before them, and with solemn march 
Goes slow and stetely by tliem ; thrice he walk’d 
By tlioir oppress’d and fear-surprised eyes, 

Within his truncheon’s length ; whilst they, distiU’d^^®^ 
Almost to jelly with tlie act of fear, 
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Stand dumb, and speak not to Iiim. This to me 
In dreadful secrecy impart they did ; 

And I with them tlu* third night kept the watch : 

Where, as they had d(‘liver’d, botli in time. 

Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 

Tlie aj)paritioii conics : I knew yqur father ; 

These hands jirc not more like. 

Ham. But where was this ? 

Mar. My lord, ii])on the jdatform where wo watch’ d- 

llam. J^id you not speak to it ? 

llor. My lord, I did ; 

But answer ma<lo it nont^ : yot once meihought 
It lifted up its head, and did achlress 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak : 

But oven tlu*n tlu' morning eock crew loud; 

And at ihi‘ sound it shrunk in haste away, 

And vaiiisli’d from our sight. 

Ham. • ’’Tis xvry strange. 

J/or. As I do live, my honourM lord, *<is true; 

And w(» did tliink it writ down in our duty 
To let you know of it. 

JIam. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles mo. 

Hold you till* wateh to-night ? 

Mar. Her. We do, my lord. 

Ham. Arm’d, say you ? 

Mar. Jier. Arm’d, my lord. 

Ham. From to]) to toe ? 

Mar. Her. My lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then saw you not his face ? 

Hor. O, yes, my lord ; he wore his beaver up. 

Ham. AVhat, look’d he frowningly ? 

Hor. A countonaneo more in sorrow than in anger. 

Ham. Pale or red ? 
liar. Nay, very pale. 

Ham. And fix’d his eyes upon you ? 

Hor. Most constantly. 

Ham. I would I had be^n there. 

Hor. It would have^ much amaz’d you. 

Ham. Very like, very like. Stay’d it long? 

Hor. While one with moderate haste might toll a hundred. 
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3/rtr. 3er, Longer, lon^fer. 

Hor, Not when I saw ’t. 

Horn. board was grizzled^ — ^no ? 

llor. It was, as I liavo seen it in liis life, 

A sable silver'd. 

Thtm, I will waieh to-niglit ; 

Pcrcliaiioe ’twill walk again. 

Jfor, I warrant it will. 

limn. If it assume iny noble fnllier's ]>orson, 

I’ll s|K»ak to it, though hell itself should ga]>o. 

And bid iiio hold iiiy ju-aeo. 1 pray ^\oii all. 

If you lmv<* hitherto eonoeard thi^. -'ight, 

L(*t d lie tenab le in your sil^neo still 
And whatsoovt^' idse shall huj) to-iiiglit, 
it an understanding, but no tongue : 

1 ill rocfuite your loves. So, fare \ e ell : 

1 poll the platform, ’twi\t eleven and t\\cl\e, 

I’ll ^ isit you. 

AIL Our duty to your honour. 

flam. Your Ioa^os, as mine to yon : farewell. 

\_ljxeunt Ilorafloj JUarcelluSy and Bernardo*. 
My father’s s])irit in arms ! all is not well ; 

1 doid)t some foul iday : Av<»uld the night Avoro come I 
Till then sit still, my soul : foul <leeds Avill rise, 

Though all the earth o’erAvhelm them, to men’s eyes. \_ExiL 


Scene III. 77ie smne, A room in Polonius’ hoimt , 

Enter Laerteb and Opiiklia. 

haer. My necessaries are embark’d : farewell : 

And, sister^ as the winds give benefit, 

And eonvoy is assistant, do not sloop, 

But let me hear from you, 

Oph. Do you doubt tliat ? 

Laer, For Hamlet, and the t^flhjg of his fayoiir, 
Hold it a fashion, and a toy iji blood; 

A Adolet in the youth of primy nature, 

Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting. 
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The perfume and supplianoe of a minute ; 

No more. 

Oplu No more but so ? 

Tjaei\ Think it no more : 

For nature, crescent, docs not grow alone 
In thews and bulk ; but, as this temple waxes, 

The inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps ho loves you now ; 

And now no soil nor cautol doth besmirch 
TIic virtue of liis will : hut you must fear, 

His greatness weigh’d, his will is not his own ; 

For ho himself is subject to his birth : 

Ho may not, as unvalu’d persons do, 

Carve for himself ; for on his elioico depends 
The safety and the health of tin* wholes state 
And thorofore must his choice be circumscrib’d 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body. 

Whereof he 4s the head. Th(*n if he says ho loves you. 
It fits your wisdom so far to believe it. 

As he in his particular act and ])lace^^*^^ 

May give his saying deed ; which is^io further 
Tlian the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 

Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain. 

If with too credent car you list his songs ; 

Or lose your heart ; or your chaste treasure open 
To his umnaster’d imj^ortuni ty. 

Fear it, Ophelia, f(*ar it, my dear sister ; 

And keep you in the reai’ of your affection. 

Out of the shot and danger of desire. 

Tlio chariest maid is jirodigal enough. 

If she unmask her beauty to tlie moon : 

Virtue itself scapes not (*alimmious strokes : 

Tlic canker galls the infants of the spring, 

Too oft before tlieir buttons be disclos’d ; 

And in the morn and liquid dew of youtli 
Co ntagious blastm onts are most imminent. 

Be wary, then ; best safety lies in fear : 

Youth to itself rebels, tjiough none else near. 

Opli. I shall til’ effect of tliis good lesson keep. 

As watchman to my heart. But, good my brother, 
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Do not, as some ungracious pastors do, 

Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven ; 

Whilst, like a imfF ’d and reckless lihortino. 

Himself tlio primrose j)atli of dalliance treads, 

And recks not his own road. 

Laer, O, fear me not. 

I stay too long : — ^but hero my father comes. 

Knter PoLONrrs. 

A double blessing is a double grace ; 

Occasion^ smiles upon a second h*aM‘. 

PoL Yet lure, luaertes! aboaKl, aboard, for shame I 
Tlio wind sits in the shoulder (^f your sail. 

And you are stay’d for. There, — my bb'ssing with thee I 

\Lt.ufhi4j his hand on J^tertes* head^ 
And these few precepts in tliy incmiory 
?Sei^ tliou cliaractei*. Give thy thoughts no tongue. 

Nor any unpro]>ortionM thought his act. 

Tie thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 

Tile friends thou hast, and their adojition tried, 

Orapide them to thy soul with hoo])s^^^^^ ol‘ steel ; 

But do not dull thy palin^^l ) 'with enteitainnicnt 
Of each new-liatch’d, unfl(»dg’d comrade.^22) Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel ; but being in, 

Bear’t, that tli’ ojiposcd may beware of thee. 

Gi\o every man thine ear, but few thy voice ; 

Take each man’s censure, but reserve tliy judgment. 

Costly thy habit as tliy jmrso c*an buy, 

But not c^ipress’d in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : 

For the apparel oft proclaims the man ; 

And they in France of the best rank and station 
Are most select and generous, cliicf in 
Neither a borrower nor a lender be ; 

For loan oft loses both itself and friend ; 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 

This above all, — to thine ownself be true ; 

And it must follow , as tlie night the day, 
lliQU const not then be false to any mam 
Farewell : my blessing season this in thee 1 

Laer. Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord. 
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Pol. The tiino invites you ; go, your servants tend. 

Laer. FarowelJ, Ophelia ; and remember well 
What I have said to you. 

Oj^h. ’Tis in my memory lock’d, 

And you yoursc‘lf hhall keep the key of it. 

Laer. J<^ar(‘well. [Exit. 

Pol. What is’t, 0]ihclin, he hatli said to you? 

Oph. So ]>lease you, soiuething touching the Lord Hamlet. 
Pol. Many, well bethought: 

’Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 

Given j^rivato tinit* to y<ju ; and you yourself 

Ilav'e ol* your audience been most free and bounteous : 

If it be so, — as so ’tis jmt on me, 

And that in way of caution, — J must tell 3 "ou, 

You do not understand yourself so clearly 
As it b<diov(»s my daughter and y'our honour. 

What is between you? give mo uj) the truth. 

Opli. Ho hath, niy lord, of late made many tenders 
Of his aileetioii to mo. 

J^ol. Alfc‘(*t ion ! i)ooh ! you speak like a green ^1, 
TJnsiib»d in such p(?rilous eireumstaqjee. 

Do 3 "ou beli(‘ve his tenders, as you call them ? 

(>ph. J do not know, my lord, what 1 should think. 

J^ol. Marry, I’ll teach you : think yourself a baby ; 

That y’ou hav<' ta’en these tellers for true pay, 

Which are noi sterling. Tender yourself more dearly ; 

Or — not to crack the wind of the poor jdirase, 

Huiining il thus^-*^' — you'll tender me a fool. 

Oph. JVly lord, he hath importun’d me with lo'^e 
In honourable fashion. 

Pol. Ay, fashion \o\i ma^" call't ; go to, go to. 

Oph. And hatli gi\eii countenaneo to his speech, my lord. 
With almost Jill the holy vows of heaven. 

Pol. Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I do know, 

When tlie blood burns, how prodigal the soul 
Lends the tongue vows : tliese blazes, daughter,^25) 

Giving more light than heat, — ‘extinct in botli. 

Even in their promise, jts it is a-making, — 

You must not take for fire. From tliis time 
Bo somewhat soanter of your maiden preaenoo ; 



HAMLET. 


119 


Set your cntreatnients at a higher rate 

Tlian a command to parlev- For Lord Hamlet, 

Believe bo much in him, that ho is young ; 

And with a larger tether may he walk 
Tlian may he given you: in few, Ophelia, 

Do not believe his vows ; for they are brokors , — 

Not of that dye^*'^*^ which tlieir investmentB show, 

But mcr<» implorators of unholy suits, 

Brc'athing like sanetified and pious bawtls,'-’^ 

The better to beguile. This is for all, — 

1 would not, ill ]»lain terms, from this tinn‘ forth, 

Have you so slander any momeniV lt‘isnr(‘^^^^ 

As to give words or talk W’ith the Jiord Hamlet. 

L«)ok to’t, 1 charg<‘ you : come your ways. 

Opiu 1 flliall obey, m} lord. {Exeunt. 


Scene IV. The same. Ihe platforni hefore the castle. 

Enter 1T\mlet, Hoiutio, and Maiickllus. 

Ham. The air bit(*s shrewdly; it is \ery cold. 

Ilor. It is a nipjiiiig and an eager air. 

Ham. What hour now ? 

llor. 1 think it lacks of twcd\'0. 

Mar. No, it is struck. 

Ilor. Lidced ? 1 heard it not : then it draws near the 
season 

Wherein the s]nrit held his wmit to walk. 

{A flourish of timmpeU^ and ordnance shot offj mthin. 
What does this mean, my lord ? 

Ham. The king doth wake to-night, and takes his rouse, 
Keeps wassail, and the swaggering ui)-sT>ring_ reels ; 

And, as ho drains liis draughts of iUionisli down, 

Tlie kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hot. Is it a custom ? 

Ham. Ay, marry, is’t : 

But to my mind, — ^^ough I am native here. 

And to the manner bom, — it i s a custom 
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[ More honour’d in the breach than the observance. 

This hoavy-lioaded revel east and west 
Makes us traduc’d and tax’d of other nations : 

Tlicy gle])o us drunkards, and witli swinish plirase 
Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes 
From our achievements, thougli perform’d at h eight . 
The pith and marrow of our attribute. 

So, oft it ehaneos in particular men, 

Tliat, for some vicious mole of nature in tlicm. 

As, in their birth, — ^wherein they are not guilty, 

Since natiiro cannot choose his origin, — 

By the o’ergrowth^^'J^ of some complexion, 

Ofb breaking down the iwiles and forts of reason ; * 

Or by some habit, that too much o’er-leavens 
The form of p^usivo manners ; — tliat these men, — 
Carrying, I say, the stuni]> of one <lefect. 

Being nature’s liver\^, or Ibrtunc’b star, — 

Tlieir^^^^ viutuos i*lse — be tlu‘v as ])ur(' as grace. 

As infinib* as man may undergo — 

Shall in the general eeiisiu’e take corriij^tion 
From that ])artieular fault : the' drajn of evil 
Doth all the nobh* substance oft debase 
To his own scandaL^^l^ 

JJor, Look, my lord, it comes ! 

Knter Ghost. 

Hum, Angels and ministers of grace defend us 1 — 
Be thou a sj)irit of health or goblin damn’d. 

Bring with tln'o airs than heaven or blasts from hell, 
Be thy intents wicked or eharitaljle. 

Thou coin'st in such a questionable shape, 

Tliat I will speak to thee : I’ll call thee Hamlet, 

King, father, royal Dane : O, answer me ! 

Let mo not burst in ignorance ; but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones, hearsed in death, 

Have burst their cerements ; why the sepulchre, 
Wherein wo saw thee quietly in-urn’d,^32) 

Hath op’d his ponderous and marble jaws 
To cast thee up again I What may this mean. 

That tliou, dead corse, again, in complete stool, 
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llovisit’Bt thu s the glimpBc.s of the moon, 

Makinir night hideous; and we fools of nature 

So horridly to shako our disposition 

With thoughts beyond the roaehes of our souls ? 

Say, why is this ? whoroforo ? wliat shoukl wc do ? 

\_Ghost hcckona Hamlet, 
Ilor, It beckons you to go away with it, 

As if it some iinpartiueut <lid dcsiro 
To you alone.; 

Mar, Look, with what <‘f»iirtoous action 
It waves „ more removM grcmiid ; 

But do not go witli it. 

Ilor, No^ by tio niemis. 

llam. It will Jiot spc^ak ; then 1 will follow it. 

Ilor, Do not, my lord. 

llam, ^V^hy, what should be the fear? 

1 do not s(d my life at a [)iif s fee ; 

And for my soul, what can it do to that, 

Being a thing immortal as itsidf? 

It w’avcs me forth again ; — I’ll follow it. 

Ilor, What if it tempt you toward tho flood, my lord. 

Or to tho dreadful summit of the cliff 
That boeth's o’er liis base into the sea, 

And there assume some other horrible form, 

AVhich might deprive ^'our sovereignty of reasoi", 

And draw^'^^^ you into madm^ss? think ot it : 

Tlie very j)lace puts toys of desperation, 

Without more motive, into every brain, 

That looks so many fathoms to tho sea, 

And hears it roar beneath. 

llam. It waves mo still. — 

Go on ; I’ll follow thee. 

Mar, You shall not go, my lord, 

llam. Hold off your hands. 

Hor, Bo rul’d ; you shall not go. 

Ham, My fate cries out, 

And makes each petty artery in this body 

As hardy as tho Nemean lion’s nerve. — hechons,^ 

StiU am I call’d : — ^unhand me, gentlemen ; — 

\Breahing from tlmn. 
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By hoavon, I'll make a of him that lets me : — 

I say, away ! — Go on ; I’ll follow thoo. 

\Kxeunt Ghost and HamleU 
TTot\ TTo wax('s <los]>erate with imagin ation. 

Let’s follow ; ’tis not fit thus to obey him. 

I1or\ Have aller. — To wliat issue will this come ? 

SfJiiKjtliing is rotten in the state of Denmark. 

JIot\ Ih'siveu will Jiroet it. 

Mar, Na^", let’s follow him. \_Exeunt, 


Scene V. The same. u\ more remole pari of the platform. 
Enter Ghost and II vmlet. 

JIam. Whore wilt tliou lead me? speak; I’ll go no further. 
Ghost. Mark me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghost. My hour is almost come, 

When I to siilpluxroiis ami tormenting flames 
Must render up myself. 

I ham. Alas, ]>oor gliost ! 

(^host. Pity mo not, hut lend thy serious hearing 
To what I sludl unfold. 

Ham. Sjieak ; I am bound to hear. 

Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt hear. 
Ham. Wliat ? 

Ghost. 1 am thy father’s spirit; 

Doom’d f()r a eertain term b) walk the night, 

And for the day eonfiiiM to fast in fires,^^^^ 

Till the foul crimes done in my days ol* nature 
Are burnt and jiurg'd away. But that I am forbid 
fTo tell the secrets of my jiri son-house, 

"I could g tale unfold , whoso lightest word 

Would harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young blood ; 

Make tliy two eyes, like stars, start Irom their spheres ; 

Tliy knotted and combined locks to jiart, 

And eac h particular hair to stand on end,^^ ^^ 

^Like quills u]ion the fretful poriicntine : 

But diis eternal blazon must not be 
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Tt) ears of flesh and bloo(L — List, list, O, list I — ^37) 

If thou didst over thy dear father love, — 

Ham. O God! 

Ghost, lioven^o his foul and most unnatural murder. 
IJam. Murder ! 

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is ; 

But this most foul, stran^i*, and unnatural. 

Ilam. H^te me to kiiowH, thai 1, with wings as swift 
As meditation or the thoughts of love, 

May swee]> to my revenge. 

Ghost. I find thoo apt ; 

And duller shouldst thou bo than tlio fat weed 
That roots^^^^ itself in ease oii Lethe wharf, 

Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear : 

“Tis given out diat, sleeping in my orchard, 

A -('r[)ent stung mo ; so the whole eai* of Denmark 

Is by a forged ]>rocess of ray doatli 

ihiiikly abus’d : but know, thou noble youtl), 

The serj)ont that did sting tliy fatlier’s life 
Now w('ars his crown. 

ILnn. O my pro})hctic soul 1 

My uncle I 

Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, tliat adulterate beast. 
With wiiclieraft of his wit,^*^^^ with traitorous gifts, — 

O wicked wit and gifts, that have the power 
So to seduce ! — won to his shameful lust 
The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen : 

0 Hamlet, what a falling-ott was tliero I 
From me, whose love was of that dignity, 

That it went hand in hand even with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage ; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine I 

But virtue, as it never will be mov’d, 

Tliough lewdness court it in a shape of heaven ; 

So lust, though to a radiant angel link’d, 

Will sate itself in a celestial bed, 

And prey on garbage. 

But,, soft ! mediinks I scent the morning air ; 

Brief let me be. — Sleeping within my orchard. 



124 


HAMLET. 


I ACT I. 


My cu8tom always in the afternoon, 

Upon iny Bcciire liour tliy uncle stoic, 

With juice of cursM hobcnon in a vial, 

And in the porches of mine cars did pour 
The leperouH distilnient ; whoso effect 
Holds such an enmity with blood of man. 

That, swift as quicksilver, it courses through 
Tlie natund gates and alleys of the body ; 

And, with a sudden vigour, it doth ] )ossct 
And curd, like eager droj)pings into milk, 

The tliin and wliolesomo blood : so did it mine ; 
And a most instant tette r bark’d about. 

Most lazar-liko, with vile and loathsome drust 
All my smooth body. 

Thus was J, sleeping, by a brother’s hand 
; Of life, of crown, of queen, at once* d ispatch ’d : 
Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 
Unhousell’d,*disa})])ointe(l, unanerd 
,No reckoning made, but sent to my account 
.With all iny im]H*rfeetions on my head : 

O, horrible* I O, horrible I most lionjblo I 
If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not 
Let not the royal bed of Denmark bo 
A couch for luxiuy and damned incest. 


But, howsoever thou jmrsu’st this act, 

Taint not tliy mind, nor lot thy soul contrive 


1 , Against thy mother auglit: leave her to heaven, 
lAnd to thoso thorns that in her bosom lodge 
^To prick and sting her. Faro thee well at once I 


(Tlie glow-worm shows tho matin to be near, 

[And gins to pale his uncffectual fire : 

'Adieu, adieu, adieu ! remember me. \_EiciU 

Ham. O all you host of heaven ! O earth ! what else ? 
And shall I couple hell ? — O, fie I — Hold, my heart 
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old. 

But bear mo stiffly up. — Bemember tliee ! 


[Ay, thou poor ghost, w’hile memory ! 
[in this distracted globe.^ Bemember 
Yea, from tlie table of my memory 


holds a seat 
p thee I 


I’ll wipe away all trivial fond records, 
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All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past, 

That youth and observation copied tliere ; 

And thy commandment all alone sliall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 

Unmix’d with baser matter : yes, by heaven I — 

0 most pernicious woman ! 

0 villain, villain, smiling, damned villain 
My tables, — meet it is I set it down, 

Tliat one may smile, and smile, and ho a villain ; 

At least I’m sure it may bo so in Denmark : [ Writing. 

So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word ; 

It is, Adieu, adieu I remember mo 

1 have swom’t. 

Hor. [wilhhi] My lord, my lord, — 

Mar, [withbi] Lord Hamlet, — 

Hor, [withiii] Heaven secure him I 

Mar, \within\ So bo it 

Hor, \withhr\ lllo, lio, lio, my lord 1 

Ilam, Hillo, ho, ho, boy ! come, bird, come. 

Enter Hokatio aind Marcellus. 

Mar, How is’t, my noble lord ? 

Ilor, AVhat nows, my lord ? 

Ham, O, wonderful ! 

Hor, Good my lord, tell it 

Ham, No ; you’ll reveal it. 

Ho7\ Not I, my lord, by heaven. 

Mar, Nor I, my lord. 

Ham, How say you, tlien ; would heart of man once 
think it ? — 

But you’ll be secret ? 

Hor, Mar, Ay, by heaven, my lord. 

Ham, Tliere’s ne’er a villain dwelling in all Denmark 
But he’s an arrant knave. 

Hor, There needs no ghost, my lord, come from tlie grave ^ 
To toll us tliis. 

Ham, Why, right ; you’re i’ tlio right ; 

And so, without more cir cumstance at all, 

I hold it fit that we shake hsmds ^d part : 

You, as yoi^jf business and desire shall point you, — 
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For every man hath business and desire, 

Such as it is ; — and for mine own poor part, 

Look you. I’ll go i)ray. 

Hot. Tliosc arc but wild and whiriing^^^^ words, my 
lord. 

ITam, I’m sorry they offend you, heartily ; 

Yes, faith, heartily. 

Tim,* There’s no offence, my lord. 

Hum, Yes, by Saint Patriel, but there is, Horatio, 

And much offence too. Touching this vision here, — 

It IS an honest gliost, that let me tell ^ ou : 

For your desire to know what is between us, 

■^’ermaster ’t as ^ ou nia\ . And now , good friends. 

As you are friends, scholais, and soldiiTs, 

Give mo one ]»oor rcsinest, 

Ilor, What is’t, ni} hud we will. 

Ham, Ne\er make known what 'son ha^c seen to-night. 
Hot, Mav, My lord, we wdll not. 

Ham, Nay, but swear ’t. 

Hot , * In faith, 

My lord, not I. 

Hat, N(»r T, my lord, in faith. 

Ham, Upon my sword. 

Mai , W( c sw orn, my lord, already. 

Ham. Ind<*ed, u]K»n m> sword, indeed. 

Ghost, [])e7uath] Swear. 

Ham, Ah, ha, boj^ ! say’st thou so ? art tliou there, true- 
penn;> ? — 

Come on, — ^you hear this fellow in the cellarage, — 

Consent to swear. 

Hor, Pro]X)se the oath, my lord. 

Ham, Ne\er to s]H\'ik of this that ^ou ha\c seen, 

Swear by my sw^ord.^^b) 

Ghost, \l>€7ieath'] Swear. 

Ham, Hie et nhxqne tlicn we’ll shift our ground. — 

Come hither, gentlemen. 

And lay your hands again upon my sword : 

Never to speak of tliis that you liave heard. 

Swear by my sword. 

Glmt, \hmeaiK\ Swear. 
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Ham. Well said, old mole! caiwt work i’ th’ earth so 
fast? 

A worthy })ioner I— Once more remove, fjood friends. 

I hr. 0 day and ni^hi. but this is vondrous strange ! 

Iltm. And tluToforo as a stranger give it welcome. 

Tlicre are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, , 

Tluin arc dreamt of in our ]>hiIosoph\.^47) 

But 

lb re, as before, never, so Judp 3 ou mercy, ^ 

How slrang(‘ or odd soe’er T bear nn-elf, — // /■; 00 IftKA 

As I, perchance, hereafter shall think meet | \ 

T(» i>ut an antic dis|)ositi()n on, — ^ ^ 

Tliat 3 ou, at such times seeing irn , never shall, . - " 

Wiih arms encumber’d thus, or this head-shake, / L L J ^ \ 

Or by pronouncing of some doubtful plu*ase, ^ 

As Well, well, we know,” or We could, an if we would,” 

(h ‘ If we list to speak,” or There be, an iftliey might, 

Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 
That A ou know aught of me : — this not to do, 

So gra(‘e and mercy at your most need help you, 

8 w(ar. 

(ilmt \l)enc(ith~\ Swear. 

Ilam. Kest, rest, perturbed spirit ! — So, gentlemen. 

With all my love I do (*omin(nd me to 30 U : 

And w hat so jioor a man as Hamlet is 

May do t’ e\press his love and friending to you, 

God w illing, shall not lack. Let us go in together ; 

And still 3 our fingers on 3 our lips, I pray. 

Th(‘ time is out of joint : — 0 cursed spite, 

That ever I was boni to set it right ! — 

Hay, come, lot’s go together. [Exeunt. 
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ScEKE L J^hinore, A room in POLONIUS’ house. 

Enta' PoiiONius and REYNAiiDO. 

PoL Give him this money and these notes, Reynaldo. 

Pey. I will, my lord. 

PoL You sliall do marvoirs^^^^^ wisely, good Reynaldo, 
Before you visit liiin, to make inquiry 
Of his behaviour. 

M}- lord, 1 did intend it. 

PoL Marrv’’, well said ; very well said. Look you, sir. 
Inquire me first what 1 )ansker s are in Paris ; 

And how, and wlio, what means, and where they keep. 

What eompany, at what expense ; and finding. 

By this oneompassment and drift of question, 

That they do know my son, eome you more nearer 
Tlian your jiartieular demands will touch it : 

Take you, as ’twere, some distant kiKTwledge of him; 

As thus, ‘‘ T know his lather and his friends, 

And in ])art him — do you mark this, Reynaldo ? 

Pey. Ay, very well, my lord. 

PoL “ And in "part him ; — ^biit,” you may say, not well : 
But, if ’t be he I mean, lie’s very wild ; 

Addicted so and so — and tliere put on him 
What forgeries you jdcase ; marry, none so rank 
As may dishonour him ; take heed of that ; 

But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips 
As are companions noted and most known 
To youth and liberty. 

Pey. As gaming, my lord. 

PoL Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing. 

Quarrelling, drubbing : — ^you may go so far. 

Pey. My lord, that would dishonour him. 

PoL Faith, no ; as you may season it in the charge. 

You must not put another scandal on him, 

Tliat he is open to ineontinenc}’' ; 
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That's not my meaning ; but breathe bis fiiults so quaintly, 
That they may seem the taints of liberty ; 

Tlie flash and outbreak of a flery mind ; 

A savagoness in unrcclaimM blood, 

Of general assault. 

Itey» But, my good lord, — 

Pol. Wherefore should you do this ? 

Rey. Ay, my lord, 

I would know that. 

Pol. Marry, sir, bore’s my drift ; 

And, I believe, it is a fetch of warrant : 

You laying these slight sidlies on my son, 

As ’twere a thing a little soil’d i’ tlie working, 

Mark you, 

Your party in converse, him you would sound. 

Having ever seen in tlio prenominato crimes 
The youth you breathe of guilty, bo assur’d 
Ho closes with you in this consequence ; 

Good sir,” or so ; or friend,” or gentleman,” — 
According to tho phrase, or tho addition. 

Of man and country. 

Rey. Very good, my lord. 

Pol. And then, sir, does he this, — ho does — 

What was I about to say ? — By the mass, I was 
About to say something : — ^where did I Ijja 
Rey. At closes in the conseque^ 

At “ friend or so,” and gentleman.” 

Pol. At closes in the consequence, ”-^ay, many; 

He closes with you thus ; I know the gentleman ; 

1 saw him yesterday, or t’other day, 

Or tlien, or then ; with such, or such ; and, as you say, 
There was he gaming ; there o’ertook in’s rouse ; 

There falling out at tennis :” or perchance, 

‘‘ I saw him enter such a house of sale ,” — 

Videlicet, a brothel, — or so forth. — 

See you now ; 

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth : 

And thus do wo of wisdom and of reach. 

With windlasses and with assays of bias, 

By indirections And directions out : 

VOL. VII. K 
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So, by xny former lecture and advice, 

Slmll you my son. You have me, have you not ? 

My lord, I have. 

Pol, God b’ wi’ you I faro you welL 

Good my lord 

Pol. 01)sr*r\x liis inclination in yourself. 

Pfy. 1 shall, my lord. 

Pol. And lot him ]^ly his music. 

Pt'y. Well, my lord. 

Pol. Farewell ! \_Ea:it Reynaldo. 

Enter Ophelia. 

How now, 0]>heHa ! what’s the matter ? 
Oph. Alas, my lord, I have been so affrighted ! 

Pol. Witli wiiat, i’ the name of Ood ? 

Oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my chamber, 

Lord ITamlet, — with his doublet all niibrac’d ; 

No hat u])()n his head; his stockings foul’d, 

ITngarier’d,*and d own-gv ^^C(l to his ancle ; 

Pale as his sliirt ; his knees knocking each other; 

And Avith a look so ])ito()Us in ])ur])6rt 
As if h(' had been loosed out of ladl ^ 

To speak of horrors, — he comes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Oph. My lord, I do not know ; 

But, truly, I do fear it 

Pol. What said ho ? 

O^yh. Ho took me by the wrist, and hold me hard ; 

Tlien goes he to the length of all his arm ; 

And, with his other hand thus o’er his brow, 

He lalls to such jjcrusal of my face 
As he would draw it. Long stay’d ho so ; 

At last, — a little shaking of mine arm, 

And thrice his head thus wa^ ing uj) and down, — 

He rais’d a sigh so i)iteous and profound, 

That it did seem to shatter Jill his bulk, 

And end his being : that done, he lets mo go : 

And, with his head over liis shoulder turn’d, 

’Ho seem'd to find his way without his c^^es ; 

For out o’ doors he went without tlicir help, 
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And, to tho last, bended their light on me. 

PoL Come, go with me : I will go seek tlie king. 

Tliis is the very ecstasy of love ; 

Whose violent i)ropcrty fordoe s itself. 

And leads the will to desperate undertakings, 

As oft as any passion iimh'i* heaven 

That does afflict our natures. I am sorry, — 

What, have you given him any hard words of late ? 

Opiu No, my good lord ; but, as you did command, 

1 did repel his letters, and denied 
His access to me. 

PoL Tliat hath made him mad. — 

I’m sorry that with betier liocd ami judgment 
3 had not quot<3d him ; I fear’d he did but trifle, 

And meant to wreck thee ; but, beshrew my jealousy ! 

If seems it is as proper to our ago 

I'o cast beyond ourselves in our o])inions, 

As it is common for tho younger sort 

To lack discretion. Coint*, go we to tho king : 

This must bo known ; which, being kej)t close, might move ' 
Mor<» grief to hide than hate to utter love. 

Clomo. \_Exevnt. 


Scene IT. The same, A room in the ensile, 

Enter King, Qiiocn, Kosencrantz, Guiluen stern, and Atleiidaiits. 

King. Welcome, dear llosiuicrantz and Guildeiistern ! 
Moreover that we much did long to sec yi>u, 

The need we have to use you <lid provoke 
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet’s transformation ; so I call it. 

Since nor th’ cxttTior nor tho inward man 
Ktisemblcs that it was. What it slumld be. 

More than his father’s death, that thus hath j)ut him 
So much from th’ nndorstanding of himself, 

I cannot dream ol‘: I cjitreat you both, 

Tliat, being of so young days brought ii]) with him. 

And since so neighbour’d to his youth and liumour. 

That you vouchsafe your rest hero in our court 
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Some little time : so by your companies 
To draw him on to pleasures, and to ^rather, 

So much as from occasion you may glean, 

Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts liim thus, 

That, oj>on’d, lies within our remedy. 

Queen, Good gentlemen, ho hath much talk’d of you ; 

And sure I am two men there are not living 
To whom ho more adheres. If it will please you 
To show us so much gentry and good will 
As to expend your time witli us awliilc. 

For the sup])]y and profit of our hope, 

Your visitation shall receive such thanks 
As fits a king’s remembrance. 

l^os. Both your majesties 

Might, by the sovereign i)Owcr yon have of us. 

Put your dread pleasures more into command 
Than to entreaty. 

Guil, But we both obey, 

And hero give uj) ourselv(‘s, in tlu* full bent. 

To lay our service freely at your feet, 

To be commanded. 

Kinty, Thanks, Il(3sencrantz and gentle Guildenstern. 

Queen, Thanks, Guildenstern and gentle Boscncrantz : 
And I beseech you instunlly to visit 
My too-iiiucli-clianged son, — Go, some of you. 

And bring those gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Guil, Heavens make our jucsenco and our practices 
Pleasant and hclj)ful to him ! 

Queen, Ay, amen ! 

\^r],reunt Rosencrantz^ Guildenstern^ and some 
Attendants, 

Knter Polonius. 

Pol, Til’ ambassadors from Norway, my good lord, 

Are joyfully return’d. 

Kintj, Tliou still hast been the father of good nows. 

Pol, Have I, my lord ? Assure you, my good liege, 

I hold my duty, as I hold my soul, 

Both to my God and to my gracious king 
And I do tliink — or else tliis brain of mine 
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Hunts not tho trail of policy so sure 
As it hath us’d to do — that I have found 
Tho very cause of Hamlet’s lunacy. 

King. O, speak of that ; that do 1 long to hear. 

Pol. Give first admittance to tli’ ambassadors ; 

My news shall bo the fruit to that groat feast. ^^2) 

King. Thyself do grace to them, and bring them in. 

[JiUjnt Polonvis. 

He tells me, my dear Gertrude, ho hath found 
Tho head and source of all your son’s distcmjMT. 

Queen. I doubt it is no other but tho main, — 

His father’s death, and our o’erhasty inarriagt*. 

King. Well, wo shall sifl liun. 

Re-enter Polonius, with Voltimaxd and Ct>iiNRLiTJ8. 

Welcome, my good friends 
Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Norway? 

Volt. Most fair return of greetings and desires. 

Upon our first, he sent out to suj)pross 
His nephew’s levies; which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation ’gainst the Polack ; 

But, bettor look’d into, he truly found 

It was against your liighness ; whtu’c'at griev’d, — 

That so his sickness, age, and impotence, 

Was falsely borne in hand, — smids out arrests 
On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief, obev s ; 

Boceives rebuke from Norway ; and, in fine. 

Makes vow before his uncle never more 
To give til’ assay of arms against your majesty. 

Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy. 

Gives him tlirce thousand crowns in annual foe ; 

And his commission tf) employ those soldiers, 

So levied as before, against tho Polack : 

With an entreaty, herein furtlier shown, \_( Pices a i^aper. 

Tliat it might please you to give quiet pass 
Through your dominions for tliis cnterj)riso. 

On such regards of safety and allow'aiico 
As therein are set down. 

King. It likes us well ; 

And at our more consider’d time we’ll read, 
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Answer, and think upon tills business. 

Meantinio wo thank you for your well-took labour : 

Go to your rest ; at night we’ll feast togctlier : 

Most weleome home ! Yoltimand and Cornelius, 

Pol, Tills business is well ended. — 

My li(*ge, and inadani, — ^to cxjiostulato 
What majesfy should be, what duty is, 

Why da}' is day, night night, and lime is time, 

Were nothing l)ut to waste night, day, and time. 

Therefore, since brevity is the soul of wit, 

And tc‘dionsn(\ss the limbs and outward tlourishos, 

I will bo ])rit‘f : — your noble son is mad : 

Mad (*all I it ; for, to dc'lino true niatlnesSj 
What is't but to lie nothing else but mad? 

But Jet that go. 

Qurm, Mon* matter, with 1 i‘sn ar(. 

/\>l. Madam, I swear 1 ust* no art at all. 

Tliat lu* is mad^ ’tis true: 'tis true 'tis pity; 

And ]»ity ’tis ’tis triu‘ : a foolisli figurt* ; 

But farewell it, for 1 will use no art. 

Mad let IIS grant him, then: and now n^nuiins 
That we find out llu* cause ot*this effect, — 

Or rather say, tin* cause of this defe<*t, 
h’or this edeet tlefecti\e eonu*s b} caii^e : 

Thus it ri'inaiiiNj and the rc'inainder thus. 

Per] te nd. 

I liaM* a ilaughter, — I ium* A\hilst slu* is mine, — 

Who, ill her dut} and itbedieiici*, mark, 

Hath giM'ii iiK* tliis: now gather, and surmise. [ZiJcad,*?. 

“ To the aiul my soiifs i<lol, the most beautified Ojdielia,” — 

That's an ill j)hras(‘, a \ile jdirase, — “ beautified'’ is a vilo 
phrase : but } on shall bear. Thus : 

“ In her excellent- white bosom, these,” «Src. — 

Queen. Came this from IIamlt*t to her ? 

Pol, Good madam, stay awhile ; I will he faithful. [Reads, 
“ Doubt thou the stars are fire ; 

Doubt that the snn dotli move; 

Doubt tmth to be a liar ; 

But never doubt I love. 

**0 dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers; I have not art to 
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reckon my groans : but that 1 lore thee best, O most best, belicTe 
it. Adieu. 

Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst this machine 
is to him, Hamlet.^’ 

This, in obedience, liatli my daughter sho'wn mo : 

And more above, hath liis solicitings, 

As they fell out by time, by means, and place, 

All given to mine ear. 

King, But how hatli she 

Receiv’d his love ? 

PoL What do you think of me ? 

King, As of a man faitliful and ln)noura})le. 

Pol, 1 would tain prove so. But what might you 
tliink. 

When I had soon this hot love on the wing, — 

As I perceiv’d it, I must tell you that, 

Before my daughter told mo, — ^what might you, 

Or my dear majesty your queen hero, think, 

It* I had ])lay’d tlio desk or table-book ; 

Or given iny hoarf a winking, mute and dumb ; 

Or look’d upon this love witli idle sight ; — 

What might you think ? No, I went round to work, 

And my young mistress thus I did hosj)eak ; 

Lord Hamlet is a 2 )rinee, out of thy star 
Tliis must not l)<‘ and then I ])reci‘pts gave her, 

Tliat she should lock Jjerself from his resort. 

Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 

Which done, she took the fruits of my advice ; 

And he, repulsed, — a short tide to make, — 

Kell into a sadness ; then into a fast; 

Tlienco to a watch ; thence into a wc‘akness ; 

Thence to a lightness ; and, by tliis declension, 

Into the madness wherein now ho raves, 

And all we mourn for. 

King, Do you think ’tis this ? 

Queen, It may be, very likely. 

PoL Hath there been such a time — I’d fiiin know that — 
That I have positively said ’Tis so,” 

, When it prov’d otlierwise ? 

Kmg, 


Not that I know. 
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P6L \jpointing to liia head and a}umlder\ Take this from 
this, if this be otherwise : 

If circumstances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Witliin the centre. 

King. How may wo try it fiirther ? 

Pol. You know, sometimes ho walks four hours together 
Here in tlio lobby/^^^ 

Queen. So he docs, indeed/®®^ 

Pul. At such a time I’ll loose my daughter to him : 

Bo you and I behind an arras then ; 

Murk the encounter : if he love her not, 

And bo not from liis reason full’n thereon, 

Let mo bo no assistant for a state, 

But keej) a farm and carters. 

King. Wo will try it. 

Queen. But, look, where sadly the i)oor 'wretch comes 
rbading. 

Pol. Away, 1 do beseech you, botli away : 

I’ll board him presently : — O, give me leave. 

King^ Quee?if and Attendants. 

Enter IlAMLm’, reading. 

How docs iny good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. AVell, God-a-mercy. 

Pol. Do you know me, my lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well ; you are a fislmiongor. 

Pol. Not I, my lord. 

Ham. Then 1 would you were so honest a man. 

Pol. Honest, my lord I 

Ham. Ay, sir ; to be honest, as tliis world goes, is to be 
one man picked out of ten thousand. 

Pol. That’s very true, my lord. 

Ham. For if tlie sun breed maggots in a dead dog, being 
a god kissing oarrion,^®^) — Have you a daughter ? 

Pol. I have, my lord. 

Ham. Let her not walk i’ the sun : conception is a bless- 
ing ; but not as your daughter may conceive : — friend, look 
to’t. 

Pol. [cwttfe] How say you by that? Still harping on my 
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daughter : — yet he knew me not at first ; ho said I was a fish- 
monger ; he is far gone, far gone : and truly in my youth I 
Buffered much extremity for love ; very near this. I’ll speak 
to him again. — What do you read, my lord ? 

Ham, Words, words, words. 

Pol, What is die matter, my lord ? 

Ham, Between who ? 

Pol, I mean, tlie matter that you read, my lord. 

Ham, Slanders, sir : for tlio satiricid rogue says here, tliat 
old men have gray beards ; that their faces are wrinkled ; 
their eyes purging thick amber and plum -tree gum; and 
that they have a plentiful lack of wit, together with most 
weak liams: all which, sir, though I most j>owerfully and 
potently believe, yet I laold it not honesty to ha\'e it thus sot 
down ; for you yom*self, sir, sliould bo old as 1 am, if, like a 
crab, you could go backward. 

Pol, [aside] Though this be madness, yet there is method 
in’t. — ^Will you walk out of tlie air, my lord? 

Ham, Into my grave ? 

Pol, Lidced', that is out o’ the air. — [Aside] How preg- 
nant sometimes his replies are I a happiness that often madness 
hits on, which reason and sanity could not so prosperously bo 
delivered of- I will leave him, aixd suddenly contrive tlie 
means of meeting between him and my daughter. — My hon- 
ourable lord, I will most humbly take my leave of you- 

Ham, You cannot, sir, take from mo any thing that I 
will more willingly j)art withal, — except my life, except my 
life, except my life. 

Pol, Fare you well, my lord. 

Ham, Tliese tedious old fools ! 

Eater Bosencbantz and Guildenstern. 

Pol, You go to seek the Lord Hamlet ; there he is. ^ 

Pos, [to Poloidus] God save you, sir! [Exit Pohnius, 

Guil, My honoured lord I 

Has, My most dear lord I 

Ham, My excellent good friends ! How dost thou, Guild- 
enstern ? Ah, Hosencrantz ! Good lads, how do ye both ? 

Po8, As the indifferent children of the earth. 

GuiX, Happy, in that wo are not overhappy ; 
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On Fortuno*B cap wo’ro not the very button. 

Ham, Nor tlie soles of her shoe ? 

Ros, Neither, my lord. 

JTarn, Then you live about her waist, or in the middle of 
her favours ? 

Giiil, Faith, lior privates we. 

Ilani, In the S(*eret i)arts of Fortune? O, most true ; she 
is a strumpet. What’s the news ? 

lion. None, my lord, but tliat the world’s grown honest. 

Ilam, Then is doomsday near : but your news is not 
true. Let mo question more in particular : what have you, 
my good friends, deserved at the hands of Fortune, that she 
sends you to prison hither ? 

Giiil, Prison, my lord ! 

Ham, Doiimai’k’s a prison. 

lion. Then is tlie world one. 

Ham, A goodly one ; in Avliieh there are many confines, 
wards, and dungeons, Denmark being one o’ the worst. 

lion. We think not so, my lord. 

Ilam, Why, tla'ii, ’tis none to yon : for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it so : to me it is a 
prison. 

Ron, Why, then, your ambition makes it one ; ’tis too 
narrow for 3 ’our mind. 

Ham, O God, 1 eoidd bo bounded in a nut -shell, and 
count myself a king of infinite si)ace, w('ro it not that I hav'e 
bad dreams. 

Gail. Which dreams, indi*ed, are ambition; for the very 
substance* of the ambitious is mt*rely the sliadow of a dream. 

Ham, A dream itself is but a shadow. 

Ron, Truly, and 1 hold ambiti<m of so airy and light a 
quality, that it is but a sliadow’s shadow. 

Ham, Then are our beggars bodies, and our monarchs 
and outstretclied heroes the beggars’ shadows. Shall we to 
the court ? for, by my fay, I cannot reason. 

Ron, Gail, We’ll wait upon you. 

Ham, No such matter : I will not sort you with the rest 
of my servants ; for, to speak to you like an honest man, I 
am most dreadfully attended. But, in the beaten way of 
fiiendship, what make you at Elsinore ? 
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72o5. To visit you, my lord ; no otlier occasion. 

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am oven poor in thanks ; but 
I thank you : and sure, dear friends, my tlianks are too dear 
a halfpenny/fi®^ AVero yrm not sent for? Is it your own 
inclining ? Is it a free visitation ? Come, deal justly witli 
mo : come, come ; nay, sjjcak. 

Guil. What should we say, iny lord ? 

11am. Why, any tiling — hut to the purpose. You were 
sent for ; and there is a kind of confession in 'vour looks, which 
your modesties have not craft enerngh to colour : 1 know the 
good king and queen ]iav(‘ sent for you. 

lion. To what end, my lord ? 

Ham. Tliat you must tt‘aeh mo. But lot me conjuro 
you, by the rights of our fellowshi]), by the cjonsonancy of our 
youtli, by the obligati(JH of oiu* ever-jirosorved love, and by 
what more dear a better proposer could charge you w ithal, be 
even and direct with me, w heather you wiu’c sent for, or no? 

Ros. [a is Id e to What say you ? 

Ham. Nay, then, I have an eye of you. — If you 

love me, hold not off. 

Gull. My lord, wc wore sent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why ; so shall my anticipation pre- 
vent your discovciy, and your s(‘crccy to the king aiul qu<*cn 
moult no feather. 1 luue <ifhiU* — ^Ijut wluTcforc 1 know 
not — lost all my mii’th, forgoiu' jdl custom of exercises; and, 
indeed, it goes so hca\iJy wntli my dis])(>sition, that tliis goodly 
frame, the earth, seems to me a sterile jiroinontory ; this most 
exc€‘llent canojiy, the air, look you, this brave* o'erhanging 
finnainent,^®^^ this majestical roof frt*tted wdth gold(*n fire, — 
why, it ajipears no other thing to me than a foul and pestilent 
congregation of A’apours. AVhat a piece of work is man 
how noble in reason ! bow infinite in faenhies ! in form and 
moving .how express and admirable ! in action how like an 
angel ! in apprehension how like a god ! the beauty of they, 
world I the paragon of animals ! And yet, to me, what is tliis 
quintcBsenco of dust ? man delights not me ; no, nor woman 
neither, though by your smiling you st*cm to say so. 

Ito8. My lord, there was no sueh stuff in my thoughts. 

Ham. Why did you laugh, then, when I said man de- 
lights not me” ? 
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Ito8. To tliink, my lord, if you delight not in man, what 
lenten entertainment the players shall receive from you : we 
ooted them on tlie way ; and hither are they coming, to offer 
you service. 

Ham, lie that plays the king shall be welcome, — his 
majesty sliall liave tribute of me; ilie adventurous knight 
shall use his foil and target ; the lover shall not sigh gratis ; 
the humorous man shall end his part in i>eace ; the clown 
shall mak(j those laugh whose lungs are tickled o’ the sere ; 
and the lady shall say her mind freely, or the blank verse 
shall halt for’!. — ^What jdayers arc they? 

liott. Even those you were wont to take such delight in, 
the tragedians of the city. 

JIani. How chances it they travel? their residence, both 
in rcimtation and profit, was betU^r both waj's. 

Jlos, 1 tliink their inhibition comes by the means of the 
late innovation. 

Ham, Do they hold tlie same estimation tliey did when I 
was in the city ? are they so followed ? 

1{os, No, indeed, they are not. 

Ham, How eoim*s it? do th(*y grow rusty? 

Jtoif, Nay, their eiuh^avour k(*ej)s in the wonted ^pace: 
but there is, sir, an aery of ehiltlreii, little eyas es, that cry 
out on th(* top of (j^uestion, and are most tyrannically claj>ped 
for’t: thes(* are now tli(» tiishion ; and so heratlle^^*^^ the com- 
mon stages, — so they call tla'in, — that many wearing rapiers 
are afraid of goose-quills, and dare scfirce come tliithor. 

Ham, AVhat, are they children? who maintains ’em? 
how are they escot(*d? Will they pursue the quality no 
longer tlian they cun sing ? will tliey not say afterwards, if 
they should grow tliomscivos to common players, — as it is 
most like,^^*'^^ if their means are no better, — their writers do 
them wrong, to make them exclaim against their own suc- 
cession ? 

Ros, Faith, there has been much to do on both sides ; 
and tlie nation holds it no sin to torro tliem to controversy : 
there was, for a wliile, no money bid for argument, unless 
the poet and the player wqnt to cuffs in the question. 

Harn, Is’t possible ? 

Guil, O, there has been much tlirowing about of brains 
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Ham. Do the boys carry it away ? 

Bx>s. Ay, tliat they do, my lord ; Hercules and his load 

too. 

Ham. It is not very strange; for my uncle is king of 
Denmark, and those that w'ould make mows at him while 
my fatlicr lived, give twenty, forty, fifty, an hundred ducats 
a-piece for his picture in little. ’Sblood, there is something 
in this more than natural, if philosophy eould find it out. 

\Flourt8h of trumpets within. 

Gull. Tliero arc the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are w(*leom(‘ to Elsinf)re, Your 
hands, comt* : the appurtenance of w(»loomo is fitshion and 
ceremony : let me comply with you in this garb ; lest my 
extent to the j)layers, which, I tell you, must show fairly 
outAvard, should more appear like entertainment than yours. 
You are welcome ; but my uncle-father and aunt-mother luro 
deceived. 

Guil. In what, my dear lord ? 

Ham. I am but mad north-north-west : when the wind is 
southerly I know a hawk from a handsaw. 

Enter Polonius. 

Eol. Well bo with you, gentlemen ! 

# m. Hark you, GuildcmshTii ; — and you too ; — at each 
oar a hearer ; that great baby you see there is not yet out of 
Ills swaddling-elouts. 

Eos. Happijy he’s the second time come to them; for 
they say an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. I will ])rophcsy he comes to tell mo of the ])laycrB ; 
mark it. — You say right, sir: o’ Monday morning; ’twas 
then, indeed. 

Pol. My lord, I have news to toll you. 

Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you. When lloscius 
was an aetor in Rome, — 

PoL The actors arc come hither, my lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz ! 

Pol. Upon mine honour, — 

Ham. Tlien came each actor on his ass, — * 

• Then came each actor on hia asSy — ] “This seems to bo a line of a 
ballad.^ Johnbok. 
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Pol, Tlio best actors in the world, either for tragedy, 
comedy, liistory, pashjral, i>astoral-comical, historical-pas- 
toral, iragicttl-liibtorical, tragical-comical-historical-pastoral, 
scono iiidividabli', or p*)om unlimited : Seneca cannot bo too 
heavy, nor I’lautus too light. For the law of writ and the 
liberty, tlichc are tlie <>nly men.^^^^ 

Ham. O Jcplitliali, judge of Israel, what a treasure hadst 
thou I 

Pol. What treaaure^^^^ had ho, my lord ? 

Ham. AVh}', 

“ Ouo fair daughter, and no more,* 

The 'wliicli he loved passing 'well.” 

Pol. Still oil my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i’ the right, old Jephthah? 

Pol. If you call me Jc‘])hihah, my lord, I have a daughter 
that I lo\e passing well. 

Ham. Nay, that iblhnvs md. 

Pol. Whai'follo>vs, then, my lord? 

Ham. AVliy, 

As l)y lot, God M oi,” 

and then, you know, 

“ It came to ]>ass, as most like it was,” — 
tlio first row of tlu* })ious chanson ^ will show you more ; 
for look, 'where my abridgnieni comes. 

Pntcr four or five Players. 

You are welcome, masters ; welcome, all ; I am glad to see 
yc well ; 'welcome, good fri(*nds.^<o ^ — O, my old friend ! thy 
face is 'valancc^d^^^^ since 1 saw thee last; comest tliou tx) 

* Our fair tlaugltlrr.autJ 7w tuori lIcrcTTamlct proceeds to quote 

the opening ot the Imilud of Jij}hfhah Jmhje of Israel; 

*‘ Have ^’■ou not hoard many years ago 
Jej>tha >\ns judge t>f Kiael ? 

TIo had our oiilj thuujhirr and no mo^ 

TJui trhirh Itr loved passing well: 

And, riA hg loli, 

(wod leoi. 

It so canu to pass, 

./U God’s will was. 

That great wars‘ there should he, 

And none should lie chosen chief but he.’* 

Percy’s Itil. of A. E. roetnj, vol. i. p, 190, ed, 1794. 
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beard me in Denmark? — What, my young lady and mis- 
tress I By ’r lady, yt)ur ladysln}3 is nearer to heaven than 
when I saw you last by the altitude of a chopine. Pray 
God, your voice, like a piece of unoun’cnt goIc[7 be not 
cracked within the ring. — Masters, you are all welcome. 
We’ll e’en to’t h’ke French falconers, fly at any tiling wo 
see : we’ll have a speech straight : come, give us a taste of 
your quality ; come, a ])assionato speech. 

First Play, What speech, my lord ? 

Ham, I heard tlujc sj>eak me a speech once, — but it was 
never acted ; or, if it was, not above on(»e ; for the J)lay, I 
remember, pleased not tlie million ; 'twas ca viare to tlic 
general : but it was — as I receivt'd it, and others, whoso 
judgments in such matters ened ir^ the top of mine — an 
excellent l>lay, well digtjsted in tlic set'iics, set down with 
as much modesty as cunning. I remember, one said there 
were no saUcts in the lines^^'*^-' to make the matter sa\ouiy, 
nor no in at tor in the jdirasc that might hidict the author of 
affociio n but called it an honest iiu^thod, as wholesome 
as sweet, and hy very much more liandsomo than flue. 
One speech in it 1 chiefly loved ; ’twas Mnvnf^* tale to Dido ; 
and thereabout of it csj)cciaJly where he speaks of Priam’s 
slaughter : if it live in yom’ nienior}", begin at this lino ; — ^let 
i^e s,ee, lot me see ; 

“ The rugged I’yrrlius, like tli’ Hyrcanian beast,” 

— ’tis not so : — ^it begins with Pyrrhus ; 

“ Tlie rugged Pyrrhus, — ^hc whose sable arms, 

Black as his puri)ose, did the night resemble 
When he lay couched in the ominous horse, — 

Hath now this dread and black complexion smear'd 
With heraldiy more dismal ; licad to foot 
Now is he total gute ; horridly trick’d 
With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, sons, 

Bak’d and impasted with the parching streets, 

Tliat lend a tyrannous and damned light 
To their vile murders : roasted in wrath and fire, 

And thus o’er-sized with coagulate gore, 

With eyes like carbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus 
Old grandsire Priam seeks.” — 

So, proceed you. 
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P6L ’Fore Qod, my lord^ well spoken^ with good accent 
and good discrotion. 

First Play. ** Anon he finds him 

Striking too short at Greeks ; his antique sword, 

Bebellious to his arm, lies where it falls, 

Hepngnant to command : unequal match’d, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives ; in rage strikes wide ; 

But with the whiff and wind of his fell sword 
Th’ unnerved father falls. Then senseless Ilium, 

Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his base ; and with a hideous crash 
Takes prisoner Pyrrhus’ c ar : for, lo ! his sword. 

Which was declining on the milky head 
Of reverend Priam, seem’d i’ th’ air to stick : 

So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood ; 

And, like a neutral to his will and matter, 
l)id nothing. 

But, as wo often see, against some storm, 

A silence in the heavens, the rack stand still, 

Tlio bold winds speechless, and the orb below 
As hush as death, anon the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region ; so, after Pyrrhus* pause. 

Aroused vengeance sets him new a-work ; 

And never did the Cyclops’ hammers fall 
On Mars his armour, forg’d for proof etemc. 

With less remorse than Pyrrhus’ bleeding sword 
Now falls on Priam. — 

Out, out, thou stnimpet, Fortune ! All you gods. 

In general synod, take away her power ; 

Break all the spokes and fellies from her wheel. 

And bowl the round nave down the hiU of heaven. 

As low as to tlic fiends 1” 

Pol. This is too long. 

Ham. It shall to the barber’s, with your beard. — Prithee, 
say on : — he’s for a jig or a talc of bawdry, or he sleeps : — 
say on ; come to Hecuba. 

First Plmf. “ But who, O, who had seen the mobled queen—” 
Ham. The moblod queen” ? 

Pol. Tliat’s good ; “ mobled queen” is good* 

First Play. “ Run barefoot up and down, threatening the flames 
With bisson rheum ; a clout upon that head 
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Where late the diadem stood ; and for a robe, 

About her lank and all o*er -teembd loins, 

A blanket, in th* alarm of fear caught up — 

Who this had seen, with tongue in venom steep'd, 

’Gainst Fortune’s state would treason have pronounc’d : 

But if the gods themselves did see her then, 

When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sport 
In mincing with his sword her husband’s limbs. 

The instant burst of clamour that she made — 

Unless things mortal move them not at all — 

Would have made ^Ich the burning eyes of heaven. 

And passion in the gods.” 

Pol. Look, wher ho lias not turned his colour, and has 
tears in’s eyes. — Pray you, no more. 

Ham. ’Tis well ; I’ll have theo s])oak out the rest soon. — 
Good my lord, will you see the players well hostowed ? Do 
you hoar, let them be well used; for tlioy are the abstract' 
and brief chronicles of tlie time : after your death you wore 
bettor have a bad epitaph than their ill report while you live. 

Pol. My lord, I will use them according to their desert. 

Ham. God’s bodykins, man, better : use every man after i 
his desert, and who should scape whipping? Use them after 
your own honour and dignity : tlie loss tliey deserve, the more 
merit is in your bounty. Take them in. 

Pol. Como, sirs. 

Ham. Follow him, friends : we’ll hear a play to-morrow. 

\_Pxit Pohtiius with all the Players except the First. 
Dost thou hoar me, old friend ; can you play the Murder of 
Gk)nzago ? 

First Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. We’ll ha’t to-morrow night. You could, for a need, 
study a speech of some dozen or sixteen lines, which I would 
set down and insert in’t, could you not ? 

^gst Play. Ay, my lord. 

Jac^ Very well. — Follow that lord ; and look you mock 
him not. [^Fxit First Player.'] My good friends. I’ll leave you 
till night : you are welcome to Elsinore. 

Itos. Good my lord ! 

7/aw. Ay, so, God b’ wi’ yo ! [^Exeunt Poseti. and Guil.] 
Now I am alone. 
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O, what a rogue and peasant slave am 1 1 
Is it not inoiistroiiSj that this jdayer here^ 

But in a fiction, in a dream of passion, 

Could ft>rec his soul so to his own conceit, 

That, from her working, all his visage wann’d ; 

Tears in his eyes, distraction in’s aspect, 

A broken voice, and his whole functio n suiting 
Witli Ibrrns to his conceit? and all for nothing 1 
For Hecuba ! 

Wliat’s Hecuba to liim^ o r ho to JFIecuba, 

^Tliat lu‘ slioidd we<^),for,hcr ? Wliut would he do, 

ILkI 1i(^ the motive and the cue for passion 

That I have ? lie would drown the stage with tears, 

And cleave ilic gcmeral ear with Imrrid s])eecli ; 

Make mad the guilty, and a]»pal the free. 

Confound the ignorant ; and amaze, indeed, 

The very faculties of eyps and cars. 

Yet I, 

A dull and muddy-mottlod rascal, T)eak, 

Like J ( )l ni-a-d r(.*ams, un]>reg nant of my cause. 

And can say nothing ; no, not for nuking, 

Upon whose j)r(»perty and most dear life' 

>A damn’d defeat >\ as made. Am I a coward ? 

Wlio calls me villain? bn»al\S my pate across? 

Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ? 

Tweaks me by the nose ? gives mo the lie i’ the tliroat, 
As deep as to the lungs? who dues me this, ha? 
’Swoiiiids, I should take it : for it cannot bo 
But I am ])ig('on-liver’d, and lack gall 
To make o]>])ression bitter or, ere this, 

I shoidd have fath'd all the region kites 

With this slaveV offal ; — ^liloody, bawdy villain 1 

Remorseless, tri'aeherous, lecherous, kiiidless villain I 

O, vengc'anec' ! 

Why, what an ass am I ! Tin?* is most brave, 

Tliat I, the son of a <lear father murder’d, 

Promj)tod to my rt'veiige by heaven and hell, 

Must, like a whore, uupaek my heart with words, 

And fall a-cm*sing, hko a very drab, 

A scullion ! 
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Fie upon’t I foil ! — ^About, my brain ! I’ve heard 
That guilty creatures sitting at a play 
Have by the very cunning of the scene 
Been struck so to the soul, that presently 
They have 2>i*oclaini’d their malefactions ; 

For murde r, though it h^’e no tongu^ will sjie ak 
With m ost miraculous organ. I’ll nave these players 
Play something like the murder of my father 
Before mine uncle : I’ll observe his looks ; 

I’ll tent him to the quick : if he but blench, 

I know my course. Tlio spirit tliat 1 have seen 
May bo the devil : and the devil hath pc»wor 
T’ assume a jdeasing shape ; vea, and j)erhaps 
Out of iny weakness and my melaucdioly, 

As ho is very potent with Hueh spirits, 

Abuses mo to damn me : I’ll have grounds 

More r elativ e than this : — the play’s tlii' thing 

Wherein I’ll catch tlio conscience of the king. \ExU. 


ACT III. 

Scene I. Elsinore, A room in ike castle. 

Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Robenorantz, and 

Guil.denbteux. 

King, And can you, by no drift of circumstance, 

Get from him why hc» ])uts on this confusion, 

Grating so harshly all his days of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacy ? 

Eos, He does confess he feels himself distracted ; 

But from what cause ho will by no means speak. 

Guil, Nor do we find him forward to be sounded ; 

But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof. 

When wo would bring him on to some confession 
Of his true state. 
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Queen. Did he receive you well ? 

lios. Most like a gentleman. 

Guil. But with much forcing of his disposition. 

Mo8. Niggard of question ; but, of our demands, 

Most free in liis re])ly. 

Queen. Did you assay him 

To any pastime ? 

Jios. Madam, it so foil out, that certain players 
Wo o^or-raught on the way : of those we told liim ; 

And tlicrc did soem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it : they are about the court ; 

And, as I think, they liavo already order 
Tliis night to play before him. 

Pol. ’Tis moat true : 

And ho beaeocli’d me to entreat yoiu* majesties 
To hear and see the mailer. 

King. With all my heart; and it doth much content mo 
To hear him so ineliii’d. — 

Good gentlemen, gi\c him a further edge. 

And drive his pur}) 08 e on to these delights. 

Pos. We shall, my lord. 

\^K£ceunt Jloseiierantz and Guildenstem. 
King. Sweet Gc^rtrude, leave us too ; 

For w<» have eloso ly sent for Hamlet hither, 

Tliat lu', as ’twere by accident, may here 
Affront Ophelia : 

Her fatlior and myself — lawful espials — 

Will so bestow ourselves that, seeing, unseen, 

We may of their encounter frankly judge ; 

And gather by him, as he is behav’d. 

If ’t bo til’ afHietion of his love or no 
That tlius he suiters for. 

Quem. 1 shall obey you : — 

And for your part, Ophelia, 1 do wish 
That your good beauties be Hie ha}>py cause 
Of Hamlet’s wiltlness : so shall 1 hope your virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again. 

To both your honours. 

Op/i. Madam, I wish it may.^^^^ [Kait Queen. 

Pol. Ophelia, walk you here. — Graciou s, so please you, 
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We will bestow ourselves. — [To Ophelia] Read on this book ; 
Tliat show of such an exercise may colour 
Your loneliness. — We're oft to blame in this, — 

’Tis too much prov’d, — ^that wifli devotion’s visage 
And pious action we do sugar o’er 
The devil himself. 

Kintj. [aside] 0, His too ti*ue ! 

How smart a lash that speech doth give my oonscicnco ! 

Tlio harlot’s cheek, Iw^autied with plastering art, 

Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it 
Than is my deed to my most painted woi*d : 

0 heavy burden I 

PoL I hear him coming : let’s withdniw, my lord. 

[Exeunt Kimj and Polonixis. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. To bo, or not to be, — that is tlio question : — 
Wliethcr ’tis nobler in the mind to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fi)rtuiic,^7^^ 

Or to take arms against a sea of ti’oubles. 

And by opposing end them ? — To die, — to sleep, — 

No more ; and by a sleep to say we end 
Tlio heart-ache, and tltb thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to, — ’tis a consummation 
Devoutly to bo wish’d. To die, — to sleep ; — 

To sleep I perchance to dream : — ay, there's the rub ; 

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come. 

When we have shuffled off’ this mortal coil. 

Must give us pause : there’s the r^ggoct 
That makes calamity of so long life ; 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time. 

Til’ oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely, 

Tlie pangs of despis’d love, the law’s delay. 

The insolence of office, and the spurns 
T^at patient merit of th’ unwortliy takes. 

When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin ? who would fardel s bear,^^^^ 

To grunt and sweat under a weary life. 

But that the dread of something after death, — 

The undiscover’d country, from whose bourn 
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No traveller returns, — ^puzzles the will, 

And makes us ratlicr bear those ills we liave 
Tlian fly to others that we know not of? 

Tlius eoiisciciieo docs make cowards of us all ; 

And thus the native line of resolution 
Is sicklicd o’er with tlie pale cast of thought ; 

And enterprises of great pith and moment, 

With this regard, their currents turn a^vry. 

And lose the name of action. — Soft you now ! 

The fair Ophelia ! — Nymiih, in thy orisons 
Bo all my sins remember’d. 

Ojilu Good my lord, 

How does your honour for this many a day ? 
llaiYu I humbly thank you ; well, w(dl, well. 

Oph. My lord, I have romcinbranccs of yours, 

Tliat I have longed long to re-deliver ; 

I pray you, now receive them. 

i/am. No, not I ; 

I never gave you aught. 

Opli. My honour’d lord, you know right well yoii did ; 
And, with them, words of so sweet biseath compos'd 
As made the things more rich : their perfume lost. 

Take those again ; for to th(5 noble mind 
<Ilich gifts Avax poor when givers prove unkind. 

There, my Itird. 

Ham, Ha, ha I arc you honest ? 

Oph, My lord ? 

11am, Are you fair? 

Oph, What means your lordship ? 

Ham, Tliai if you be honest and fair, your honesty should 
admit no discourse to your beauty. 

Ojlt, Could beauty, my lord, have better commerce tlian 
with honesty 

Ham, Ay, truly ; for the power of beauty will sooner 
transform honest;^" from v^diat it is to a bawd than the forae 
of honesty can translate beauty into his likeness : this was 
Bometimo a paradox, but now the time gives it proof. I did 
love you once. 

Oph, Indeed, my lord, you made mo believe so. 

Ham. You should not have believed me ; for virtue can- 
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not so inoculate our old stock, but we shall relish of it : I 
loved you not. 

Oph. I was the more deceived. 

Ham, Get thee to a nunnery: why 'wouldst thou bo a 
breeder of sinners ? I am myself imliffe ront honest : but 
yet I could aeeusc mo of sueh things, that it were better my 
mother had not borne mo : I am very proud, revengeful, 
ambitions; with more offences at my beck^^"^ than I have 
thoughts to put them in, imagination to give tliom shai)e, or 
time to act them in. What sliould such fellows as 1 do 
crawling between earth and heaven? Wi' ai't* arrant knaves, 
all ; believe none of us. Go thy ways to a iiumiery. Whore’s 
your father ? 

Oph, At home, my lord. 

Ham, Let the doors bo shut upon him, that he may play 
the fool no where but in’s own house. Farewell. 

Oph, O, lielj) him, you sweet heavens I 

Ham, If thou dost marry. I’ll give ihoo this plague for 
thy dowuy, — bo thou as chaste as ice, as jairo as snow, thou’ 
shalt not escape calumny. Got thee to a numiery, go : faro-j 
well. Or, if thou wilt needs many, ’marry a fool; for wdse 
men know well enough wdiat monsters you make of tlicm. 
To a nunnery, go ; and qui(?kly too. Farewell. 

Opli, O heavenly ])o^vers, restore him ! 

Ham, I have heard of our paintings too, well enough ; 
God has given you one face, and you make yourselves ano- 
tlier : you jig, you amble, and you lisp, and nickname (jrod’s 
creatures, and make your wantonness your ignorance. Go 
to, I'll no more on’t ; it hath made mc‘ mad. I say, w(' will 
have no more marriages : those that are marrit'd alrt*adj", all 
but one, shuU live ; the rest shall kcej) as they are. To a 
nunnery, go. [ Exit, 

Oph, O, what a noble mind is here o’erthrown ! 

Tlie courtier’s, soldi('r’s, scholar’s eye, tongue, sword ; 

Tk’ expectancy and rose of the fair state, 

' Tlic glass of fashion and the nnmld of form, 

Til’ obseiw’d of all observers, — finite, (juite dow^n ! 

And I, of ladies most deject au<l wretched, 

Tliat suck’d the honey of his music vows. 

Now see that noble and most sovereign reason, 
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Like Bwoot bells jangled, out of tune and harsh ; 

That unmatch’d form and feature of blown youth 

Blasted with ccsta^jr : 0, woe is mo 

T’ havo soon what I have seen, see what I seo ! 

Re-enter King and Polonius. 

King. Love ! his affections do not that way tend ; 

Nor what ho hj)ak<», though it lack’d form a little, 

Was not like madness. There’s sonietliing in his soul, 

O’er which his melancholy sits on brood ; 

And I do doubt the hatch and the disclose 
Will bo some danger : which for to prevent, 

1 have in quick determination 

Thus set it down : — he shall with speed to England, 

For the demand of our neglected tribute : 

Ha})ly, the sc*as, and countries different, 

With variable ol)j(‘cts, shall expel 

Tliis somethirfg-setth'd matter in his heart ; 

Whereon his brains still beating ])uts him thus 
From fashion of himself. What think you oii’t? 

l^ol. It shall do well : but yet do I Isdieve 
The origin and coinimaicemcnt of his grief 
Sprung from neglected lov(\ — How now, 0])helia! 

You need not tell us wliat Lord Hamlet said ; 

We heard it all. — My lord, do as you please; 

But, if you hold it tit, sifter tlu' play, 

Let his queen mother all alone imtreat him 
To show his grief: let lier be roiuid witli him; 

And I’ll be plac'd, so please you, in the ear 
Of all their eonfi»rence. If she find him not, 

To England send him ; or confine him where 
Your wisdom best shall think. 

King. It shall be so : 

Madnoss in great ones must not unwatch’d go. [ExemiU 
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Scene II. The same. A hall in the same. 

Enter Hamlet and several Players. 

Ham. Spoak tlio si)cecli, I 2 >ray you, as I pronounced it 
to you, trippinpjly on tlio tongue : but if you mouth it, as 
many of your jdayers do, I liad as lief the town-erier spoko 
my linos. Nor do noi saw ilio air too muoli with your hand, 
thus preiitly : for in iho very torrent, tenij)ost, 

and, as I may say, the whirlwiial of ))assir>n, you must ac- 
quire and beget a temporal ic*e that may give it smoothness. 
O, it ollbiids mo to iho soul to hear a rolmstious ])ori wig- 
pat ed fellow tear a jiassion to tatters, to very rags, to P})lit 
tlio ears of the groundlings, who, for the most part, aro 
capable of iiotliingTGiit inexplicable dumb-shows and noise: 
I woidd have such a f<*llow whijiped for o’erdoing Tt*rma- 
gant ; it out-herods Ilerrid : pray you, avoid it. 

First Play. I warrant your honour. 

Ham. 13o not too tame neither, but lot your own discre- 
tion be yoiu' tutor : suit the action to the word, tlio word to 
the action ; witli this special observance, that you oVrsteji not 
tlio modesty of nature : for any thing so overdone is from 
the purpose of playing, whose end, both at tlio first and now, 
was and is, to hold, as ’tweri*, the mirror up tt> nature ; to 
show virtue her own fi'uiure, scorn her own image, and the 
very agg and body of the time liis form and pressure. Now, 
tliis overdone, or conn' tardy though it make the un- 

skilful laugh, cannot but make the judicious grieve ; the cen- 
sure of the which one must, in your allowance, o’erweigh a 
whole theatre of others. O, there be players that I have scon 
play, — and hoard others praise, and that liiglily, — ^not to speak 
it profanely, that, neither having the accent of Christians, nor 
the gait of Christian, pagan, nor man,^^^^ have so strutt(*d and 
bellowed, that I have thought some of nature’s journeymen 
had made men, and not made them well,^®i^ tJicy imitated hu- 
manity so abominably. 

First Play. I hope we have reformed that indifferently with 
us, sir. 

Ham. O, reform it altogether. And let those that play 
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I your clowns speak no more than is sot down for them : for 
there be of them that will themselves laugh, to sot on some 
guantity of barren spectators to laugh too; though, in the 
moan time, some lU'cessaiy ciuestion of tlie play be then to bo 
considered : that’s villanous, and shows a most pitiful ambi- 
tion in tlie fool that uses it. Go, make you ready. 

\Exenrd Players, 

Pnter Polonius, Hohenckantz, ami Guildenstern. 

How now, my lord ! will the king hear this piece of work ? 
Pol. And the queen too, and that presently. 

Ham. Bid the players mak(‘ haste, \_Kyu PolonUi8.~\ Will 
you two holj> to hasten them ? 

Ros. GuiL Wo will, my lord. 

yKxomii Roscncrantz and Guildenstem. 
Ham. What, ho, lIoi*atio ! 

Enter Horatio. 

IJor. Hero, sweet lor<l, at your service. 

IJam. Horatio, thou art e\‘n as just a man 
As o’er niy <*()nversation eo]Al 'withal. 

Ilor. O, my dear lord, — 

Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter ; 

For what advancement may I hope from tlico, 

Tliat no rcMMiiio hast, but thy good sjnrits, 

To feed ainl clothe tliee? Why should the poor bo flatter’d? 
No, let the candi(»d tongue lick absiu'd pomp ; 

And crook the pr egnan t hinges of the knee 
Whore thriA may follow fawning. Dost thou hear ? 

Since my dciu* soul was mistress of her choice, 

And could of men distinguish, her election 
^Haih scal’d thee for herself : for thou hast been 
As one, in suftering all, that suffers nothing ; 

JA man that fortune’s buffets and rewards 

'Hast ta’en with equal thanks : and bless’d are those 

y Whoso blood and judgment arc so well commingled, 

'That they are not a i>ipo for fortune’s Anger 
To sound what stop she 2 >lcase. Give me that man 
That is not passion’s slave, and I will wear him 
In my heart’s core, ay, in my heart of heart, 
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As I do iheo. — Something too much of this. — 

There is a play to-night before the king ; 

One scone of it comes near the circumstance 
Which I have told thee of my father’s death : 

I prithee, when thou .socst that act a-foot, 

Even with the very coinmoni of tli}" soul 
Observe my uncle : if his occulted guilt 
Do not itself mikenncl in one 8j>eech, 

It is a damned ghost that we have soon ; 

And my imaginations arc as fold 
As Vulcan’s stithy. Give him heedful note: 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his tac(‘ ; 

And, after, wo will both our judgmonts join 
In consure of his sooniing. 

ITor, Well, my lord : 

If he steal aught the whilst this play is ])laying, 

And scape detecting, I will 2>ay the theft. 

Ham. They’re coming to the i>lay ; I must be idle : 

Get you a place. 

Danish march. A Jlmtrlsh, Enter King, Qiioon, Polonius, Ophelia, 
Eosencrantz, Ouildknhtern, and others. 

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet ? 

Ham. Excellent, i’ faith; of the chameleon’s dish: I eat’ 
the air, proniise-cranimcd : you cannot feed capons so. 

King. I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet ; these 
words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now . — \^To Poloniiis~\ My lord, you 
played once i’ the university, you say ? 

Pol. That did I, my ’lord; and was accounted a good 
actor. 

Ham. And what did you enact ? 

Pol. I did enact Julius Cajsar: I was killed i’ the Capitol ; 
Brutus killed me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of liim to kill so capital a calf 
there. — Be the players ready ? 

Ro8. Ay, my lord ; they stay upon your i)atiencc. 

Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me. 

Ham. No, good mo^er ; here’s metal more attractive. 

Pol. {to the King"] O, ho 1 do you mark that ? 
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Ham. Lady^ shall I Ho in your lap ? 

\Lying down at OphelicCa feet. 

Opli, No, my lord. 

Ham. I mean, my head upon your lap ? 

Oph, Ay, my lord. 

II am. I3o you tliink I meant country matters ? 

Opli. I tlunk nothing, my lord. 

Ila/n. That’s a fair thought to lie between maids’ legs/®^^ 
Ojdi. What is, my lord ? 

Ham. Noihing. 

Opli. You are merry, my lord. 

Ham. Who, I? 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. O God, your only jig-maker. What should a man 
do but be merry? for, look you, how cheerfully my mother 
looks, and my father died within two hours. 

Oph. Nay, ’tis twice two months, my lord. 

Ham. So long ? Nay, then, let the devil wear black, for 
ll’ll have a suit of sables.^®®^ O heavens ! die two months 
ago, and not forgotten yet? Then ihorc’s hope a great man’s . 
memory may outlive his life half a year : but, by’r lady, he 
must build eluirehes, then ; or else shall lie suffer not think- 
ing on, with the hobby-horse, whoso epitaph is, For, O, 
for, O, the hobby-horse is forgot.” i ' ^ ' 

Uauiboys play. The ditmh-show enters. 

Enter a King and a Quocn very lovingly; the Queen embracing 
/itm, and he her. She kneels^ and makes show' of protestation 
unto him. He takes her wp, and declines his head upon her 
neck: lays him down upon a bank of flowei's : she, seeing him 
asleep y leaves him. Anon comes in a fellow, takes off his crown, 
kisses it, and 2^ou7'S poison in the King’s ears, and exit. The 
Queen returns; finds the King dead, and makes passionate 
action. The Poisoner, with some two or tlu'ee Mutes, comes in 
again, seeming to lament with her. The dead body is carried 
away. The Poisoner wooes the Queen with gifts : she seems 
loth and unwilling awhile, but in the end accepts his love. 

\Exeunt. 

Oph. What means this, my lord ? 

Ham. Marry, this is ml<^ng malleeho ; it means mis- 
chief. 
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Oplu Belike this show imports the argument of the play. 
Enter Prologue. 

Ham. Wo shall know by this fellow : the players cannot] 
keep counsol ; thoy’ll tell all. 

Oph. Will he tell us w'hat this show meant? 

Ham. Ay, or any show that you’ll show him : bo not you r 
ashamed to show, lie’ll nrit shame to toll you what it means. 

Oplu You are naught, you are naught : I’ll mark the 
play. 

Pro. For us, and for our tragedy* 

Here stooping to your clemency, 

We beg your hearing patiently. [^Exit. 

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring ? 

Oph. ’Tis brief, my lord. 

Ham. As woman’s lo\o. 

Enter a King and a Queen. 

P. King. Full thirty times hath Pho'hus’ cart gone round 
Neptune’s salt wash and Tellus’ orh^d ground, 

And thirty dozen moons with borrow’d sheen 
About the world have times twelve thirties been, 

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands, 

Unite commutual in most sacred bands. 

P. Queen. So many journeys may the sun and moon 
Make us again count o’er ere love be done ! 

But, woe is me, you are so sick of late. 

So far from cheer and from your former state. 

That I distrust you. Yet, though I distnist. 

Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must : 

For women’s fear and love hold quantity ; 

In neither aught, or in extremity. 

Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know ; 

And as my love is siz’d, my fear is so : 

Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear ; 

Where little fears grow great, great love grows there. 

P. King. Faith, I must leave thee, love, and shortly too; 
My operant powers their functions leave to do : 

And thou shalt live in this fair world behind, 

Honour’d, belov’d ; and haply one as kind 
For husband shalt thou — 
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P. Queen. O, confound the rest ! 

Su(di love must needs be treason in my breast : 

In second husband let me be accurst ! 

None wed tlie second but who kilPd the first. 

Ham. [aside'] Wormwood, wormwood. 

P. Queen. The instances that second marriage move 
Arc base r espe cts of thrift, but none of love : 

A second time I kill my husband dead 
When second husband kisses me in bed. 

P. King. 1 do believe you think what now you speak ; 
But what wo do determine oft we broalc. 

Purpose is but tlic slave to memory ; 

Of violent birth, but pf»or validity : 

Wliich now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree ; 

But fall, unshaken, wlum they mellow be. 

Most necessary ’tis that we forget 

To ])ay ourselves what b) ourselves is debt : 

^What to onrs('Ives in passion we j)rop(>Ke, 

Tlic x»assion ending, doth the ])urpose lose. 

Tlie violence of citlier grief or joy 

Tlieir own eriactures with thouiselves destroy : 

Wlicre joy most revels, grief doth most lament ; 

Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident. 

This world is not for aye ; nor ’tis not strange 
Tliat even our h)\ es should with our fortunes change ; 

For ’tis a question left us yet to prove, 

TWlietlier love lead fortune, or else fortune love. 

Tlie great man down, you mai-k his favourite flies ; 

The jioor advanc’d makes friends of enemies. 

And hither to dotli love on fortune tend : 
jFor who not uedAs shall never lack a friend ; 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Directly seasons him his enemy. 

But, orderly to end where 1 begun, — 

Our wills and fates do so contrary run, 

That our devices still arc overthrown ; 

J Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own : 

Bo think thou wilt no second husband wed ; 

But die thy thoughts when thy first lord is dead. 

P. Queen. Nor c^rth to me give food, nor heaven light I 
Sport and repose lock from me day and night ! 

To desperation turn my trust and hope ! 
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anchor^ s cheer in prison bo mj scope ! 

Each opposite, that blanks the face of joy, 

Meet what I would have well, and it destroy I 
Both here and hence pursue me lusting strife, 

If, once a widow, ever T be wife I 

Sam. If she should break it now ! 

P. Kin<j. ’Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me here awhile; 
My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with sleej). 

P. Queen. Sleep rock thy brain ; 

And never come mischance between ns twain ! 

Sam. Madam, how like you tbi'^ ? 

Queen. Tlic lady doth protect too much, metliinks. 

Sam. 0, but slio’ll kc<']) her word. 

JChuj. Have you heard tin- argument ? Is there no o ffenp o 
in’t? 

Sam. No, no, th(*y do but jest, jioison in jest ; no offence 
i’ the world. 

King. Wliat do you eall tli<' play ?. 

Sam. The Mous<'-trap. Marr\ , how ? Trojdcally. Tliis 
play is the image of a murder done in Vienna: Goiizago 
is the duke’s name ; liis wife, Bnjitistn : you shall sco anon ; 
’tis a knavish piece of work : hut what o’ that ? your ma- 
jesty, and wo that have free souls, it touches us not : lot the 
galled jade winco, om' withers are iin wrung. 

Enter Lu< cam s. 

This is one Luciaiius, iio])liew to the kijig. 

Oph. You are as good as a cliorusjgjmy lord. 

Ilam. I could interpret between you and your love, if I ' 
could see the puppets dallying. 

Oph. You arc keen, my lord, you arc keen. 

Sam. It would cost you a groaning to take off niy edge. 

Oph. Still better, and worse. 

Sam. So you must take your husbands.^^7) — Begin, mur- 
derer ; pox, leave tliy damnable faces, and begin.^**®> Come : — 
the croaMng raven doth bellow for revenge.* 

* the croahing raven doth hellowfor revenge,'^ Probably a (quotation from 
some play. 


{^Sleeps ^ 
iExit. 
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Xtic/ Thoughts black, hands apt, drags fit, and time agree* 
ing; 

Confederate season, *el6c no creature seeing ; 

Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected. 

With Hecate'b ban thrice blasted, thrice infected, 

Thy natural magic and dire property, 

On wholesome life usurp immediately. 

[^Pours the poison into the sleeper^ a ears^ 
Ilam, He poisons him i’ tho f^arden for ’s estate. His 
name's Gonzago : the story is extant^ and writ in choice 
Italian : you sliall anon how tho murderer gets the love 
of Gonzago’s wife. 

Ojth. Tlio king rises. 

Ham, What, frighted with flflso fire ! 

Queen, How fares my lord ? 

Vol, Gi\ c o’er tlie play. 

King, Give mo some light : — away ! 

All, Lights/ lights, lights ! 

all except Hamlet and Horatio, 

Ham, W^liy, lot tlio stnickon deer go weep,* 

Tho hart ungalled play ; 

For some must watch, while 'some must slcej) : 

So runs tho world away. — 

^ Would not tills, sir, and a forest of feathers, — ^if the rest of 
my fortunes turn Turk with mo, — with two Provincial roses 
on my razed shoos, get mo a fellowship in a ciy of players, 
sir? 

Hor, Half a share. 

Ham, A whole one, I. 

For thou dcst know, 0 Damon dear,f 
Tills realm dismantled was 
Of Jove himself ; and now reigns here 
A very, very — psyock. 

Hor, You might have rhymed. 

Ham, O good Horatio, I’ll take the ghost’s word for a 
thousand pound. Didst porceh c ? 

♦ Why, let the strucken deer go weep, Ac.] In all probability a quotation 
from Rome ballad. 

t 7br thou di»st ktioiv, O Damon dear, &c.] Another quotation, surely ; 
the word ^^pajooh,'' of ooursc, excepted. 
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Hot. Very well, my lord. 

Sam, Upon the talk of the poisoning, ~ 

Sor, I did very well note him. 

Ham, Ah, ha! — Como, some music! come, the record ^ 
ers I — 

For if tho king like not the comedy,* 

Why, then, belike, — ^he likes it not, perdy . — 

Come, some music ! 

Rt-enter Eosenorantz and Guildenbtbrn. 

GruxL Good my kn'd, vouchsafe ino a #ord witli you. 

Ham, Sir, a whole liigt^ry. 

Gxiil, The king, sir, — 

Ham, Ay, sir, what of him* ? 

Ghiil, Is, in his retirement, marvellous distempered. 

Ham, With drink, sir? 

Guil, No, my lord, with eholer. 

Ham, Your wisdom should show itself more richer to sig-' 
nify this to his doctor ; for, for mo to ])ut him to lus purga- 
tion would perhaps jdungo him into more* eholor. 

Guil, Good my lord, jmt your discourse into some frame, 
and start not so wildly from my affair. 

Ham, I am tame, sir : — jironounce. 

Guil, The queen, your mother, in most great affliction of 
spirit, hatli sent mo to you. 

Ham, You are welcome. 

Guil, Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of tho right 
breed. If it shall jileaso you to make me a wholesome an- 
swer, I will do your mother’s commai^ment: if not, yoiu* 
pardon and my return shall be the end. of my business. 

Ham, Sir, I cannot. 

Guil, What, my h)rd ? 

Ham, Make you a wholesome answer ; my wit’s diseased : 
but, sir, such answer as 1 can make, you shall command ; or, 
rather, as you say, my mother : therefore no more, but to tho 
matter : my mother, you say, — 

Ros, Then thus she says ; your behaviour hath struck her 
into amazement and admiration. 

♦ Jibr if the king like not the corned g, 6:c.] Another quotation, it would 
seem. 

VOL. vn. 
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Ham. O wonderful 8on, that can so astorasb a mother ! — 
But is there no sequel at the heels of this mother’s admira- 
tion? impart. 

lio8. 8ho desires to speak with you in her closet^ ere you 
go to bed. 

Ifmn. We shall obey, were she ten times our mother. 
Have you any further trade with us ? 

Has, My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. And do still, by those 2 >iokors and stealers. 

Ros. Good my lord, Avhat is your cause of distemper? 
you do, surely, bar the door uj)on your own l ijber ty, if you 
deny your griefs to your friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack udvaiiccmcnt. 

Ro8. How can that bo, when you have the voice of the 
king himself for your succession in Denmark ? 

Ham. Ay, sir, but While the grass grows,” — ^the pro- 
verb is something musty. 

lie-enter I’layers with recorders. 

0, the recorders: — let me see one.^^^^^ — To withdraw with 
you : — why do y(»u go about to ree()^r the wind of me, as 
if you would driv«' nu* into a toil ? 

Gail. (), my lord, if iny <luty be too bold, ray love is too 
unmannerly. 

Ha7a. I do not well understand that. Will you play upon 
this ])ijK' ? 

Gail. My lord, I cannot. 

Ham. I pray you. 

Gail. Bi'lieve me, I cannot. 

Ham. J do be.sf»ech you.^^1^ 

Gail. T know no touch of it, my lord. 

Ham. ’Tis as easy as lyin g : govern these ventages with 
your finger and thumb, give it breath with your mouth, and 
Jtwdll discourse most eloquent music. Look you,* these are 
the stops. 

Guil. But these cannot I command to any utterance of 
harmony ; I have not the skill. 

//am. Why, look you now, how unworthy a thing you 
Ihoiake of me I You would play upon me ; you would seem 
‘jto" know my stops; you w'ould 2 ^ 1 uck out heart of my 
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mystery ; you would sound me from my lowest note to the: 
top of my compass: and there is much music^ excellent| 
voice, in tliis little organ; yet caiiiiot you make it speak. 
’Sblood, do you think^^2) j ^m easier to be played on than 
a i)ipo ? Call me what instrument you will, though you can 
fi’et mo, you cannot play upon me. 

£iifcr P01.0NIUS. 

God bless you, sir ! 

l^oL My lord, the queen would speak with you, and pre- 
sently. 

Ham, Do you see yonder cloud tliat’s almost in shape of 
a camel ? 

Pol, By the mass, and ’tis like a c‘amel, indeed. 

Ham, Metliinks it is like* a weasel. 

Pol, It is backed like n wc:isel. 

Tlajn, Or like a whale ? 
l^ol. Very like a whale*. 

T[am, Then will 1 come to my niotIu*r by and by. — They 
fool me to the top of niy bent. — 1 will come by and by. 

Pol, I will say so. 

Ham, By and by is easily said. \_Kxit Pohmim ,^ — Leave 
mo, friends. \_Ejceaht Ilor,j and Players. 

’Tis now the very witching time of night, 

Wlicji churchyards ya\^ 11 , and hell its(*lf l>rc»athes out 
Contagion to this world : now t*oiild I drink h«)t blood. 

And do such bitter business as the day 

Would quake to look Sol't ! now to my mother. — 

0 heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever 
The soul of J^Tero enter this firm bosom ; 

Let mo bo eniel, not unnatural : 

1 will s})eak daggers to her, but use nom* ; 

My tongue and soul in tliis be hypocrites, — 

How in my words soever she be shent, 

To give them seals never, my soul, consent I [^Exit. 
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Scene III. A room in the same. 

Enter King, Rosencrantz, and Guildenstern. 

King, I like him not ; nor stands it safe with us 
To let his madness rang e. Therefore prepare you ; 

I your commission will forthwith dispatch, 

And he to England shall along with you ; 

Tlie terms of our e state may not endure 
Hazard so dangerous as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunacies. 

Guil, We will ourselves provide: 

Most holy and religious f^r it is 
To keep those many many bodies safe 
Tliat live and feed upon your majesty. 

Tlio single and pqcidiar life is bound, 

With all the strength and armour of the mind, 

To keep itself from noyanoe ; but much more 
Tliat spirit upon whose weal depend and rest 
Tlio lives of many. The eoase of majesty 
iDies not alone ; but, like a gulf, doth ^fraw 
What’s near it with it : ’tis a massy wheel, 

Fix’d on the summit of the highest mount, 

To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things 
Are mortis’d and adjoin’d ; which, when it falls, 

Each small annexinunt, petty eonsequenco, 

Attends the boisterous ruin. Ne’er alone 
Did tlu‘ king sigh, but with a gi*neral groan. 

King, Arm }’(»u, J jjrav v^>n, to this speedy voyage ; 
tFor we wdll fetter^ put uj>on tliis fear, 

Which now goes too free-footed. 

Bos, Guil, Wo will haste us. 

[ Exeunt Rosenerantz and Guildensiem, 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol, My lord, he’s going to his mother’s closet : 

Behind the arras I’ll convey myself. 

To hear the proces s ; I’ll ^warrant she’ll tax him home : 

And, as you said, and wisely was it said, 

’Tis meet tliat some more audience than a mother, 
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Since nature makes them partial, should overhear 
The speech, o f vant age. Fare you well, my liego : 

I’ll call upon you ere you go to bed, 

And tell you what I know. 

King. Thanks, dear my lord. 

{Exit Polonius. 

O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven ; 

It hath tho })rimal eldest curse uj)on’t, — 

A brother’s murder ! — Fray can I not, 

Though inclination bo as sharp as will 
My stronger guilt defeats my sti*ong intent ; 

And, like a man to double business bound, 

I stand in pause where I shall first begin, 

And both neglect. What if this cm'scd hand 
Were thicker tlian itself with brother's blood, 

Is there not rain enough in the sweet lu^avens 
To wa 3 h it white as snow ? Whert^to serves mercy 
But to confront the visage of ofl*ene(‘ ? 

And what’s in prayer but this twofold force, — 

To bo forestalled ere wc come to fall, 

Or pardon’d being down ? Then I’ll look up ; 

My fault is past But, O, what form of prayer 
Can serve my turn ? “ Forgi\e me my foul murder” ? — 
That cannot be ; since I am still possess’d 
Of those effects for which I did the murder, — 

My crown, mine own ambition, an<l my queen. 

May one be pardon’d, and retain th’ offence ? 

In the corrupted ’ curren ts of this world 
Offence’s gilded hand may shovc-by justice ; 

And oft ’tis seen tho wicked prize itself 
Buys out the law : but ’tis not so above ; 

Tlicre is no shuffling, — there tlie action lies 
In his true nature ; and we ourselves compell’d, 

Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults. 

To give in evidence. TVhat tlien ? what rests ? 

Try what repentance can : what can it not ? 

Yet what can it when one can not repent ? 

O wretched state 1 O bosom black as death ! 

O limM soul, that, struggling to be free. 

Art more engag’d 1 Help, angels I Mahe a^y : 
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Bow, Rtubbom knees ; and, heart with strings of steel, 

Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe ! 

All may bo well. \JRetlre8 and kneels* 


Enter Hamlet. 

Ham* Now might I do it gat, now he is praying ; 

And now I’ll do ’t : — and so ho goes to heaven ; 

And so am I reveng’d : — tliat w ould b(^ scann’d : 

A villain kills my father ; and, for that, 

I, his sole son, do this same villain send 
To heaven. 

O, this is liirc and salary, not revenge. 

Ho took my father g rossl y, full of bread ; 

With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as May ; 

And liow his audit stands who know s sm e heaven ? 

But, in our (circumstance and course of thought, 

’Tis heavy witlijiim : and am I, then, re\oiig’d, 

To take him in the jmrging of his soul, 

When ho is fit and s easoiiM for his j)assage ? 

No. 

Up, swc»rd ; and know thou a more horrid hent : 

When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage ; 

Or in th’ incestuous })leasur(* of his bed ; 

At gaining, swearing; or about some act 
That has no relish of salvation in’t ; — 

Then trij) him, that liis heels ina;v kick at heaven ; 

Ajid that his soul may be as damn'd and black 
As hell, WheiH^to it goes. My mother stays : 

This physic but prolongs tliy sickly days. \_Exit* 

[ 21ie King rises and advances* 
King. My words fly up, my tlioughts remain below : 
Words without thoughts newer to h(*avcn go. \_Ex^ 


Scene IV. Another room in the same. 

Enter Queen and Polonius. 

.Pol. He will come straight. Look you l ay ho me to him : 
Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with. 
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And that jour grace hath screened and stood between 
Much heat and him. I’ll soonoe me even here/^®^ 

Pray you, be round with him. 

Ham. [wiihin\ Mother, mother, motlier 
Queen. I’ll warrant you ; 

Fear me not : — withdraw', I hear liim coming. 

[Pohnius goe» behind the arras. 

JUnter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now, mother, wdiat’s tlie matter ? 

Queen. Hamlot, thou liast thy fanioi* much otfoiided. 

Ham. Mother, you liavt^ m\ father much otfendod. 

Queen. Come, come, you au^^wer Avith an idl^ tongrue. 

Ham. Go, go, you question with a wricked toiigue.^**^^^ 
Queen. Why, liow now, Hamlet! 

Ham. What’s the matter now ? 

Queen. Have you forgot me 

Ham. No, by the rood , not bo : 

You are the queen, yoiu- husband's lirother'^ wife ; 

And — ^would it w ore not so I — ^\^ou are my motlier. 

Queen. Nay, tlioii. I'll set those to you that can speak. 
Ham. Come, come, and sit j ou down ; you sliall not 
budge ; 

You go not till I set you up a glass 
Where you may see the inmost part of you. 

Queen. What wilt thou do ? thou w^ilt not murder me? — 
Help, help, ho I 

Hoi. [hehlmt] What, ho ! help, hclj), help ! 

Hajn. [drawing] How now! a rat? Dead for a ducat, 
dead ! [Makes a pass through the arras., 

Pol. [behind] O, I am slain I [Falls and dies. 

Queen. O me, what hast thou done ? 

Ham. Nayj I know not : 

Is it the king ? 

Queen. O, what a radi and bloody deed is this ! 

Ham. A bloody deed I — almost as bad, good mother. 

As kill a king, and marry with his brother. 

Queen. As kill a king I 

Ham. Ay, lady, ’twas my word. — 

[Lifts up tlie arrasy and sees Polomms. 
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Thon wrotchod, rash-intruding fool, farewell ! 

I took thee for tliy better : take thy fortune ; 

Thou fijid’st to be too busy is some danger. — 

Leave wringing of your hands : peace ; sit you down, 

And lot mo wring your heart : for so I shall. 

If it be made of penetrable stuff ; 

If damned custom ha\o not braz’d jt so. 

That it is proof and bulwark against sons o. 

Queen, What have I done, that thou dar’st wag thy tongue 
In noise so rude against me ? 

Ham, Such an act 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty ; 

Calls virtue hypocrite ; takes off the rose 
From the fair foreheatl of an innocent love, 

And sots a blister there ; makes marriage-vows 
As false as dicers’ oatlis ; O, such a deed 
As from the body of c ontraction ])Iucks 
The v<‘ry soul ; and sweet rcligj<in makes 
A rhaj)sody of words : heaven’s face doth glow ; 

Yea, tliis solidity and compound mass, 

Witli tristful visage, as f^ainst the doom^ 

Is thought-sick at the act. 

Queen, Ay mo, what act. 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index ? 

Ham, Look hero, upon this picture, and on this, 

•The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 

See, what a grace vraa seated on this brow ; 

Hyperion’s curls ; the front of Jove himself ; 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command ; 

A station like the herald Mercury 
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill ; 

A combination and a form indoed/®^^^ 

Where every god did seem to set his seal, 

To give the world assurance of a man : 

This was your husband. — Look you now, what follows : 

Here is your husband ; like a mildew’d ear, 

Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes ? 

Could you on tliis fair mouhtain leave to feed. 

And batten on this moor? Ha I have you eyes ? 

You cannot call it love ; for at your age 
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The hoy-day in the blood is tame, it ’s humble. 

And waits upon the judgment : and what judgment 
Would step from this to this ? Spnse . sure, you have, 
Else could you not havo motion : but, sure, that sense 
Is apoplox ’d : for madness would not err ; 

Nor sense to ecstas y was ne’er so thralFd 
But it reserv’d some quantity of choice, 

To servo in such a diftbrence. What dovil was ’t 
Tliat thus hath cozen’d you at hoodman-blind ? 

Eyes witliout feeling, feeling without sight, 

Ears without hands or eyes, smelling snn>» all, 

Or but a sickly part of one true sense 
Could not so mope . 

O shame I where is thy blush ? Bobcllious hell, 

If thou canst mutiii e in a matron’s bones, 

To flaming youth let virtue bo as wax, 

And melt in her own fire : proclaim no shame 
When the compulsive ardour gives the charge, 

Since frost itself as actively doth burn. 

And reason panders will. 

Queen. O Hamlet, speak no more : 

Tliou turn’st mine eyes into my very soul ; 

And there I see such black and g raine d spots 
As will not l eave their tinct. 

Harn. but to live 

In tlie rank sweat of an e nseamed bed. 

Stow’d in corruption, honeying and making love 
Over the nasty sty, — 

Queen. O, speak to mo no more ; 

These words, like daggers, enter in mine oars ; 

No more, sweet Hamlet I 

Ham. A murderer and a villain ; 

A slave tliat is not twentieth part the tithe 
Of your precedent lord ; a vice of kings ; 

A c utpur se of the empire and the lule, 

That from a shelf the precious diadem stole. 

And put it in his pocket I 

Queen. No more I 

Ham. A king of shreds and patches, — 
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Enter Ghost. 

Save me, and hover o’er me with your wings, 

You heavenly guards I — What would your gracious figure 
Queen. Alas, he’s mad I 

llam. Do you not .come your tardy son to chide, 

That, laps’d in time and p^^on, lets go by 
Th’ important acting of your dread command ? 

O, say I 

GJwst. Do not forget : this visitation 
Is but to whet thy almostr blunted purpose. 

Dut, look, amazement on thy mother sits : 

O, step between licr and her fighting soul, — 

Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works, — 

Sjieak to her, Hamlet. 

11am. How is it with you, lady ? 

Queen. Alas, how is ’t with you, 

Tliat you do bencf your eye on vacancy. 

And with th’ incorporal air do hold discourse ? 

Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly injcj) ; 

And, as the sleeping soldiers in th’ {ilarwi. 

Your bedded hair, like life in excrements. 

Starts u]), and stands on end.^^^^^^ O gentle son. 

Up on tlie heat and flame of thy distemj)er 
Si^rinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 

Ham. On him, on him ! Look you, how pale he glares 
His form and cause conjoin’d, preaching to stones. 

Would make them capable . — Do iu)t look upon me ; 

Lest with this piteous action you convert 
My stern ^ects : then what 1 have to do 
Will want true colour ; tears pcr<‘hanco for blood. 

Queen. To whom do you speak this ? 

Ham. Do you see nothing there? 

Queen. Nothing at all ; yet all that is 1 see. 

Ham. Nor did you notliing hear ? 

Queen. No, nothing but ourselves. 

Ham. Why, look you there ! look, how it steals away ! 
My father, in his habit as he liv’d ! 

Look^ where he goes, even now, out at the portal ! 

[EoiU Ghost. 
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Queen. This is the veiy coina^ of your brain : 

Tills bodiless creation ecs^y ^ 

Is very cunning in. 

Ham. Ecstasy I 

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time, 

And makes as healthful music : ’tis not madness 
Tliat I have utter’d : bring mo to the test, 

And I tile matter will re-word ; wliicli madness 
Would gambol from. Motlier, for lo\e of grace, 

Lay not that flattering unction to your soul, 

That not your trospsiss, but my mad-uess H])cak8 : 

It will but skin and film tlio ulcerous ]>laeo, 

Whilst rank corruption, mining all within, 

Infects unseen. Confess yourself to li(*aveii ; 
ilepent what’s past ; avoid what is to cfune ; 

And do not spread the c ompos t on the weeds. 

To make them ranker. Forgive mo this my virtue ; 

For in the fatness of these pur sy times 
Virtue itself of vice must i)ardon beg, 

Yea, curb and woo for leave to do liim good. 

Queen. O Hamlet, thou hast cleft my heart in twain. 
JJam. O, throw away tlic worser part of it, 

And live the pm’er witli the otlier half. 

Good night : but go not to my uncle’s bod ; 

Assume a virtue, if you have jt not. 

Tliat monster, custom , who all sense doth cat. 

Of habits devil, is angel yet in this,^t^2) 

That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a froek or livery, 

That aptly is put on. Refrain to-night ; 

And that shall lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence : the next more easy ; 

For use almost can change tlie stamp of nature. 

And either master the devil, or throw him out^^^^ 

With wondrous potency. Once more, good night : 

And when you are desirous to be bless’d, 

I’ll blessing beg of you. — For this same lord, 

IJPoiniinff to Pohnnu. 

I do repent : but heaven hath pleas’d it so, 

To punish me with this, and this with me, 
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That I must be tlieir scourge and minister. 

I will bestow him, and will answer well 

Tlio death I gave him. So, again, good night. — 

I must bo cruel, only to bo kind : 

Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind. — 

One word more, good lady. 

Queen. What shall I do ? 

Jfetm. Not tliis, by no moans, that I bid you do : 

Let the blcmt king tempt you again to bed ; 

Pinch wanton on your cheek ; call you his mouse ; 

And let him, for a pair of reeeliy kisses. 

Or paddling in your nock with his damn'd fingers, 

Make you to ravel all tliis matter out, 

That I essentially am not in madness, 

But mad in craft. ’Twcrc good you let him know ; 

For who, that's but a queen, fair, sober, wise. 

Would from a p^^ldock, from a bat, a gib. 

Such dear concernings hide ? who would do so ? 

No, in despite) of sense and secrecy, 
lUnpeg the basket on the house’s top, 

*Lot the birds fly, and, like the famous aj)e. 

To try eonclusions, in the basket creep, 

And break your own neck down. 

Queen. Be thou assur’d, if words bo made of breath, 

And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What tliou hast said to me. 

Ham. 1 must to England ; you know that ? 

Queen. Alack, 

I had forgot : ’tis so concluded on. 

Ham. There’s letters scal’d : and my two schoolfellows, — 
Whom 1 will trust as I will adders fang’d, — 

They bear the mandate ; they must sweep my way, 

And marshal me to knavery. Let it work ; 

For ’tis the sport to have the enginer 
Hois t with his own potar ; and ’t shall go hard 
But I will delve one yard below their mines, 

And blow them at tlie moon.: O, ’tis most sweet 
When in one line two crafts directly meet. — 

Tliis, man shall sot me packin g : 

I’ll lug the guts into tlie neighbour room. — 
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Mother^ good night. — Indeed, this connsellor 
Is now most still, most secret, and most grave, 

Who was in life a foolish prating knave. 

Come, sir, to draw toward an end witli you. — 

Good night, mother. 

[ Exeunt severally ; Hamlet dragging in Polonins* 


ACT IV. 

Scene L Ehinon, A room m ih castle. 

Enter King, Queen, 11osf\c«\nt7, and (ii iLi>E\sTrRN. 

King, Tliere’s matter in those siglm, the so piofound hea\cs ; 
You must translate ;n05) fit we uiidorstand them. 

Whore is your son ? 

Queen, Bestow tliis jdaee on ns a little while. 

[7b lioseruraniz ami Gnddmstetn^ icho erenut. 
Ah, my good lord, what ha\( 1 seen to-night! 

Kmg, What, Gertrude? How do(‘s Hamlet^ 

Queen, Mad as the sea and wind, when botli contend 
Which is the mightier : in his lawless fit, 

Behind the an'as h(»aring something stir, 

Whips out his rapier, cries A rat, a rat I” 

And, ill this brain ish apprehension, kills 
The unseen good old man. 

King. O heai y deed ! 

It had been so w ith us, had we been there : 

His liberty is full of tin eats to all ; 

To you yourself, to us, to ciery one. 

Alas, how shall this bloody deed bo answer’d? 

It wdll be laid to us, whose providence 

Should have kept short, restrain’d, and out of haunt 

This mad young man : but so much was our love. 

Wo would not understand what was most fit; 

But, like the owner of a foul disease. 

To keep it from d ivulgin g, let it ftn^d 
Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone ? 
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Queen, To draw apart the body he hath kill’d ; 

O’er whom his very madness, like some ore 
Among a mineral of metals base, 

Shows itself pure ; he weeps for what is done. 

King, O Gertrude, come away I 
The sun no sofaior shall the mountains touch, 

But we will sliij) him hence : and this vile deed 
W<‘ must, witli all our majesty and skill, 

Both countc'nanee and excuse. — Ho, Guildenstern ! 

l^e-enter Bobenc’uantz and Guildensteux. 

Friends both, go join you with some further aid : 

Hamlet in madness liath Polonius slain, 

And from his mother’s closet hath he dragg’d him : 

Go seek him out ; speak fair, and bring the body 
Into tile chapel. I pray you, haste in this. 

[Eoreuni Jiof^encraniz ami Guildenstern, 
Come, G(*rtrude, we’ll call uj). our wis(»st friends ; 

And let them know, both what we mean to do, 

,And what’s untimely done : so, haply slamhT — 

(Whose \>his])er o’er the world’s diametei;^^^^^^ 

I As level the (*aimon to his blank , 

|Transports his poison’d shot— may miss our name. 

And hit the woundless air. — O, come away I 

My soul is full of discord and dismay. [^Kaeunt, 


Scene II, The same. Another room in the same, 

Kntcr Hamlet. 

Jla^n, Saf(dy stowi'd. 

Jios, Gail, [within'^ ITamlot ! Lord Hamlet ! 

Ham, AVliat noise ? who cjdls on Hamlet ? O, here they 
come. 

Enter Bosencraxtz and Guildekstern. 

Ros, What have you done, my lord, with the dead body ? 
Ham, Compounded it with dust, whereto ’tis kin, 

Ros, Tell us where ’tis ; that we may take it thence, 

And bear it to the chapel. 
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Ham. Do not believe it* 

Ros. Believe what ? 

Ham. That I can keep your counsel, and not mine own. 
Besides, to be demanded of a sj^onge ! — ^what replic ation should 
be made by the son of a 

Ros. Take you me for a spon^, my lord ? 

Ham. Ay, sir ; tl»at soaks up the king’s countenance, his 
rewards, his authorities. But such officers do the king bo.st^ 
service in the end ; he k<*eps them, like an aj>e, in the corner^ 
of his jaw; first mouthed, to be last swallowed 'v^hen hel 
needs what 3^011 have gleaned, it i'l but st^ueeziug you, and,! 
sponge, you shall be dry again. 

Ros. 1 understand 3'ou not, my lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it : a kna\ish s])eech sleeps in a foolia}i| 

cor. 

Ron. My lord, 3'ou must tell us whore the body is, and go 
with us to the king. 

Ham. The body is with the king, but the king is not witli 
the body. Tlie king is a thing — 

Guxl. A thing, my lord ! 

Ham. Of nothing: bring mo to liim. Hide fox, and all 
after. \Rxeunt. 


Scene III. The same. Another room in the same. 
Enter King, attended. 

King. I’ve sent to seek liim, and to find the body. 
How dangerous is it that this nuui goes loose I 
Yet must not we put the strong law on him : 

He’s lov’d of tlie distract ed multitude, 

Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes ; 

And where ’tis so, th’ offender’s scourge is weigh’d. 
But never the ofteiict*. To bear all smooth and even, 
This sudden sending him away must seem 
Deliberate pause : diseases desperate grown 
By desperate appliance are reliev’d, 

Or not at all. 

Enter Rosencrantz. 

How now ! what hath befall’n ? 
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Itos, Where the dead body is bestow’d, my lord, 

We cannot get from him. 

Kinff. But where is he ? 

jBoa, Witiiout, my lord ; guarded, to know yonr pleasure. 

Kirtff. Bring him before us. 

Itos. Ho, G-uildenstem I bring in my lord. 

Enter Hamlet and Guildensterm. 

Kinfj. Now, Hamlet, where’s Polonius ? 

Ham. At supper. 

King. At supper I where ? 

Ilam. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten : a certain 
convocation of politic worms are e’en at him. Your worm is 
your only emperor for diet : we fat all creatures else to fat 
us, and W’o fat ourselves for maggots: your fat king and 
your lean beggar is but variable service, — ^two dishes, but to 
one table : that^ the end. 

King. Alas, alas 1 

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that hath eat of a 
king, and eat of the fish that hath fed of that worm. 

King. What dost thou mean by this? 

JIam. Nothing but to show you how a king may go a 
progress through the guts of a beggar. 

King. Where is Polonius? 

Ham. Ill lieaA on ; send thither to sec : if your messenger 
find him not there, seek him i’ the other place yourself. But, 
indeed, if you find him not within this month, you shall nose 
liim as ^ ou go iiji the stairs into tho lobby. 

King. Go sei'k him there. [7h some Attendants. 

Ham. H(‘ ill stay till ^ o come. \_Exeant Attendants. 

King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial safety, — 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou hast done, — ^must send thee hence 
With fiery quickness : tliereforc prepare thyself ; 

The bark is ready, and tho wind ^help, 

Th’ associates tend, and e'very tiling is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England ! 

King. Ay, Hamlet. 

ISam. Good. 
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King. So is it, if thou knew’st our purposdL' 

Ham. I see a cherub that sees them. — But, come; for 
England I — Farewell, dear mother. 

King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother : father and mother is man and wife ; 
man and wife is one flesh; and so, my mother. — Come, for 
England I . ^Eant. 

King. Follow him at foot; tempt him with speed aboard ; 
Delay it not ; I’ll have him hence to-night ; 

Away I for every thing is scal’d and done 

That else loans on th’ affair : pray yon, make haste. 

[^Eoieiint Rosencrantz ami OuiUlenstenni. 
And, England, if my love thou hold’st at aught, — 

As my great power thereof may give thee sense, 

Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and rod 
After tlie Danish sword, and thy fiye a we 
Pays homage to us, — thou mayst not coldly ^ 

Our sovereign p roce ss ; wliich imports at full. 

By letters conjuring to that eflcct. 

The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England ; 

For like tlio hectic in my blood he rages. 

And thou must cure me : till I know ’tis done, 

Howe’er my haps, my joys were ne’er begun. 


Scene IV. A plain in Denmark. 

Enter Fortinbras, a Captain, and Forces, marching. 

For. Go, captain, from mo greet the Danish king ; 

Toll him that, by his license, Fortiiibras 
Claims tlic conveyance of a promis’d march 
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous. 

If that his majesty would aught with us, 

We shall express our duty in liis eye ; 

And let him know so. 

Cap. I will do’t, my lord. 

For, Go softly on. ^Exeuni Fortinhras and Forces. 

N 
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Emttr Hamlet, Bosencraktz, Guildeestern, and others . 

Ham, Good sir, whoso powers are these ? 

Cap. Tliey fire of Norway, sir. 

Ham. How purpos’d, sir, I pray you ? 

Cap. Against some part of Poland. 

Ham. Who commands them, sir ? 

Cap. The nei)hew to old Norway, Fortinbras. 

Ham. Goes it against tlie main of Poland, sir, 

Or for some frontier ? 

Cap. Truly to speak, sir, and with no addition. 

Wo ^o to ^ijain a little ])ateli of ^rrouiid 
That liath in it no profit but the name. 

To pjiy five ducats, five, I would not farm it;^^^^^ 

Nor will it yield to Norway or tlio Pole 
A raiikcir rsito, should it be sold in f^c. 

Jfam. Why, then, the Polack never will defend it. 

C*(fp, Yes, ’tfs already garrison’d. 

Ham. tliousand souls and twenty tliousand du- 

cats 

Will not debate the question of this stra'p/’ : 

This is til’ iiiipostlmme of much wealth and peace, 

Tliat inAvard breaks, and shows no cause without 
Wh}' the man dies. — 1 humbly thank you, sir. 

(\(p. God b’ Avi’ you, sir. \_Kxit. 

Hos. Will’t please you go, my lord ? 

Ham. I’ll be Avitli you straight. Go a little before. 

\^Ercunt all except HamleU 
Hoav all oe«*asious do inform against me. 

And spur my dull rcA'engc I What is a man, 

If his chief good and may^ot of his time 
Be but to slei']) and ft'(»d ? a beast, no more. 

Sure, he tliat made us with such largo d iscom rse. 

Looking before and after, gave us not 
That cajiability and gotllike rcjason 
To fust ill us unus’d. Now, AAdietlwu* it be 
Beastial obli\doii, or some craA cii scrujile 
Of tliinking too precisely on th’ CA^ent, — 

A thought which, quarter’d, hath but one part wisdom, 

And ever three jiarts coward, — I do not know 



HAHLET. 


179 


Why yet I live to say Tliis tiling's to do 

Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, and means 

To do’t. Examples, gross as earth, exhort me : 

Witness this army, of such mass and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender prince ; 

Whose spirit, with divine ambition puff’d, 

Makes mouths at the invisible event ; 

Exposing what is mortal and unsuro 
To iJl diat fortune, deatli, and danger dare, 

Even for an egg-siicll. liightly to be great 
Is not t(^ stir without great argum4Mit, 

But greatly to find quarrel in a wtniw 

When honour’s at tlie stake. How stand I, then, 

That have a father kill’d, a mother stain’d, 

Excitements of my reason and my blood. 

And let all slecj) ? while, to my shame, I seo 
The i mmin ent death of twenty thousand men, 

That for a faniasy and trick of fame 

Go to their gi'avcs like bi»ds ; fight for a plot 

Whereon the numbers cannot try the (*ause. 

Which is not tomb enough and continent 
To hide the slain ? — O, from tliis time forth. 

My thoughts bo bloody, or bo notliing worth ! \E,ciU 


Scene V. Elsinore, A room in the castle, 

Knier Queen and Houatio. 

Queen. I will not speak with her. 

Ilor. She is importunate, indeed distract ; 

Her mood will needs bo pitied. 

Queen. What would she have ? 

lIoi\ She speaks much of her father ; says she hears 
There’s t rick s i’ the world ; and hems, and beats her lieart ; 
Spurns enviously at straws ; speaks things in doubt, 

That carry but half sense : her speech is nothing, 

Yet die unshaped use of it doth move 
The hearers to c ollectio n ; they aim at it. 

And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts ; 
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Which, as her winks and nods and gestures yield them, 
Indeed would make one think there might be thought. 

Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. 

’Twere good she were spoken with for she may strew 
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds. 

Queen. Lot her come in. [Exit Horatio. 

To my sick soul, as sin’s true nature is. 

Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss : 

So full of artless jealousy is guilt, 

It spills itself in fearing to bo spilt. 

Jle-enter ITouatio, with OrnELiA. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous majesty of Denmark ? 

Queen. How now, Ojdielia I 

Opk. How should I your true-love loiow [Sings. 

From another one ? 

By hjs c ockl e hat and staff, 

And his sandal bhoon. 

Queen. Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song ? 

Oplu Say you ? nay% pray- you, mark. 

lie is dead and gone, lady, [Sings. 

^ He is dead and gone ; 

At his head a grass-green turf. 

At his heels a stone. 


Queen. Nay, but, Ophelia, — 
Oph. Pray you, mark. 



White his shroud as die mountain snow, 

Enter King. 

[Sings. 

Queen. 

Alas, look here, my lord. 


Oph. 

Larded with sweet flowers ; 

Which hewept to the grave did go 

With tnie-love showers. 

[Sings. 


King. How do you, jjretty lady ? 

Op7u Well, 0 (kI dild you ! They say the owl was a baker’s 
daughter. Lord, we knoAv Avhat wo are, but know not what 
we may be. God be at your table I 

King. Conceit upon her father. 

Oph. Pray you, lot’s have no words of this ; but when 
they ask you wliat it moans, say you this : 
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To-morrow is Saint Yalentino's day, {^Singa^ 

All in tho morning betime, 

Amd I a maid at your window, 

To bo your Valentine. 

Then up he rose, and donn’d his clothes. 

And djjup’d the chambcr-door ; 

Let in the maid, that out a maid 
Never departed more. 

King. Pretty Oplielia ! 

Opk, Lideed, la, without an oath, I’U make an end on’t : 

By Gib and by Saint Charity, [aSV/i^s. 

. Alack, and fie for bhame ! 

Young men will do’t, if they come to’t ; 

By cock, they are to blame. 

Quotlx she, before yon tumbled me, 

You promis’d me to wed. 

So would I ha’ done, by yonder sun. 

An thou hadst not come to my bed. 

King. How long liath she been thus ? 

Oplu I hope all will bo well. We must be patient : but 
I cannot choose but weep, to diink tlioy should lay him i’ tho 
cold ground- My brotlior shall know of it : and so I thank 
you for your good counsel. — Come, my coach ! — Good night, 
ladies ; good night, sweet ladies ; good night, good night 

King. Follow her close ; give her good watch, I pray you. 

[^Kait Horatio. 

O, this is^^lS) the jioison of deep grief; it springs 
All from her father’s death. O Gertrude, Gertrude, 

When sorrows come, they come not single spies. 

But in battalias ! First, her father slain : 

Next, your son gone ; and he most violent author 
Of his own just remove : the people nmdcled,^^ 

Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and whispers. 

For good Polonius’ death ; and we have done but greenly, 

In h n^ger-mugge r t’ inter him : poor Ophelia 
Divid^ from herself and her fair judgment, 

Without the which we’re pictures, or mere beasts : 
liast, and as much containing as all these, 

Her brother is in secret come from France ; 
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Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds, 

And wants nf)t buzzers to infect his car 
With postilont sj)eoclies of his fatlier^s death; 

Wherein n ccoss ity, of matter beggar’d, 

Will nothing stick our jierson to arraign^i^®^ 

In ear and ear, O my dear Gertrude, this, 

Like to a murdcrii)g-])iece, in many places 
Gives me sui>crfluous death. [-d noise within^ 

Queen, Alack, what noise is this ? 

Kinff, Where are my S witz ers ? Let them guard the door. 

Knier a Gentleman. 

What is tlie matter ? 

Gent, Save yourself, my lord : 

The <K*oan, overpeering of his hat, 

Eats not the with more impetuous haste 

Tlmii young L.aertes, in a riotous head, 

O’erbears your officers. Tlio rabble call him lord ; 

And, as tin' Avorld wore now but to begin, 

Antiquity forgot, custom not known. 

The ratifiers and props of every word, 

Tliey cry, “ Choose wo ; Laertes shall be king !” 

Caps, hands, and tongues applaud it to the clouds, 

Laertes shall bo king, Laertes king !” 

Queen, How cheerfully on the false trail they cry ! 

O, this is counter, you false Danish dogs ! 

Khtef, Tlu* doors are broke. [Koise within, 

Knier Laeutes, anned; Danes following, 

Jjaer, Where is this king ? — Sirs, stand you all without. 
Danes, No, let’s come in. 

Daer, I pray you, give me leave. 

Danes, Wo will, we will. \lliey retire witlvmit the door,. 
Laer, I thank you : — keep the door. — O thou vile king, 
Give me my father ! 

Qtieeru Calmly, good Laertes. 

Laer, That drop of blood that’s calm proclaims me bas- 
tard ; 

Cries cuck<dd to my father"; brands tlie harlot 
Even here, between the chaste uns mirch ed brows^^^^^ 

Of my true mother. 
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King. What’s the cause, Laertes, 

That thy rebellion looks so giant-like ? — 

Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person : 

There’s such diviniiy doth hedge a king, 

Tliat treason can but pce]> to what it would, 

Acts little of his will. — Tell me, Laertes, 

Why tliou art thus inoeiib’d : — ^Ict liim go, Gertrude ; — 
Speak, man. 

Jjner. Where is my fatlier ? 

King. Dead. 

Queen. But not by him. 

King. Lot him demand his till. 

Laer. How came he dead? I’ll not be juggled with : 

To hell, allegiance 1 vows, to the bhwkost devU 1 
Conscience and grace, to the j)rofoundcst yiit ! 

I dare damnation : — ^to this point 1 stand, — 

That both tlie worlds I give to n eglige nce, 

Let come what comes ; only I’ll be reveng’d 
Most throughly for my father. 

King. Who shall stay you ? 

Laer. My will, not all the world : 

And for my means, I’ll husband them so well, 

They shall go far with little. 

King. Good Laertes, 

If you desire to know the certainty 

Of your dear father’s death, is ’t writ in your revenge, 

Tliat, s woopsta kc, you w'ill draw botli friend and foe. 

Winner and loser ? 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them, then ? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide I’ll opo iny arms, 
And, like the kind life-rendering pelican, 

Kepast them with my blood. 

King. Why, now you speak 

Like a good child and a true gentleman. 

That I am guiltless of your fiither’s death, 

And am most sensibly in grief for it. 

It shall as l evel to your judgment ’pear 
As day does to your eye. 

Lanes. \wUMn] Lei her come in. 
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Laer* How now I what noise is that ? 

Re-enter Ophelia. 

O heat, dry up my brains I tears seven-times salt, 

Bum out tlie sense and virtue of mine eye ! — 

By heaven, thy madness shall be paid by weight, 

Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of May ! 

Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia 1 — 

O heavens I is ’t possible a young maid's wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man’s life ? 

Nature is fine in love ; and, where ’tis fine, 

It sends some precious iiistanco of itself 
After the tiling it loves. 

Oph. They bore him barefac’cl on the birr ; \^Sing8, 

Hoy non noiiny, nonny^ hoy nonny ; 

And in(”“) liis grave rain’d many a tear, — 

Faro you well, my dove I 

Laer. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade revenge. 

It could not move thus.^^^*^^ 

Oph, You must sing, Down a-down, an you call him 
a-down-a.”^^^®^ 0, how the wheel beoefines it 1 It is the 

false steward, that stole his masU^r’s daughter. 

Laer^ This nothing’s more than matter. 

Oph. There’s rosemary, that’s for remembrance ; pray you, 
llovo, remember : and tliere is pansies, that’s for thoughts. 

Laer, A d ocume nt in madness, — tlioughts and remem- 
brance fitted. 

Oph, Tlicro’s fennel for you, and columbines: — tliore’s 
rue for you ; and here’s some for mo : — ^we may call it herb- 
grace o’ Sundays : — 0, you must wear your rue with a <^ffer- 
ence. — ^There’s a daisy : — I would give you some violets, but 
they witliered all when my father died : — ^they say he made 
a good end, — 

For bonny sweet Bobin is all my joy, — * \^Sing8,\ 

LcLer. Thought and aiHiction, passion, hell itself. 

She turns to favoiu: and to jirettiness. 

JFbr honny tweet RoHn it all myjoy^ — Appears to be a line of a bal- 
lad entitled My Robin it to tlie Greenwood yone, or, Bonny tweet Robin ; to 
the tune of which ballad several other ballads were sung : see Ghappeirs 
JPtyyuUtr M^utio of the Olden I%me, &c, vol. i. p. 233, sec. ed. 
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And will he not come again ? {^Sings, 

And will he not come again ? 

No, no, he is dead : 

Go to thy death-bed 
He never will come again. 

His board was as white as snow, 

All flaxen was his poll : 

He is gene, ho is gone, 

And wo cast away moan : 

God ha’ mercy on his soul ! 

And of all Christian souls, I pray God. — Gh)d b’ wi’ ye. 

[EjsiU 

Laer, Do you sec this, O God ? 

King. Laertes, I must commune with your griof,^^22) 

Or you deny mo right. Qo but apart, 

Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will. 

And they shall hear and judge ’twixt you and mo : 

If by direct or by coUatcral hand 

They find us tojmh’d, we will our kingdom give. 

Our crown, our life, and all that wo call ours. 

To you in satisfaction ; but if not, 

Be you content to lend yoiur patience to us, 

And wo shall jointly labour witli your soul 
To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be so ; 

His means of death, his obscure burial, — 

No trophy, sword, nor hatchment o’er his bones, 

No noble rite nor formal ostentation, — 

Cry to be heard, as Hwore from heaven to earth, 

That I must call’t in question. 

King. So you shall ; 

And where th’ offence is let tlie great axe fall. 

I pray you, go with me. \JElxmnt. 


Scene VL The same. Another room in the same. 

Enter Horatio and a Servant. 

Hot. What are they that would j^ak with me ? 
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Serv. Sailors, sir : they say they have letters for you. 

ITor. Let them come in. — [Exit Servant. 

I do not know from wdiat part of the world 
I should bo greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. 

Enter Sailors. 

Firet Sail God bless you, sir. 

Hot. Lot him bless thee too. 

FirU Sail He shall, sir, an’t please him. Tliero’s a letter 
for you, sir, — it comes from the ambassador that was bound 
for England, — if your name be Horatio, as I am let to know 
it is. 

Ilor. [readfi\ “ Horatio, when thou shalt have overlooked this, 
give these fellows some means to the king : tlicy have Otters for him. 
Ere wc were two days old at sea, a pirate of very warlike appoint- 
ment gave us chase. Finding ourselves too slow of sail, we put on 
a coni}>clled valour and in the grapple 1 boarded them ; on the 
instant they got clear of our ship ; so 1 alone became their prisoner. 
They have dealt with me like thieves of mercy : but they know what 
they did; I am to do a good turn for them. Lot^the king* have 
the letters 1 ha\ e sent ; and repair thou to mp with as much haste 
as thou uouldst fly death. 1 have words to sjicak in thine ear will 
make thee dumb ; yet are they much too light for the bore of the 
matter. These good fellows will bring thee where I am. Rosen- 
crantz and Ouildciistern hold tlieir course for England ; of them I 
have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

He tliat thou knowest thine, Hamlet.” 

Come, I will make you way for these your letters ; 

And do’t the sjiecdier, that you may direct mo 

To him from wdiom you brought them. [Exeunt. 


Scene VIL The so we. Another room in the eame. 
Enter King and Laertes. 

King. Now must your conscience my acquittance seal. 
And you must put me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you have heard, and vritli a knowing ear, 

That he wliich liath your noble father slain 
Pursu’d my life. 
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Lcber, It well appears : — ^but tell me 

Why you proceeded not against these feats, 

So crimeful and so capital in nature, 

As by your safety, wisdom, all things else, 

You mainly wore stirr’d up. 

King. O, for two special reasons; 

Which may to you, perhaps, scorn much unsinewM, 

But yet to me they’re strong. The queen his mother 
Lives almost by his looks ; and for myself, — 

My virtue or my plague, be ’t either which, — 

She’s so conjunctive to my life and soul, 

Tliat, as the star moves not but in his sphere, 

I could not but by her. The other motive, 

Why to a public count I might not go. 

Is the great love the general gendc'r bear him ; 

Who, dipping all liis faults in their affection, 

Would, like tlie spring that tumeth wood to stone. 

Convert his gyves to graces ; so that my arrows, 

Too slightly timber’d for so loud a wind, 

Would have reverted to my bow again, 

And not where I had aim’d tliem. 

I/aer. And so have 1 a noble father lost ; 

A sister driven into desperate terms, — 

Whoso worth, if praises may go back again, 

Stood diallenger on mount of all the ago 

For her perfections : — ^but my revenge will come. 

King. Break not your sleeps^i^S) for that : you must not 
think 

That wo are made of stuff so flat and dull, 

That we can let our beard be shook with danger. 

And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear more : 

I lov’d your father, and we love ourself ; 

And tliat, I hope, will teach you to imagine — 

Enter a Messenger. 

How now ! what news ? 

Mess. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet : 

This to your majesfy ; this to the queen. 

King. From Hamlet I who brought them ? 

Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say; I saw than not: 
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They wore given me by Claudio, — ^he receiv’d them 
Of him that brought thcm.^124) 

King. Laertee, you shall hear them. — 

lioavo us. \JEjicit J^essenger. 

\Jiead8] “ High and mighty, — ^You shall know I am set naked 
on your kingdom. To-morrow shall I beg leave to see your kingly 
eyes : when 1 shall, first asking your pardon thereimto, recount the 
occasion of my sudden and more strange return. 

“ Hamlet.” 

What should tliis mean ? Are all the rest come back ? 

Or is it some abuse, and no such thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

King. ’Tis Hamlet’s character : — Naked,” — 

And in a postscript here, ho says, alone.” 

Can you advise mo ? 

Laer. I’m lost in it, my lord. But let him come ; 

It warms the very sickness in my heart. 

That I shall live and tell him to his tectli, 

Thus diddest thou.” 

King. If it bo so, Laertes, — 

As how should it bo so ? how otherwise 
Will you be rul’d by mo ?* 

Laer. Ay, my lord ;^125) 

So you will not o’emile mo to a j)cacc. 

King. To thine own peace. If he be now return’d, — 

As c hecki ng at his voyage, ^^26) and that he means 
No more to undertake it, — I will work liim 
To an exploit, now ripe in my device. 

Under the wliich lie shall not choose but fall : 

And for his death no wind of blame shall breathe ; 

But even his motlicr shall micbargo the practijso, 

And calt it accident. 

Laer. My lord, I will bo rul’d ; 

The rather, if you could devise it so. 

That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls right 

You have been talk’d of since your travel much, 

And that in Hamlet’s diearhig, for a quality 
Wheyein, they say, you shine : your sum of parts 
Did not toge&er pluck such envy from him. 
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As did that one ; and that, in my regard^ 

Of the imworihiest sieg e. 

Laer. What part is tliat, my lord? 

King, A very riband in the cap of youth, 

Yet needful too ; for youtli no less becomes 
The light and careless livery that it wears 
Than settled age his sables and his woods, 

Importing health and gravciiess. — ^Two months since, 
Here was a gentleman of Normandy, — 

I’ve seen myself, and serv’d against, the French, 

And they can^ ^^^^ well on horseback : but this gallant 
Had witchcraft in’t ; ho grew unto his seat ; 

And to such wondrous doing brought liis horso, 

As he had been incorps’d and demi-natur’d 
With the brave beast : so far ho topp’d my thought. 
That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks, 

Gome short of what he did. 

Laer. A Norman was’t ? 

King, A Norman. 

Lder. Upon my life, Lamond.^128) 

King. ^ Tho very same. 

JLaer. I know him well ; he fs the brooch , indeed. 
And gem of all the nation. 

King. He made confession of you ; 

And gave you such a masterly report. 

For art and exercise in your defence, 

And for your rapier most especially. 

That he cried out, ’twould bo a sight indeed, 

If one could match you : tho s crimer s of tlieir nation, 
He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor o^’^e. 

If you oppos’d them. Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy. 

That he could nothing do but wish and beg 
Your sudden coming o’er, to play with him. 

Now, out of this, — 

Laer. What out of this, my lord ? 

King. Laertes, was your fatlier dear to you ? 

Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer. 


Why ask you this ? 
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Emg. Not that 1 think you did not love your father ; 
But that I krfow love is begun by time ; 

.And that I see^ in parages of proofs 
;Timo qualificH tlio spark and fire of it. 

Tiiero lives witliin the very dame of love 
A kind of wick or snulf that will abate it ; 

And nothing is at a like goodness still ; 

For goodness, growing to a plurisy, 

Dies in his own too-mucli : that we would do, 

Wo should do when we would ; for this “ would’’ changes, 
And hath abatements and delays as many 
As tliere are tongues, are hands, are accidents ; 

And then this should” 'is like a spendthrift sigh,^^29) 

That hurts by casing. But, to the quick o’ tli’ ulcer : — 
Hamlet comes back ; what would you undertake, 

To fallow yourself your father’s son in deed 
More than in words ? 

haer. To cut his throat i’ tlio church. 

Kltuj. No place, indeed, should murder sanctuarize ; 
Bevenge should have no bounds. But, good Laertes, 

Will you do this, keep elo^e' within your chamber. 
vHamlot return’d shall know you are come home : 

We’ll put on those &hall praise our excellence. 

And fact a double varnish on the fame 

The Frenchman gave you ; bring you, in fine, together. 

And Avager on your heads : he, being remiss, 

Most generous, and fi:ee from all contriving, . 

Will not peruse fhe foils ; so that, with ease. 

Or widi a little shuffling, you may choose 
A sword ijnbated, and, in a pass of practice, 

Bequite him for your father. 

Laer. I will do ’t : 

And for tliat pinpose I’ll anoint my sword. 

I bought an unction of a mountebank. 

So mortal, tliat but dip a knife in it, 

Where it draws blood no cataplasm so rare. 

Collected fiom all simples that have virtue 
Under the xpoon, can save the thing from death 
Tliat is but scratch’d withal : I’ll touch my point 
With this contagion, that, if 1 gall him slightly, 
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It may be death. 

King. Let’s further think of this ; 

Weigh what convenience both of time and means 
May fit us to our shape : if tliis should fail^ 

And that our drift look through our bad performance, 
’Twere better not assay’d : tlierefore this project 
Should have a back or second, that might hold. 

If this should blast in proof. Soft ! — lot me soe : — 
We’ll moke a solemn wiigor on your cunnings, — 

I ha’t : 

When in your motion you are hot and diy, — 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, — 

And tliat he calls for drink, I’ll have 'jirepar’d him 
A chalice for the nonce ; whoreon but sipping, 

If ho by chance escape your venom’d stuck, 

Our purpose may holcf there. 

Knter Queen. 

How now, sweet queen 

Queen. One woo doth tread another’s heel, 
So fast they follow : — ^your sister’a ^jrown’d, Laei*tes. 
haer. Drown’d ! O, where ? 

Queen. There is a willow grows a.slant a brook. 
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ; 

Thc*re witli fantastic garlands did she come 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purj^QS 
Tliat l ibera l shepherds give a grosser mime, . 

But our cold maids do dead im*ii’s fingers call them : 
There, on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke ; 

When down her weedy trophies and herself 

Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes 8]>read wide. 

And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up ; 

Wliich time slie chanted snatches of old tunes, 

As one i neapab lo of her own distress, 

Or like a creature native and i^d^’d 

Unto that element : but long it could not bo 

Till that her garments, heavy witli their drink, 

Pull’d the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 
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Laer. AIoh^ thou, she is drown’d ? 

Queen. Drown’d, drown’d. 

Lcier. Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia, 

And tlioreforo I forbid my tears : but yet 
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds, 

^Let shame say what it will : when these are gone, 

^Tlie woman will bo out. — ^Adieu, my lord : 

I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze. 

But that tliis folly douts it [Exit. 

King. Let’s follow, Gertrude : 

How much I had^^32) to do to calm his rage I 
Now fear I this will give it start again ; 

Therefore let’s follow. [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

Scene I. Elsinore. A churc}\iym\l. 

Enter Hvo Clowns, with aitadcfi, cj-r. 

First Clo. Is she to bo buried in Cliristian burial tliat 
wilfully seeks her own salvation ? 

Sec. Clo. I toll thee she is ; and therefore make her grave 
straight : the crowncr hath sat on her, and finds it Christian 
burial. 

First Clo. How can that be, imless she drowned herself 
in her own defence ? 

Sec. Clo. Why, ’tis found so. 

First Clo. It must be se offendemlo ; it cannot bo else. For 
here lies the point : if I drown myself wittingly, it argues an 
act : and an act hath tlirco brancdies ; it is, to act, to do, to 
perform : argal, she drowned herself wittingly. 

Sec. Clo. Nay, but hear you, goodman delvcr, — 

First Clo. Give mo leave. Here lies the water; good: 
here stands the man ; good^: if the man go to this water and 
drown himself, it is, will he, nill he, ho goes, — mark you 
that;^ but if the water come to him and drown him, he 
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drowns not himself : argal, he that is not guilty of his own 
death shortens not his own life. 

Sec* Clo* But is this law ? 

First Clo* Ay, marry, is’t ; crowner’s quest-law. 

Sec* Clo* Will you ha’ the trutli on't ? If this had not 
been a gentlewoman, she shoidd have been buried out of 
Christian burial. 

First CIo. Why, there thou sayst and the more pity 
that groat folk should liavo ooiintonanee in this world to 
drown or hang thcinseh'es, more than thidr eyeii Cliristian. 
— Como, my s|jado. There is im ancient gentlemen but gar- 
deners, ditcliers, and grave -makers . they hold uj) Adam's 
profession. 

Sec* Clo* Was ho a gonllenian ? 

Fir si (Jh* He was the first that over boro arms. 

Sec* Clo* Why, he had none. 

First Clo* Whai , art a lieatlMni ? How dost thou un- 
derstand- iho Seri] )ti ire ? The Seri])turo says, Adam digged: 
could ho dig without arms? I'll ])ut another quoslion to 
thee : if thou answerest mo not to the purjJOS(», confess tliy-* 
self — 

Sec. Clo. Go to. 

First Clo. What is ho that builds stronger than either the 
mason, the shipwright, or the carpenter ? 

See. Clo. The gallows-maker; for that frame outlives a 
thousand tenants. 

First Clo* I like thy wit well, in good faith : the gallows 
does well ; but how does it well ? it docs well to those tliat 
do ill : now, thou dost ill to say the gallows is built stronger 
than the church : argal, tlie gallows may do well to thee. To’t 
again, come. 

Sec* Clo* Who builds stronger tlian a mason, a ship- 
wright, or a carpenter ?” 

First Clo* Ay, toll me that, and unyok e. 

Sec* Clo* Marry, now I can tell. 

First Clo* To’t. 

Sec* Clo* Mass, I cannot toll. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, at some distance. 

First Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more about it, for your 

VOL. YU. o 
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dull asB will not mend IiIb pace ■with beating ; and when you 
are asked tins cjiiestion next, say a grave-maker tlio 
hrmses that lie makes last till doomsday. Go, get tliec to 
Yauglian f(‘teli me a stoop of licpior. \_Exit Sec, Clown, 

\_TTe digsj and sings. 
In youdi, when I did love, did love,* 

IVIeHiouj^Iit it was very sweet, 

To eontnaet, O, the time, for, ah, my behove. 

< ), iru'tlioiip^hi there w'as nothing me<*t. 

Jhun, TTas this fellow no feiding of his business, that lie 
sings at grave-making ? 

I foe, (histcnii hath made it in him a property of (easiness. 

flam, ’Tis e’en so ; tin* hand oflittli‘ emjdoyment hath the 
daintier scaise. 

First Clo, Jiiit age, with his stealing stejK, \_Sh\tjs. 

llalli claw'd nn* in his elnteli. 

And hath shipped me inti] (h(‘ land, 

As if 1 ha<l never been such. 

[ llirows ffj> o sknll. 

lion). That skull had a tongiK' in it, and eoidtl sing onee : 
how tln‘ knave jowls it to tin* ground, as j|* it tv ('re t\Miirs 
ja\v-h(ni(‘, that did tin* first niunh'i* ! It might Ix' the ])ate 
of a ])oliti(*ian, wdneli tliis ass now (Ter-n'^aelu's one that 

would eirenniv’ent (hul, might it not ? 

Jlor. It might, inv lord. 

lloin. Or of a (‘oiirtic'r ; Avhieh eonld say Good mor- 
row, sweet lonl ! II ow dost thou, good lord ?” This might 
be my lord sueh-a-one, that prais(‘d my loril sueh-a-om‘’s 
horse, wln'ii he meant to beg it, — juiglit it not? 

Jlor. Ay, my lord. 

Ifoni. AVhy, (''ell so: and noAv my Taidy Worm’s; ehap- 
less, and knoeki'd alnut tlu' mazardwith a sexton’s spade: 
hero’s tini' rt'^ohuion, an we had the triek to s('o 't. Did 
these boiK's cost no more the breeding, but to ])lay at logga ts 
with ’em ? mine aehe to think ou’t. 

In youth, n'hrn f dUl tocr, d'ul lore. Xc.]| Tlii< stanza and the <ithcr tw'o 
stanzas sung l>y tlie First t’lowii arc ruthles>slv-altero(l ^notations from a 
poem attributed to Lord Vaux ; one cojiy of v\hieli, with the imisie, is oxtaiit 
in Ms. Sloane, Ivo. 4lM)(), and another copy, without the music, in Ms. Harl., 
No. 170y. The wliolo i»ocni .aiipctwcd in Toffvl'it Minfrllauy, ; and may 
be found in Percy's Itrl, of A. 12, Poetry, vol. i. p. ISO, cd. 17f)4. 
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First Clo. A pickaxe, and a Rjmde, a spado, [^Sintjs. 

For nnd a slinuidiiig-slioot 
O, a ])it of clay for to be made 
For Mich a gii<»st is meet. 

[ Throws up another shilL 
• Haul, Tliore's aiiotlnT : why may not thiil he the skull of 
a lawyer? When* he hi^ q uiihlit s now, his (| ni]let s, his east's, 
his K'liiires, and his tricks? win does ho suffer tliis rude 
kimvt* now to knock him aI>ont the m'ojicm' wdth a dirty slio- 
vel, and will not tell him of his actitm ofhatt(*ry? Hum! 
This fellow mi^ht he in's timi' a threat huyt'r of land, with 
Jiis statute's, his n'co^^ni/aiuM s, h»s tnu* , his donhle Ataiclicrs, 
his rct*o\cri(s: is this the ne ei his tiiu*'*, and dii' n‘(*oNt‘rv 
of his reco\ t'ric's, lo h:ne his fiiu' pale liill t)l* fiiit' dirt ? 

Avill his Aom‘hers voiK'h him no mon* of his purchases, and 
doiibh' ones “too, tliaii tin* h'lmth and lueadtli of a ])air of 
indent art's ? Tht' ^<‘r^ con\t'> anct*^ ol'his lands will hardly 
lie in tliis l)o\ ; and must tlu' inheritor hims<‘lf ha\ t* no mort', 
lia ? 

Hor. ^ot a jot mon*, my lord. 

Haiu, Is not parchment made* <»!* she(‘|)-skins ? 

Ilor, A\ n in\ lord, and of (*alf-skins t(K>. 

IJnui. The^ are shet'p and <*alM*s wliitdi seek out assur- 
ance in that. J A>ill sjK'ak to this (cIIoav. — Wliost* gra\(*'s 
this, sirrah ? 

First Clu, Mine, sir. — 

(), a ])it of tluY for to he made \_Slnfjs. 

For such a giic'-t is meet. 

Jfain, I think it he thine, indeed ; for thou liest in’t. 

First do. You lie out on’t, sir, and tht'ri'fore it is not 
yours: for my i)art, J do nt)t lie in’t, aiul y»'t it is mint*. 

Haul. Thou tiost li(' iift, .to ht* in’t, anti say it is thine: 
’tis for the dead, md for tht* tjuick : theref »re tht»u liest. 

First Clo, ’Tis a quick lie, sir; 'twill away again, from 
me to you. 

Ham, What man dcjst thou dig it for? 

First do. For no man, sir. 

Haul, What woman, then ? 

First Clo, For none, neither. 

11am. Who is to be buried in’t ? 
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Fini Clo, One tliat was a woman, sir ; but, rest lier soul, 
sho^H doad. 

llam. How absol ute ihc knave is I we must speak by the 
card, or equivocation will undo us. By tlie Lord, Horatio, 
these three year> 1 have taken note of it ; the ago is grown so 
gickerl, tliat the toe of tlio peasant comes so near the heel of 
the courtier, he galls his kibe. — How long hast thou been a 
grave-maker ? 

Clo. Of all the days i’ the year, I came to’t that day 
that our last king Hamlet o’ereamo Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long is that since ? 

First Clo. Cannot you t(‘ll that? every fool can tell that: 
it was the very day that young Hamlet was bom, — he that is 
mad, and sent into England. 

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into England ? 

First Clo. Why, because he Avas mad : he ‘shall recover 
his wits thcr(' ; or, if h(' do not, it's no groat matter there. 

Ham. Why? 

First Clo. ’Twill not l)o seen in him there ; there the men 
arc as ina<l as he. 

Ham. How came he mad? 

First Clo. Ver} strangely, they say/ 

Ham. Hoav strangely? 

First Clo. Faitli, with losing his wits. 

I lam. Upon whai ground ? 

First Clo. AVhy, here in Denmark: I have been sexton 
hero, man and boy, thirty years. 

Ham. How long Avill a man lie i’ tho earth ere he rot? 

First Clo. I’faith, if he he not rotten before ho die, — as wo 
have many pocky <*orses n«>w-a-days that Avill scarce hold tho 
laying in, — he Avill last you some eight year or nino year : a 
tanner will last you nine year. 

Ham. Why ho more than another? 

First Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with his trade 
that ho will keej^ out Avater a great while ; and your water is 
a sore decaycr of your AAdioreson dead body. Here’s a skull 
now ; this skull has lain in the earth tlu:ce-and-twonty years. 

Ham. Whoso was it ? 

First Clo. A whoroson^mad follow’6 it was : whoso do you 
think it was ? 
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Ham, Nay, I know noL 

First CU), A pehtileiicc on liim for a mad rogue 1 ’a 
poured a flagon of lUicnihli on my head once. Tliis some 
skull, sir, was Yorick’s skull,^*^®^ the king’s jester. 

Ham, This ? 

First Clo, E'en that. 

llarn. Let me sec. [^Tahes tJie skull ,'] — AJas> poor YorickI 
— I knew him, Horatio: a fellow of iniinito jest, of most 
excellent fancy : ho hath borne me on his back a thousand 
times; and now, how abhorred in my i magi nation it is 
my gpi^(‘ rises at it. Here hiiiig tb >mj lips tliat I hare kissed 
T know iKit Jiow ofl. AVIu'ri* be your gib(‘s now? your 
gamb(jls ? your songs ? \ our Hashes of mi'rrinumt, that were 
wont to set the tabic on a loar? Not one now, to mock 
your own grinning? quite clia[>-fallen ? Now get you to iny( 
lady’s c'hamber, and ti‘Jl her, let her i)aint an incli thick, tol 
this faNoi^ she must come; make her laugh at that. — Pri-> 
thee, Horatio, tell mo one thing. 

Jlor, What's that, my lord ? 

Ham. Dost thou think Alexander looked o’ this fashion 
i’ tlie earth ? 

Hor. E’en so.] 

Ham. And smelt so ? jjali ! \^Puls down the skull, 

Hor. E’eii so, my lord- 

Ham. To what base uses wo may return, Horatio 
Why may not imagination trace the noble dust of Alexander 
till ho find it btopi>ing a bung-hole ? 

Hor, ’Twere to consider too curiously, to consider so. 

Ham, No, faith, not a jot; but to follow him thither 
with modesty enough, and likelihood to lead it: as thus; 
Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexandc‘r returneth 
into dust ; die dust is earth ; of earth we make l^m ; and 
why of that loam wherctx) he was converted might they not 
stop a beer-barrel ? 

I mperio us CaBsar,^^^^^ dead and turn’d to clay, 

Might stop a hole to keep tiie wind away : 

O, that that earth wliich kept the world in awe 
Should patch a wall t’ expel the winter’s flaw I — 

But soft ! but soft ! asfde : — ^here comes the king. 
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Enter Priest*?, ({*e. in profession ; the Corpse of Ophelia, Laertes 
and Mouniors folloirhvj ; King, Queen, their trains^ ^c. 

Tho (j IK ‘Oil, ilio courtiers : who is that they follow? 

And witJi such njniined rjt<‘.s ? TJiis doth betoken 
The eorso t]ie> follow did with desperate hand 
Fordo its own lilt' : ’twas of some estate. 

Couch w'e awliile, and mark. [AV/r/wy with Horatio. 

Liter. AVhat C('reiiion> elbo? 

Ham. Tliat is Laertes, 

A ^ery nol)le youth : mark. 

Ijfter. Wliat e(‘reinony c‘lse? 

First Priest. J-Kt (»l)scMjuies lia\(' been as far enlarg’d 
As w(‘ have A\arraiitis(* : h<*r d<‘ath was doubtful ; 

And, but that gr<'at eommaiid o’(‘rswa}s tlie order, 

Slu' should in grouiul uu''anc*titi(Ml ha\t‘ lodg’d 
Till th<' last trum]K‘l ; for <*liariiable i)raM‘rs, 

Shards, flints, and pebbles, sboidd be tlirowu on her: 

Yet here she is allow ’<1 her ^iri*iii erants,<l42) 

Her maiden strew ments, and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial. 

Laer. ]\Iust there no mon* be done? 

First J^ritsf. No more be done : 

AVe sluadd ])rofane tlu' seiwiee of the dead 
To sing a retpiieni, and such rest to heri'*^^^ 

As to ])eaee-parted souls. 

I^aer. Lay her i’ th’ earth ; — 

And from lier fair and unjxillub'd Hesli 

May A ioh*ts sjiring ! — 1 tell thee, churlish jiriost, 

A ininisleriiig angel shall my sister be. 

When thou liest howling. 

Ham. What, the fair Ophelia! 

Queen. Rw (‘cts to the' swc<*t : farew (*11 ! [^Scatteriny flowers. 
I hop’d tliou shouldst have bet'u iny Hamlet’s wife; 

I thought thy bride-b(»d to have deck’d, sweet maid, 

And not have &trcw'’d thy grave. 

Laer. O, treble 

Fall ten times treble on tlitit cursed head 
AVhoso wicked deed thy most ingenious sense 
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Depriv’d tlieo of! — Hold ofi’the earth awhile, 

Till I havi» eau^ht licr once more in mine arms : 

[^Leaps into the grave. 

Now pile your dust uj)ou tlie ^jiiiek and dead, 

Till of this flat a mountain \ou hine made 
T’ o’ertop ohl Pi'lioii or tlu‘ skyisli head 
Of hlui‘ ()hin|»iis. 

ILtni, {jnlvtnii‘ing~\ AVliat i^ ho \^ lios*» ;^riof 
Hears siieli an empliasi-^; wla^se phrasi* t)i sorrow 
(^'^njllres tin* ati'liTin^* s|:n>, and jmikt*s tlieni .stand 
Like w oihler-wouiided lu*ar«*r^? Tliis is I, 

Hamlet tlnj 1 )jiiu*. j /wepv info the grave, 

J^arv. Tlie itevil take thv ^oiil I 

I (ivifpjilhtg with hini, 

Jfnitu Tliou ])ra;' 'm not wi*!!. 

1 pritliee, laki* tli\ tinners from ni> throat; 

For, though I am not ‘^j)J(‘nitiM‘ and ra^li, 

Yet lia\e I sonu'thin^ in me dan^’eroiis, 

AVhieh J(‘t th\ wisdom tear: hold otf thy hand! 

King, Pluck them asunder. 

(jftvni. Hamlet, llamlot ! 

-1//. (lentleim*!!, — 

J/or. Gofxl my lord, hc3 ijuiet. 

\_Hie Attendantf^ part tJirni^ ami flag rotne out 
of the grave. 

Ham, Why, I A>dll fi^ht with him uj)oij lliis theme 
Until in> e;y(*lids v ill jio lonytu' wa^. 

Queen, O my son, uhat theme? 

Ham, TUuM Ophelia: forty tlionsand brothf*rs • 

Could not, with all their quantity of love, 

Mako up my sum. — What wilt thou do for her? 

King, O, he is mad, Laertes. 

Queen, For hne of Gtal, forbear him. 

Haw, ’Hwounds, .show me \^liat thoult do; 

AVoo’tweep? woo’t fi^ht? 'woo’tfast? woo'’t tear thyself ? 
Woo’t drink up eisel oat a crocodile ? 

I’ll do’t. — Dost tliou come Imto to wliino ? 

To outface me witli leaping in her grave ? 

Be buried quick with her, and so will 1 ; 

And if tliou prato of momitains, let them throw 
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MiDions of acres on us, till our ground, 

Singeing liis pate against the burning zone, 
iMakb like a wart I Nay, an tliou’lt mouth, 
ni rant as well as thou. 

,, Quenu This is more madness : 

"A^d thus awhile tlio fit will work op him ; 

Jln«it^s patient as die female doVI 
When thai^Sier golden caplets are disclos’d, 

His silyiKJc will sit drooping. 

* llara. Hear you, sir ; 

What is the reason that you use me thus ? 

I lov’d you over : but it is no matter ; 

Lc*t Horenh's himself do what he may, 

The eat will mew, and dog will have his day. \JExlt, 

Kin(j. 1 pray you, good Horatio, wait upon him. — 

Horatio. 

[7b Laeries~\ Strengthen your patience in om* last night’s 
speech ; 

We’ll put ’the matter to the present push. — 

Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son. — 

This grave sliall liave a Kying monument : 

An hour of quiet shortly shall we see f 

Till then, in patience our proceeding bo. \_Excunt. 


Scene II. TJie same. A hall in the castle. 

Enter" 'U.AMUsx and Horatio. 

Ham. So much for this, sir : now shall you see the other 
You do remember all tlio circumstanqe ?.« 

Hor. Remember it, my lord ^f ' 

Ham. Sir, in my lieai't there a kind of fighting. 
That would not let me sleep : metlidught I lay 
Worse than the mutines in the bil^eJi Rashly, — 

And prais’d be rashness for it ; let us know, 

Our indiscretion sometimes serves us weU, 

When our deep plots do fail should teach us 

iTliere’s a divinity that shapes our ends, 

;Rough-hew them how wo will, — 
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Ilor. That is most certain. 

Ham. Up from my cabin, PURi 

My sea-gown scarf’d about me, in the dark r* ^ 

Grop’d I to find out them : liacl iny desire ; 

Finger’d their packet; and, in fine, \\itlidrfj\^^ O^td 29 APLH 
To mine own room again i making so bold jf * * 

My fears forgetting manners, to unseal 
Their grand commission; whc^ie I toiiiul, IIo 

0 ro} al kna^ ery ! — an exact < ommand, — 

Larded with many several sorts ol ro 4>oi\s, 

Importing Denmark’s health, and England’ t(v>, 

With, ho I such bugs^and ^^oblin*^ in nn ld« , — 

That, on tlio supenisc, no leisure bib d, 

No, not to stav the gnnding oftlie ii\e, 

M} Jioad should be stiuek off. 

Hot. Js'i possible? 

Ham. Here’s tlie eonmiissioii : k ad it at more leisure.} 

But wilt thou hoaj: mo how I ilid proceed ? 

Hoi. I beseech }ou. 

Ham. Being Uius be-nt ited round with villanies, — 

Ere I eould make a prologue to my brain<t. 

They liad begun the play, — 1 sat me down ; 

Devis’d a new commission ; wrote it fair : — 

1 once did hold it, as our s tatist s do, 

A baseness to write fair, and labour’d miirb 
How to forgot that learning ; but, sir, now 
It did mo yeoman’s service : — ^\>ilt tliou know 
Th’ effect of what I wrote ? 

Ilor. Ay, good my lord. 

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the king, — 

As England w as his faithful tributary ; 

As love between them like the palm might flourish ; 

As peace should still hea wheaton garland wear, 

And stand a comma ’tween tlieir amities 
And many such-like as’s” of great charge, — 

Tliat, on the view and knowing of tliese contents/ 

Without debatement further, more or less. 

He should the bearers put to sudden death, 

Not shriving-time allow’d. 

Hor. How was this seal’d ? 
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Ilam, Why, even in tliat was heaven ordinont. 

I liad my fatluT’s si/rnot in niy 2>nrsc, 

Wliieh was tlio model of that Danish sctil ; 

Folded tlio writ ujj in tlie form of th’ other;’ 

Subserili’d it ; ^a\e't th’ im]>ression ; ])lac’d it safely, 

Th(‘ chanf^clin^ never known. Now, the next day 
Was onr hi‘a-li^ht; and what to this was sequent 
Then know’st already. 

Ilof, So (inildeiihterii and ltoscn(*rantz ^o to’t. 

I/atn. Wliy, man, they did imike love to this employment; 
They are not near my eon science ; their defeat 
D<»t]i by tlieir own insiiuuition f:jrow : 

’Tis dangerous wlieii the bast'r nature comes 
Didween tlie ])ass and f(‘ll-incensM 2K)ints 
Of mi^lity o])2»osites. 

Ilur. Why, what a kin^ is ill is! 

I Jam, Does it not, thinks’t thee, stand me now ujion, — 

He that hath killM my kin^, and whor'd my motlier ; 
l\>j»l)M in Ix'twecn (If election and my hopes; 

Tlirow'ii out his an^le for my ])roper life, 

And with MK'li cozenage, — is't not p(‘rteet conscience 
To quit liini with this and is't not* to be damn’d 

To let this caidver of our nature come 
In furtlaT il ? 

Jlor. It must be shortly known to him from England 
W^hat is tlir issue of tlie business there. 

Ilam. It will bc' short the interim is mine; 

^Aiid a man’s life's no more than to say ‘‘ one.” 

Hut 1 am M'ly sorry, good Horatio, 

That to Laertes 1 forgot nnstdf; 

For, by the image of iiy clause, I see 

The jiortraiture of his: I'll conrt^^‘>^^ his favoiHs: 

But, sure, tlie bra\ er}' of his grief did jml me 
Into a towering jiassion. 

IIoi\ Peace ! who comes here ? 

KnUr OsRic. 

Osr. Your lordship is right Avclcomc back to Denmark. 
Ham. I humbly thank you, sir. — [Aside to i/or.] Dost 
know this water-fly ? 
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Hot. \a8ule to //am.] No, my good lord. 

Ham. [tiaUle to Thy stuto is the more gracious ; for 

’tis a vice to know liim. He liath much huid, and fertile : 
lot a beast bo lord of beasts, and liis crib sliall stand at tlio 
king’s moss: ’tis a elioiigU; but, as I, say, spacious in tlio 
possossion of dirt. 

0s)\ Sweet lord, if your lordship^^^^^ wore at loisuro, 1 
slioidd impart a tliiii;,'- to you from his iijaj<»stA\ 

Ham. J will iveeivc it, with all diJi^eiu^o of spirit. 
Put your boniad to his right xise : ’tis for tho head. 

Onr. I thank your lordship, it is \ery hot. 

Ham. Nt), boliovo mo, "tis cold; the wind is northerly. 

Osr. It is indiffi'rent cold, my lord, iialocd. 

Ham. Jliii yet melliinks it is a cry sultry and hot for my 
com])loxion.^^^^^^ 

0.si\ Exceedingly, inv lord; it is ^e^y sultry, — as ’twere, 
— I eiuinoi ttdl how. — Put, my lord, his majesty baile mo 
signify to you, that la* has laid a great Avager on your head : 
sir, this is the matter, — 

Ham. I beseech you, remember — 

[^Hamlet 7nore8 him to imt ov his hat. 

Osr. Nay, in good faith; for mine ease, in good faith. 
Sir, here is neAvly (smio to court Jjaertes ; believe me, an ab- 
solute gentleman, full of nn)st exeellout diferonces, of very 
soft society and great showing : indeed, to s|K*nk feelingly 
of him, he is the card or calendar of gentry, for you shall 
find in liiin tlio ccmtineiit of nhat ])iiri a gontleiiuin would 
sec. 

Ham. Sir, his definemont suffers no ])crdition in you; — 
though, I know, to dhide him inventorially would dizzy the 
arithmetic of memory, and it but yaw neither,^ iii resjieet 
of his quick sail. Jiut, in the verity of extolmont, I take him 
to be a soul of great arj^dc ; and bis infusion of such dc*arth 
and rareness, as, to make true diction of him, his scuiblal>io 
is his mirror ; and Avlio else would trace him, his umbrage, 
nothing more. 

Osr. Your lordship speaks most infallibly of him. 

Ham. Tlio cqncemancy, sir? why do wo wrap the* gentle- 
man in our more rawer breath ? 

Osr. Sir? 
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Hot. Is’t not possible to understand in another tongue ?<167) 
You will do’t, sir, really. 

Ham. What imports the nomination of this gentleman ? 

0»r. Of Laertes? 

ll(yT. [aaule to llq,m.'] His purse is empty already : all’s 
golden words are s})ent. 

Ham. Of him, sir. 

Osr. I -know you are not ignorant — 

Ham. I would you did, sir; yet, in faith, if you did, it 
■yould not much ai^j^rove mo : — ^well, sir. 

Chr. You arc not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is — 

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I should compare with 
him in oxcellonco; to know a man well, wore to 

know himself. 

Ohv. I mean, sir, for his wcaj)©!! ; but in the Imputation 
laid on him by them, in his meed he’s unfellowed. 

Ham. W hat \s h is weapon ? 

Osr. Ra]jior and^dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of his weapons : but, well. 

Osr. The king, sir, hath wagered with liim^^^*^^ six Bar- 
bary horses ; against the which he has imponed, as 1 take it, 
six French rajuc'rs and poniards, with their assigns, as girdle, 
hangers, and so : three of the carriages, in faith, are very dear 
to fancjy, very responsive to the hilts, most delicate carriages, 
and of very liberal conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? 

Hot. [asuJe to I lam.’] I knew you must bo edified by the 
marge nt ere you had done. 

Osr. The caiTiagos, sir, are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrase would be more german to the matter, 
if we could carry cannon by our sides : 1 would it might be 
hangers till then. But, on : six Barbary horses against six 
French swords, their assigns, and three liberal-conceited car- 
riages ; that’s the French bet against the Danish. Why is 
this “ imponed,” as you call it ? 

Oar. The king, sir, hath laid, that in a dozen passes be- 
tween yourself and him, ho shall not exceed you three hits : 
he hath -laid on twelve for nine ; and it would come to imme- 
diate trial, if your lordship wotfld vouchsafe the answer. 

Ham. How if I answer no ? 
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Oar. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your person in 
friaL 

Ham. Sir, I will walk hero in the hall : if it please his 
majesty, ’tis the broatliii ii; time of day with mo ; let the foils 
be brought, the goiitloman willing, and the king hold his pur- 
pose, I will win for him an I can ; if not, I will gain notliiiig 
but my shame and the odd hits. 

Oar. Shall I re-delivor you e’en so ? 

IJam. To this etfoct, sir ; aftoi* what flf>urish your nature 
will. 

O^r. I commend my duty to yoiir lor(hhi]>. 

Ham. Yours, yours. [/:7.riV — Ho iloes ^\(dl to com-4 

mend it himself; there are no tongues else for’s turn. * 

Ilor. This lapwing runs away wifti the shell on his head. 

Ham. He did comply with his <lug, b(‘f(»re ho sucked it. 
Tlius has he — and many more of the same bi5vy, that, 1 know, 
tlie drossy ago dotes on — only got the tune of the time , and 
outward habit of encounter ; a kind ol’yosty collection, ■which 
carries them through and through the most fanned and win- 
nowed opinions and do but blow them to their trial,^^®2) 
the bubbles are out. 

Kilter a Lord. 

Lord. My lord, his majesty commended him to you by 
young Osric, who brings back to him, that you atlcntl him 
in th(‘ hall : ho sends to know if your pleasure* hold to play 
with Laertes, or that y'ou will take longer time. 

Ham. I am constant to my purposes ; they follow the 
king’s pleasure ; if his fitness speaks, mine is ready ; now or 
whensoever, provided I bo so able as now. 

Lord. The king and (^ueen and all aro coming down. 

Ham. In hapi)y time. 

Lord. The queen desires you to use some gentle enter- 
tainment to Laertes before you fall to play. 

Ham. She well instruct me. \Ilxit Lord. 

Hor. You will lose this wager, my lord. 

Ham. I do not think so; since ho went into France, I 
have been in continual practice; I shall win at the odds. 
But tliou wouldst not think how ill all’s hero about my 
heart : but it is no matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my lord, — 
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Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is such a kind of gain- 
g iving as would jjerliaps trouble a woman. 

llor. If your mind dislike any tiling, obey it : I will 
forestall tlicir rej)air liitlier, and say you are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, avo defy augury : there’s a special 
providence in the fall of a sparrow. If it be now, ’tis not 
to come ; if it be not to eomo, it Avill be now ; if it be not 
now, yet it will come : the reiulincss is all : since no man has 
aught of what lio leaves, what is’t to leave betimes 

Enter King, Queen, Laertes, Lords, Osric, and Attendants with 

/oiftiy 

King, epme, Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 

[77r^ King puts Laertes^ hand Into ITa^nlet's. 
Ham. Give me your j»ardon, sir: I’ve done you wrong; 
But pardon’t, as you arc a gentleman. 

Tins [)r(‘s<uicc knows, 

And you must needs iiave hoard, hoAv I am jmnish’d 
With sore distraction. What I Iuiao done, 

Tliat might your nature, honour, and i‘xe(»ption 
Jloiighly awake, 1 Imm’C' ])roclaim was madness. 

'Was’t Hamlet wrong’d Lat‘i*tcs? Ncmt Hamlet: 

If 1 Iain lot from himself lx* ia’eii away. 

And when lie’s not himself does wrong Laertes, 

Then Hamlet do<\s it not, ITaml(*t d<*nies it. 

Who does it, then? His madness : if’t bo so, 

Hamlet is of the faction th.at is Avrong’d ; 

His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy. 

Sir, in this audieneo, 

Let my disclaiming from a jmrjxis’d CAdl 
Free me so far in your mo'^t g<.*nerous tliouglits, 

Tliat 1 have shot mine arroAv o’er tlie liou.se, 

And hurt my brotlier. 

Laer. 1 am sati.sfied in nature, 

Whoso motiA'c, in this ease, sliouUl stir me most 
To my revenge : but in my t(;rms of honour 
I stand aloof ; and will no reconeilemoiit 
Till by some elder masters, of kiiOAvn honour,^^®^^ 

I ha\"e a voice and precedent of peace, 

To keep my name uiigor’d. But till that time 
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I do receive your offer’d love like love, 

And will not wrong it. 

Ham, I oinkriice it freely ; 

And will this brother’s wager frankly ida}''. — 

Give ns the foils. — Como on. 

Laer, Como, one for me. 

TIam. I’ll bo your foil, LjiortoH : in mine ignoraneo 
Yonr skill sball, likt‘ a star i' the dark(‘s1 iiiuht, 

Stick fiery off iiuliHsl. 

Jjaer, Yon nioek im , 

TTam, No, by this hand, 

Kut(f, (iliM them the foils, mn * Osrie. — Ccuisin llainlot, 
You know the Avager r 

llarn. Vei v am 11, in\ lord; 

Your grace hath laid tli< < dds o’ thi‘ A\eak« r ^idc^ 

K'mp, I do not fear it : 1 liaAo sts ii vr)u lailh : 

But sinci* he\ betterM, we ha\e tlieieibit* (»dds. 

Laer, This is to(» licuA y, let me s* o another. 

ILnn. This likes me aacII. Tlit^se foils haA(* all .i iMigth? 

[yV/ty pyejtare fo 

0^r. Ay, mv good lord. 

Kuhf. Sot me the stoops of Avine iijxm that tabh*. — 

If Hamlet gist* tlu* first or seeond hit, 

Or (piit in ansA\er of th<' third (‘\ehauge, 

Let all tlu* battlements tlua'r ordnanee fin* ; 

Tli(* kiiig{ shall drink to lTainh‘t’s better breath ; 

And ill the eiip an Pinion sliall he tJinm. 

Hieher than that A>hie]i four sii(*eessi\ (* kings 

Til l)(‘ninark’s eroAMi lia\e AAorn. CiiM* me the ciips^ 

And let the kettle to the triimjiet sp(*ak. 

The trumpet to the eannonei*r A^illiont, 

Tlie cannons to the heaAen^, tlu* ]i<*a\ens to eartli, 

Nc»w the king drinks to Hamhd.” — Come, liegin ; — 

And .>ou, the judges, hear a AAary o;ye. 

Ham, Como on, sir. 

Ijfter, Come, my lord. [ Tlu^j jdat/. 

Ham, One. 


Hier, No. 

Ham, Judgment 

ihr, A hit, a very paljiablc hit. 
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Laer, W ell ; — again. 

King, Stay ; give me drink. — Hamlet, this pearl is tiling ; 
Here’s to thy health. 

[ Trumpets sound^ and cannon shot off within. 
Give him the cup. 

Ham. I’ll ])lay tliis bout first ; set it by awhile. — 

Come. — \Theij play. Another hit; what say you? 

Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confess. 

King. Our son shall win. 

Quem. He’s fat, and scant of breath. — 

Here, Hamlet, take my najikin, rub thy brows : 

Tlie queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet. 

Ham, Good madam ! 

King, Gertrude, do not- drink. 

Queen. I will, my lord ; I pray you, pardon me. {^Diunks. 
King. \jiHidi^ It is the poison’d cup ; it is too late. 

Ham, I dare not drink ycl, madam ; by and by. 

Queen, Come, let mo wipe thy face. 

Jjaev. My lord, I’ll hit him now. 

King. I do not think’t. 

Laer. And yet ’tis almost ’gainst my conscience. 

Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes : you but dally ; 

I pray you, pass with your best \io](*iiec; 

I am afeard you make a wmitqii of me. 

haer. Say you so ? etime on. [ They play. 

Osr. Nothing, neither way. 

Laer. llav(‘ at you now ! 

[Ijacrfci^ wound Hamlet ; then^ in scuffling^ they 
change Q'apiers^ and Hamlet wounds Laertes, 
King. Hart them ; they are incens’d. 

Ham. Nay, come, again. \^The Queen falls. 

Osr. Look to the queen there, ho ! 

Hor. They blood on both sides. — How is it, my lord ? 

Osr, How is’t, Laertes? 

Laer, Why, as a woodcock to mine own springe, Osric ; 
I’m justly kill’d witli mine own troacheiy. 

Ham, How does the queen ? 

King, She Bwoons^t<5®^ to see thorn bleed. 

Queen. No, no, the di'ink, tlie drink, — 0 my dear Ham- 
let, — 
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The drink, th© drink ! — I am poison’d. \JDie8* 

Sam, O villany I — Ho I let tho door bo lock’d 
Treachery I seek it out. 

Laer, It is here, Hamlet : Hamlet, thou art slain ; 

No medicine in the world can do thee good. 

In thee there is not half an hour of life ; 

Tho treacherous instrument is in thy hand. 

Unbated and envenom’d : the foul practice 
Hath turn’d itself on me ; lo, here I lie, 

Never to rise again : thy mother ’s poison’d : — 

I can no more : — tho king, tho king ’s to blame. 

Sam, Tlic point envenom’d too !— - 
Then, venom, to thy work. the King, 

All, Treason ! treason I 

King, O, yet defend me, friends ; I am but Inirt. 

Sam, Here, thou inec^stuous, iiiurdi^rous, damned Dane, 
Drink off this jiotion : — is thy union 

Follow my mother. \_King dies, 

Laer, lie is justly sejw’d ; 

It is a poison temper’d by himself — 

Exchange forgiveness witli me, noble Hamlet : 

Mine and my father’s dcatli (*ome not upon thee. 

Nor thine on mo I \^Dies, 

Sam, Heaven make thee free of it ! I follow thee. — 

I am dead, Horatio. — Wretehed qu(*cn, adieu I- - 
Yt>u that look pale and tnnublc at this chance. 

That are but mutes or audience to this act. 

Had I but time, — as this tell sergeant, death. 

Is strict in his arrest, — O, I could tell you, — 

But let it be. — Horatio, I am dead ; 

Thou liv’st ; report mo and my cause aright 
To tlie unsatisfied. 

Sor, Never believe it : 

I ’m more an antique lioman than a Dane t 
Here’s yet some liquor left. 

Sam, As tholi’rt a man. 

Give mo the cup : let go ; by heaven, I’ll havo’t. 

O good Horatio, what a wounded name, 

Things standing thus unknown, shall live behind me ! 

If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart, 

TOL. VII. P 
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Absent tlico from felicity awhile, 

And in this harsh world <lraw thy breath in pain, 

To tell my story. [^Marrh at aome distance^ and shot within. 
What warlike noise is this ? 

t)sr. Youn^ Fortinhras, with cuiiqiiost come from Poland, 
To th(' ambassadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. 

Ham. O, I die, Horatio ; 

Tlio ])(>t(*ut ])oison quite o’cr-crmvs my sjurit : 

1 cannot live to hosu* the n(‘ws from England ; 

Put I do ])rojihosy tli’ 4 ‘lection lights 
On Fortinhras : he has my dying voice ; 

Sf) toll him, with ih’ occiirr<‘nts, more and less, 

Which have solicited — tlie resi is silence. \J')ies. 

Hot. Now cracks a noble heart: — good night, sweet 
prince ; 

And flighls of angt‘ls sing Ilu‘e to th}" rest! — 

Why do(»s the drum come hither? \^March within. 

* 

hJtiter KoiiTiMiiiAs, i/a‘ Aiiibiissiidors, <mf/ others. 

Fort. WluTO is this siglit? 

Hor. What is^it yt* would see? 

If aught ofwoi' or wond<‘r, e<‘ase your snTireh. 

Fort. This (piiarry crit*'^ on haAoc — (> proud Dcath,^ 
'VV^hat least is toward in lliine ett‘rnal cell, 

That thou so many ]>rin<*es ai a shot 
So hh)odily hast struck ? 

First A nth. The siglit is dismal ; 

And our a Hairs from England coim* t4)o late : 

Tluj ears are s<‘nsele^‘^ tliat should giNt‘ us hearing, 

To tell him his coiiiinaiidinent is fulfiird, 

That Kos(‘nerantz and (hiildenstern are dead : 

Where should we lane our thanks? 

Hor. Not from his mouth. 

Had it tlf ability of life to thank you : 

He never ga^ e coinmandment for their death. 

But since, so J ump upon tliis bhasly qu(‘stion, 

You from the Polaek >vars, and you from England, 

Are here arriv’d, give or<l^r that these bodies 
High on a stage be placed to the view ; 
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And lot me apoak to tho yot unknowing world 
How these things eaini» about : so shall you hear 
Of oarnal, bloody, aii<l unnatural acts ; 

Of acoldeutal judgment'^, casual slaughters; 

Of deaths j)ut on by eiiiiuing and forc’d cause ; 

And, ill this u])shot, jmrjioscs mistook 
Fall’ll on tir inventors’ heads : all this can I 
Truly deliier. 

Fort. Let us haste to hear it, 

And call tli(' noblest <o the audience. 

For me, with sorrow I embrace ni> fi>rtunt‘ : 

I have some rights of ineinorv in thi kingdom, , 

^Vhlch now to claim my \\anlagi iloth inviU* me. 

!fin\ Of that 1 shall havi^ also cause to sp»Mk, 

And from hi- moulh v>hoso \<»iee vnIII draw on mori' : 

But let this saiiu* Ix' ]n*es<‘ntl> ])ertorm’d, 

E>en while mini’s minds are v\ild ; lest more misehance, 

Oil plots and errors, hajipon. 

Foyt, Let four eaptains 

Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage ; 

For hi' v>as likidv, had lie been |mt on, 

T’ have ])rov‘d most royally: and, for his pas^agi'. 

The soldiers’ iniisie*aiul the rites of war 
Sjieak loudly for him. — 

Take u]) the bodies : — sueli a sight as this 
Jh'eomes the tield, hut lu're sbov\s mueh amis'^. - 
CJo, bid the soldiers shoot. ^ 

[^1 ilftui humh, Fjinnif^ hunnuj njf flic (ln«l hndifs ; 
njtu Lchich (( jKdl of onlnnnce tb bhot of 
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P. 103. (i) rum strttck twelve;" 

Siceveiis “ strongly suspected” tliat we ought to read “ 'Tie new etruclt 
twelve which Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector also gives : but is not the sense 
tlic same with either reading? 


P. 105. ( 2 ) ^‘Polaelt^" 

Spelt in tlie old cd*^. pol lax" and " Pttlax,* - Pope printed “ Polack and 
StecMiiK ohscr\es, •'Wo canuol w<’! •-upiH«ne that in a parley tlie King 
helnhoured many, ns it is not liKcly that provo<‘ntion wa** gi^^en bj more 
than one, or that on Mich an occasion ho w'oiilil ha\c condescended to strike 
a meaner ]»ers«Mi than u priiict*.'* It would bocm, however, that here the 
" polUix" of the old eds. wiis intended for tlic plural ; since, afterwards in 
this pin}, their spelling of tlie hingular is ‘‘ Polaeke" " Pollaeht " “ Polealt" 
^^PoUoeh" and Poluki," — 1805. The highly descriptive epithet in this line 
"Hlethhd" (i.e. borne or mounted on a sled) is pronounced to he “ nonsense” 
by Professor Leo, who ‘‘slnmld like to propose the word *Btuidy'” in its 
stead : see ^otes ami Queries for Nov. IP, 1801, p. 410. 


P. 100. (3) "eo-niart" 

So the quartos, 1001, Ac. — The folio has Cou’nnnt.” — “ Co^mart is, I sup- 
pose, a joint hargaiiij a word perhaps of our i»oet’s coinage. A wart siguif} - 
ing a great fair or market, he would not Imvo scrupled to have wTitteii to 
mart, in the sense of to mahe a bargain. In the preceding siiecch wc find 
mart used for bargain or putwhase" Malone. — “ Ho has not scrupled so 
to write in Cymbclinc, act i. sc. 0 ; 

‘ to mart 

As in a Bomish stew/ Ac.” Steevenb. 


P. 100. U) design'd" 

8 o the second folio. — The quartos, 1004, Ac. and the first folio have (wdth 
various spelling) “ designe.” 


P. 106. ( 5 ) “ Aa^ stars with trains of jire^ and dews 0 / bloody 
disasters in the sun 

A passage hopelessly mutilated : yet Caldecott, with something more than 
simplicity, is inclined to believe that it now stands as Shakespeare wrote it, 
and accordingly proceeds to explain it. — ^Bowe printed 

“ Stars shone Tvith trains of jire^ dews of blood fell, 

IHsasters veil’d the rnn ," — 

Capell gave Howe’s reading, except that he substituted “ dimm'd” for veil’d.” 
—Malone conjectured 
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“ Astres tratm offire^ 

and dews of blood 

DiwisterouH dimmed the sun'' 

And rrofuHKor Leo prnpoRCs no Ichs than three mont wretched altorations of 
the paKBa^o in Kofea and (JurricH for Nov. 19, 18C4, p. 411. — 

“A line'ib IohI, probably of thin kind ; 

‘ TJie heavens too BX>okc in silent prodigies ; 

ASj starSf &c.’* Ms, Note by Boaden. — 

Tlic i)rect*ding speech of Bernardo, and the jiresent one of Horatio as 
far as the line “ Unto our climature and countrymen” inclusive, are omitted 
in tlie folio ; but they are found in all the quartos, excex>t the im^ierfect one 
of 1003. 

r. 107. ( 6 ) “ elimafure" 

The quartos, 1G04, &c. (see the preceding note) have “ Climaturcs.” 

V, 109. ( 7 ) “ A'itw follows^ that you knon\ young I'oniinhras^" 

“ Shakespeare can never have A\rittcn anything so liarsh and obscure as this. 
Point 

‘Now fL>ll<)>NK that ^011 know : youncr Fortinl)ras,’ Scq, 

If indeed this correction has not been made alreadj', as I think it has.” 
Walker’s ('rit. No'am, Ac. vol. iii. p. 2(5 J. 


P, 109. ( 8 ) “ more than the scope 

Of these dilated articles allow." 

See note 114 on Jmcc's Labour's lost, \ol. ii. p. 251. 


r. 109. ( 9 ) 

" Nit rcwtll ; and let your haste commend your duty. 

for. V(d. Jn that and all things trill tee shorr our duty." 

" lN‘rhax>s ‘coimneiul your serriee at any rate, *duty' is wrong.” Walker's 
C rit, IJjfum. Ac. vol. i. j). 277. 


P. 110 . ( 10 ) “ modes," 

Hero the old ed‘«. have inoodes” mid ** Mood‘^ \\hieh it. merely an old 
HXielliiig of *• modes nothing can be i>lniner than that Hamlet, through- 
out tills hx>eech, is duelling entirely on the outuard and vibiblc signs of 
sadness. 


P. 110. (ii) shows" 

So the folio. — The quarto of 1604^ has “chapes;” the subsequent quartos 
read “ shapes,*’ which I once felt inclined to adopt (with Cajiell), since in 
the third line after this we have “ passeth slwtr :" but "forms" and " shapes” 
would be tautological. 
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r. 111. (lx) “Awr/ with tw IcM nobility of lore** 

Dr. Badbam {^Cambridge Eeitays for 1856, p. 272) would read And with 
nobility no less of lore;** very improperly, I believe. — Steevens compares, in 
p. 123, “ From me, whose lore was of Vuit dignity^** &c. 


P, 1 1 2 . ( 1 3) “ dexterity** 

“I cannot help biispuctin^ that Shake««j)eare wrote ^celerity*** Walker’s 
Crit, Exam, &.c. vol. ii. 242. — Surel}" not. 


r. 113. ( 14 ) “ hear** 

So the quartoh, 1004, <s^c. — The ft»lio Iihh ** hnue erroneously, as tlio next 
line i»roveb . yet Mr. Knight retains ** liave." 


r. 113. ( 15 ) “ In*t?te dead raid,** Ae. 

“This is the line as it stands in the quarto, 1003 ; and if that edition had 
afforded u®* no other corrcotioii of a inispriut in the i)thcr (piartns and 
folios, its high \aliie w'ould, \\e think, have been estahlislied. Hitherto 
the reading has been, ‘In the dead &e. the word watst having 

been printed want or waste in all the old copies subsequent to that of 
1G03.” (’OLLIEU, — who was not aware that the quarto of 1037 has “ia the 
dead vast** Acc. 


r. 113. ( 16 ) ^^distaVd** 

i,e. melted, dissolved. So all the quart — The folio has “ bestil’d w'hieh 

Mr. Collier’b Ms. Corrector alters to “ beehiH’d.” — Ihit comi)are a passage 
(which Mr. Singer pointed out to me) In S> Ivesicr’b Dm — A I>Ui~ 

logue, Ac., — ^j;). 281, ed. 1041 ; 

Melt thee, diisfdl thee, tiirne to wn\ or snow ; 

Make sad thy gesture, tunc thy \oyce to W’oe,” &c. 

Nor are examples of the w ord in the sanie seuse w anting in modem writers : 
a passage of Claudiau (De tkxto (\nis. lion, -v. 345), 

**li<[ucfactaque fulgure cuspis 
Canduit, ct suliitis tluxero \ aporibus eases, ” 
is thus rendered by Addison, 

“ Sw’ordb by the lightning's subtle force distiird. 

And the cold bheath with running metal ilU'd.” 

llemarhs on several Parts of Italy ^ Ac. p. 208, ed. 1745. 


P. 116. ( 17 ) “ Let It he tenable in your silence still;** 

So all the quartos. — The folio has Let it bee treble in yovr silence still,** &c. ; 
a blunder which Caldecott retains (and Mr. Knight once retained),— as 
meaning “ Let it impose a threefold obligation of silence” I 
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P. 116. (i 8 ) “ TTie safety and the health of the whole gtatef' 

The quartos, 1604, &o. have The safety and health i^this whole state 
which Mr. Collier adopts, remarking that safety* was often of old; as in 
this line, pronounced as a trisyllable.” — The folio has “ The sanctity and 
health of the weole State;" which is kept by Caldecott and Mr. Knight, 
though the word “ sanctity” is evidently an error for “ sanity,” to which 
Hanmer altered it. Malone observes ; “ the editor [of the folio], finding 
the metro defective, in con sequence of the article being omitted before 
* healthy' instead of supplying it, for * safety' substituted a word of three 
syllables.** 


P. 116. ( 19 ) '^As he in his particular act and place" 

Here again wc must have recourse to the quartos, 1604, &c. — The folio has 
“As he in his peculiar Sect and force;** “but,** as Mr. Collier observes, 
there is little doubt that it is a misreading.** 


P. 117. ( 20 ) “ hoops" 

Pope substituted “ hooks.” 

P. 1 17. ( 21 ) “ Hut do not dull thy palm" 

** * Thills' occurs thirteen lines below. May not Shakespeare have written 
* stale thy palm* ?** Walker’s Crit, Exam. Ac. vol. i.,p. 306, 


P. 117.(22) “conirdde." 

Dr. Badham (^Camhridge Essays for 1856, p. 282) unaccountably objects to 
this word, and, as unaccountably, proposes to read “ court-ape.** 


P. 117. ( 23 ) 

“ Arc most select and generous, chief in that" 

So Bowo (f.r. says Kitson, ” the nobility of France are select and generous 
above all other nations, and chiefly in the point of apparel*’). — The quarto 
of 1603 has “Arc of a most select and genorall chief e in that;" the other 
quartos have “ Or [and Ar and Are"] of a most select and generous, chief e 
in that;" while the folio has “Are of a most select and generous cheff in 
that ," — Steovens suggested “ Select and generous, are most choice in that" 
—Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, indifferent about the metre, reads ** Are of a 
mast select and generous choice in that;" which Mr. Collier now adopts, and, 
as usual, goes out of his way to accuse me of error ; “ the same blunder,” 
ho Bays, “ of printing chief e for * choice* is committed, and undetected, in 
the comedy of * The Widow* (Dyce’s Beaumont and Fletcher, iv. 850), where 
the line 

* The word of words, the precious chief, i* faith,’ 
is mere nonsense ; the meaning being that of a * precious choice word*.” How 
the passage of The Widow is this ; 
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** Val, What's that, good; sweet sir 7 
First Suit, A thing that never fail'd me. 

Val, Good sir, what 7 

I'irst Suit, I heard our counsellor speak a word of comfort — 
Invita voluntate; ha, that's he, wench. 

The word of words, the precious chief, i' faith I 
Val, Invita rolunlata! what's the meaning, sir? 

First Suit, Nay, tlicre 1 leave you ; but assure you thus much, 
I never heard him speak that word i' my life. 

But tlic cause went on 's side, that I mark'd over 
and it seems almost incredible that Mr. Collier should seriously propose to 
alter “ chief'' to “ choice.” The First Suitor, in his ignorance, is evidently 
speaking of invita voluntate" as facile princeps verhorum, — Mr. Staunton 
prints, uninetricall> . ‘‘^1/v of a niont tttlecf and generoua sheaf in that;" 
which he defends by two quotations from Ben Jouson. — Mr, Grant White 
gi\C8 "Are most select and gtnerous ia that," 


P. 118. (24) " llunning it thus" 

The quartos, 1604, &c. have “Wrong it thus;" which has been altered to 
“Wronging it thus" and to “Wringing it thus," — The folio has “lloaming 
it thus" which Caldecott and Mr. Knight retain, and explain — to their own 
satisfaction. But that “ lloaming” is a mistake for “ Itunuing" I have been 
long convinced. So iu a lino of Aing Joha^ 

“ Say, shall the current of our right run on ?*' 

the folio erroneously has “ rome on?” (see note 33, vol. iv. p. 82).— 

Mr. Collier alho, in his note on the present passage, proposed “ Kunning" 
before it was known that his Ms. Corrector had made the same alteration. 


P. 118. (25) “ Lends the tongue vows: these hlazes, daughter" 

Walker (^Shahcspcarc's Versifcaiiony &c. p. 206) cites this line as containing 
an example of “ daughter" used os a trisyllable. 


P. 119. (26) “ that dye" 

So the quartos, 1604, &c. — The folio has “the eye;'* which is retained by 
Caldecott and Mr. Knight : but, though our early writers talk of “ an eye 
of gretn" (as in The Tempest^ act ii, sc. 1), “an eye of red" “an eye of 
hlucy" &c., do they ever use “ eye” by itself to denote colour ? “ It is here,” 

according to Mr. Knight, “ metaphorically put for character 

P. 119. (27) “ hawds" 

So Theobald (and Mr, Collier's Ms, Corrector), — The old eds. have “ bonds.” 


P. 119.’ (28) “ slander any moment's leisure" 

For " slander," -which is explained “ disg^racc,'* “abuse,” — Mr. Collier’s 
Ms. Corrector substitutes “ squander.”— Mr. Collier and Mr. Grant White 
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are mistaken in stating that all the oM copies have “ moment leistbre — 
the quarto of IGll, now before me, reads as in my text. 


P. 1 20. (a 9 ) “ t7ie o'ergrowiV' 

The first (luarto and the folio give (the former imperfectly) only the first 
four lines of the present Rxicech. — The quartos, 1004, &c. have “ By their 
ore-grmv^th," 


r. 120 . ( 30 ) Their" 

The quartos, 1604, &c. (sec the preceding note) have “ His.” 


P. 120. ( 31 ) “ the dram of eril 

Doth all the nohle suhstance oft debase 
To his oivti scandal" 

Only in the quartos, 1004, Acc. (see note 29 ). — The quarto of 1004 has 

“ the dram of od\Q 

Both all the tiohh' snhsiance of a doubt 
To his otvnc scandle " — 


The undated quarto and that of 101 1 have 

“ the dram of case 

Both all the nohle suhsfance of a doubt 
To his ofc/w scandall " — 


Theobald printed 


“ the dram of base 

Both all the nohle suhstanee of worth out 
To his own scandal ." — 


Steevens reads 


the dram efbaso 

Both all the nohle suhstanec often dout [i.r. do out]. 

To his o?r?i scandal;" 

which is adopted by Caldecott, Mr. Knight, and Mr. Collier, — except that 
they substitute ** ill” for “ base.” 15iit, in the first jdacc, “ often” is very 
questionable, because, in all probability, **of ” in the old copies is a mistake 
for “ oft;" and secondly, as Mr. "VV. N. Let^fc^oin observes to me, “the words 
* 2b his own scandal' are fatal to the reading * douC {i.e. do out) ; for if that 
alteration be right, they are superfluous. A verb," he adds, “ I should think, 
must lurk under the corruption ‘ a doubt’ or * doubt,’ with the signification 
of turn, pervert, corrupt, or the like. Shakesjieare's meaning evidently is, 
that a little leaven leavens the whole lump, — ^that one vice will ruin an 
otherwise perfect character.” — The Jlev. W. 11. Arrowsmith (in iShakei^eaa'e'9 
Editors and Cornmentators^ p. 4>) cites the passage thus, 

“ the dram of base 

Both all the nohla. substance often draw 
To his own scandal " — 


For the reading now inserted in the text 1 alone am answerable. 
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P. 120, (32) “ n^Jiy the sepntcJire, 

Wlteroin ree saw thee qmetly in-urn^d'' 

In my Ihw Notes^ •fcc. p. 137, I remarked ; “ Perhaps the reading of the 
quartos ^quietly interr’d’ is preferable, lM.*cause * ni~itrn'd' implies that the 
body had been reduced to ahlich,” — n lemnrk vtliich I now wibh to recall. 
Compare Corwlanus^ net v. ‘^c. 0 ; 

“ Bear from hence his body, — 

And mourn > on for liim — let him bo regarded 
the most noble eorse that ever herald 
Did follow to hi!s 7//*w.” 

(1803 A pleasing pjiet of our own (la\ has 

“ Perlin]»s they muse v\ilh 11 desponding sigh 

On tln‘ cold vault that shaJ rhoir bones ja/zr/t,” &c. 

Bowles, Elegy y aiiioiur ti and otlur J*oemH^ \ol. i. p. 42.) 


P. 121. (33) “ It travel ymd^ 

Here the foli(» has ** ft A\nfts //z/a;” a little after. “-7/waucsw^z and pre- 
sently again, *• It wrafts w/* /’ and so Oahkeott and Mr. Knight. But there 
can be no doubt tliat Shaki speart' in these three )>laccB used th< mine form 
of the numt ; and as the <iunrios, 1004, kc., in all three have “wtfwc/r,” they 
burel> arc to be followed. 

P. 121.(34) 

“ Is wrong. * Drive' V' Walker'*? ('rit. Exam, Ac, vol. iii. p. 2G2, 


P. 122. (35) eon fin'd to fa t infreh," 

So all the old eds., exccfit the impcifcct quarto 1G03, which has “ Confinde 

in tlaming tire.” — Heath coupctured *• to lasting ’ and so leads 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrcctoi — In siij)port of the old text the following pass- 
ages have been cited. ‘And moieovci, the iniscse of hflle shal be in difavte 
of metf and drinh." Chancers PirmneH fall, p. 201, ed. Tyrwlntl, 4to. 
‘‘Whether it he a place of honor, stench, and darknes. wlitie men see meat, 
but can get none, or aie e\er tbiistie,” Ac. Nash's Dtercc DtHniltus hin Suj)- 
qilication to the Devil, sig. G, ed. 1393. 

“ Thou shalt Ije in frost and 
With sicknesse and hunger,'' Ac. 

At the conclusion ol The 11 yl^of tht Devyll, bl. 1. no date. 


P. 122. (36) biand on end, ' 

So quarto 1G03. — Tlie other old cds. have “ stand an e7id ," — Sec note 120 on 
The See, Part of Ktng Henry VI, vol. v. p. 217. 

r. 123. (37) 

“ To ears of flesh and blood, — Liet, list, Ot list / — ” 

So the quartos, 1G04, &c. — The folio has - ■ list Hamlet, oh list;" which 
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(though it satisfies Caldecott and Mr. Knight) gives a most violent shock to 
the metre : it would still have a harshness with the transposition, ** lixt, O, 

lift, Hamlet !" nor would it be unobjectionable if altered to “ list^ 

Hamlet^ for in this solemn adjuration the “O'* is hardly to bo omitted. 

P. 123. (38) rootH** 

So all the quartos. — The folio has “ rots.” 

P.123. (39) 

The old cds. have “ wits.” 

P. 124.(40) hi the hluMoms of my j»ia, 

TTiihovaelVd^ dUap2>oiiiteil^ vnancVd 

Qy. “hi the blossom of my sin” I — In the second lino, for “disappointed** 
Pope substituted “ unanointed/’ which was ado})ted by llaunicr and Capell, 
none of them being aware thai; they were introducing a strange pleonasm, 
since “ unaiieVd^* which they did not understand, means vnanointed (and 
Mr. Francis Prendergast, though actpiainted with the meaning of “ i/a- 
aneVdy* has lately defended Pope's emendation “ unanointed” in two inge- 
nious letters addressed tO the Editor of The Dublin Ercning Mail). — Iheo- 
bald altered “disappointed" to “ unappointed” (and there is no doubt that 
in a passage of The Comedy of Errors the folio has the stark error “distain’d’* 
for ” nnsiaitCd:** sec note 37 on that play, vol. li. p. 59). 

Lot us consider the three words of the line one by^ne : 

1. ** UnhouseWd** is without having received the housel, the Eucharist, or 

Sacrament of the Lord’s Supper. 

2. ” Disappointed^ if the right reading, must be equivalent to ill-appointed, 

unapiiointed, — unprepared. 

3. “ XJnaneVd" is not^w<7<v/, aneiledy or anoyld, not oiled, not anointed, — 

without extreme uncticui. 

P. 124. (41) “ ^M.th all my imperfections on my head : 

Oy horrible I O, horrible! most horrible! 

If thou hast nature in thee^ bear it 'not ;** 

Perhaps the second of tliesc lines belongs to Hamlet. — The corresponding 
passage in the quarto of 1 (i0:3 is 

” With all niy acconipts and sinnes vpon my head, 

O horrible, most liomblc 1 
Ham, O God ! 

Ghost, If thou hast nature in thee, bearc it not.” 


P. 124. (4a) 

“And shall I couple hell? — 0,fie! — Hold^ my heart;** 

So quarto 1611 and the folio.— The^ quartos, 1604, Ac. have, still more un- 
metrically, 

f And shall I coupple hell, 6 fie, hold, hold my hart ?* — 

Capell*B reading, 
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^*And shall I couple heUT-^Holdf hold, my hearty' 
is probably tho right one; though Boswell, in opposition to Steevens, defends 
“ O, Jie /” because elsewhere in the play we have “ Fie uporCt" and “ Fie 
oji'tl Oyfier 


r. 125. (43) 

“ O villainy villainy smilhiffy damned villain/" &c. 
See tho Preface to the present edition, p. xii. 


P. 125. (44) “ Mar. [within] So he it /" 

In tho quartos, 1004, &;c. ihiri speech is given to Tlnmlct. 


P. 120. (45) whirling" 

So all the quartos. — Tho folio has “hurling,” which Caldecott and Mr. 
Knight retain. (In the earliest quarto “ whirling" is spelt “ wheeling in 
thv. later quartos “ whurlingy " — whence the error of the folio.) 


P. 120. (46) “ Never to gpeaTt of this that you ha\*e sectiy 
Swear hy my sword" 

“ The inversion is anti-Shakesperian. Point, * Never seen. [Swear,* &o;** 

Walker’s Crit, Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 203, 


P. 127. (47) “ in our philosophy," 

So the folio. — ^All the quartos have “ in yoMT jdiilosophie," 


P. 127. (48) “ ‘ There hey an if they might; " 

So all the quartos; and rightly, ITamlct meaning, “There be persons who, 

if they were at liberty to speak.” — ^'fhe folio has “ and if there* might" 

(the transcriber or printer having repeated “there” by mistake); and bO 
Caldecott and Mr. Knight. 


P. 128. (49) marvclVs" 

See note 10 on Troilus and Cressiday vol. vi. p. 103. 


P. 130. (50) “ Rey. Good my lord !" 

Reynaldo has previously said “Very good, my lord,” and ho afterwards says 
“ Well, my lord ;” but the present speech is not therefore to be pointed 
“ Goody my lord," Compare at p. 145, 

“ Ham you are welcome to Elsinore. 

Ros, Good my lord 1” 
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P. 132. (51) “ Z Iwld my duty, as T hold my soul, 

ItotJi to my God and to my gracious king 
So all tbo quartos (except that the earlic8t has “ life'* instead of ** soul,'' and 
“ souoraipne” iiisti'iid of gracious'*} ; and, as (Japell observes, in spite of 
the ‘‘bad expreshion,” the juiet’s “ nieaiiiii/u: is plain enouj^h.” Notes, vol. i. 
P, i. p. 121). It was, however, misunderstood ; f<>r in the folio we tind “ Noth 
to my God, imc to my gracious King which stranafc alteration is adopted 
not onl> by (Jaldecott and Mr. Knight, but even by Mr. Collier. 


I\ 133. (52) “ My nems shall be the fruit to that great feast," 

So the quartos, IdOl, iS:e. — The f<dio has il/y Xewes shall he ilu' Newes to 
that great Feast which Caldecott adopts ! — Mr. Knight is “ inclined to 
think that ‘ tunes' was relocated by n typographical error.” 

1*. 133. (53) leome, my good friends!" 

So the quarto-^, 1(104, A:c. —'rhe folio has “11 / leome good Frends ." — “ I think 
the occasion absolutely deniand^ ‘Wi leome honu , good friends!' And so 
in his iiexl speech, on ])urting with them, ‘Most welcome home)’ ” Walker’s 
Crit. H^nm. tkc. vol. ii. p. 2*>5. 


1*. 135. (54) “cw/ of thy star 

The editor of the second folio siibNtitnted “cw/ of thy Sphere.” — ‘‘ ‘ Out (\f 
thy star is placed ahoee (hie by fortune. We have \fortunc's star' before.” 
JIOSWCLL. 

1M3(1. (55) 

“ You I note, sometinus h< )ral7,sfonr hours togetJur 
III re in the lobby." 

“The old eo]»ies,” ■sn\s Mr. ('oilier, in the second edition (^f his Shahesjtcarc, 
“have hours together,’ but no doubt niispiinted : it is not likely that 

Polonius would sj»eeif\ j>reeise1y how hnig ILamlet waiKed in the lobby, and 
thecorr. fo. I(i32 tells us to rea<l ‘ Jor hoiir> together,’ as in our text.” Again, 
in his Sn])pleiueiital Notes,” ^ol. i. p. 27(», Mr. Collier adds; ‘‘The same 
probable misprint of four for ‘for’ is contained in Web.sler's ‘Duchess of 
Main,’ act iv. (edit. l)\c(', i. 2(*i0), where llosohi is giving to Ferdinand a 
description of the demeanour of Ihe heroine ; 

‘ )she will muse fi>ur hours l(»getlv'r,’ i5cr. 

This ought most likely to be \for houiv;’ but ^Mr. I>>ee ]>riuta ‘four hours.' ” 

Mr. Clollier reasons very oddly. Mnce the ohl copies of Hamlet agree in 
having ^^four hoars," and since the old coi»ie.s of 7 he Duehess of Malji have 
^'‘four hours” also, surely the inference is, that ’‘'■four hours” i.H the right 
reading in both tragedies. 

In his note on the present pas.suge Malone ohserAOs; “I was formerly 
inclined to adopt Mr. Tyrwhitt's proj)osed emendution [in which Hunmer 
had anticipated liiin, — ‘for hours t»igether'] ; but have now no doubt that 
the text is right. The exju’ession 'four hours together,' *tteo hours together,' 
&c. ai)pears to have been common. So, in Mug Liar, act i. [sc. 2] ; 
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* Edm, Spake you with him ? 

E(Jg, Ay, two hours together' 

Again, in The Winter's Tale [act v. so. 2 ] ; 

‘ Ay, and have been so any tin^e these four hours.* 
Again, in Webster’s Dur1u*ss of MaJ ft ^ 1G23,” See, 


P. 13C. ( 56 ) “ fSft he doeSf indeed," 

So the quartos, 1(J04, &c.— Tbc foli.> has Ar ha’s indeed is 
retained Ijy Caldecott silently , and by Mr. Knight, with a note to say that 
*‘hob” is c<iuivalcnt to “ lias done.*’ 


P. 1.3G. ( 57 ) “ -Al*/* if the sun hrted maggot 'i in a dead ilog, being a god 

hissing earriou" 

This passage is not in the qiiartr) ItiO.'l. — The other old eds. have “ hi ing 

a good hissing earriou" — I gho Warburton’a omondiitioii, which, if over 
praised by Johnson (who called it a “ noble*' one\ at least lias the merit of 
conveying something like a meaning. — That not even a tolerable sense can 
be tortured out of the original reading, we have proof i»ositi\c in the various 
exjdo nations of it by Whiter, (’olcridge, Caldecott, Mr. Knight, and Delius. 
(“The carrion,” says Mr. Knight with the utmost gravity, “the carritm is 
good at kissing — ready to return the kiss of the sun — ‘ Common kissing 
Titan,’ and in the bitterness ot his satire Hamlet associates the idea with 
the daughter of Poloniiis. Mr. Whiter, however, considers that gmtd^ the 
original reading, is correct; but that the poet uses the word as a substan- 
tive — the fK)()D jirineijile In the fecunditv’^ of the earth. In that ea&e we 
should read ‘being a good, kissing carrion’.” — E(piall> outrageous in ab- 
surdity is the interpretation of Delius, which (translated tor me by Mr. 
Robson) runs thus . ” Hamlet calls the dog. in which the sun breeds mag- 
gots. a good, kissing carrion; alluding to the confiding, tawiiiiig manner 
of the dog toward^ his mader. It the sun breeds maggots in the dead 
dog, vihich during its liJetiiue was so attached, — what, su>s Hamlet, in his 
bitter distrust w], and to annoy Polonius, might not the sun breed 

in the equally tender Ojdiclia, who ought therefore not to expose hc-rsclf to 
the sun.”). 


P. 139. ( 58 ) “ too dear a halfpenny," 

“ Until it can bo shown that ‘ dear a halfpenny’ is English, I should cer- 
tainl}^ prefer ‘too dear at a lialfiienm ” Wallter’s Crd, Exam, Ac, \ol. ii. 
p. 269. — The old text, 1 believe, is light. 

P. 139. ( 59 ) “ 7 will tell you why ; so shall my anticipation prevent your 
discovery^ and your secrecy to the hing and gueen moult no fi other," 

So the quartos, 1004, &c.— Mr. Knight deliberately prints, with Hie folio, 
I will tell yon why: so shall my antiripation preuenf your discovery of 
your sec7*ioie to the King and Queenc: moult no feather" 
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P. 189. ( 60 ) ttave o' erlmiiging firmament^' 

Here the word ^^Jirmament" has dropt out of the folio ; and Caldecott omits 
it too. — ^Though Mr. Knight now follows the quartos in this passage, he 
diows a lingering fondness for the error of the folio: he says, ** Using 
overhanging as a substantive, the sentenoe is perhaps less eloquent, but more 
coherent,” &c. 


P. 139. ( 61 ) “ What apiece ofworh is man /” 

The quartos, 1604, Ac. have “ What peece of worhc is a man '* — the “a” 
having been shuffled out of its place. — ^The editor or editors of the folio, 
instead of making the proper transposition, inserted a second ** a thus, 

apiece of worke is a manP — ^Tho quarto of 1637 has ^^What apiece 
a worke is man I" 


P. 140. ( 62 ) “ herattle'* 

So the second folio. — The first has “bc-ratled.” — From “Do they grow 
rusty?” to “ ITereules and his load too” is not in the quartos, 1604, Ac.; 
but, as Mr. Collier obbcrves, there arc traces of this part of the scene in 
the quarto 1603. 

P. 140. ( 63 ) like," 

The folio (see preceding note) has “ like most.” 


P. 142. < 64 ) 

“ Mir the law of writ and the liberty, these are the only men." 

“ ‘ Writ' for writing, composition." JoiJNSON. — “ ‘ [The] law of7vrit and the 
liberty' mean pieces written in rule, and pieces out of rule.” Capell’s Notes, 
Ac. vol. i. P. i^ p. 133. — “The meaning probably is, that the i>lnyerR were 
good, whether at written productions, or at cxtcmporal plays whore liberty 
was allowed b) the performers to invent the dialogue, in imitation of the 
Italian commedie al imjiroi'iso. Sec ‘History of Engl. Dram. Poetry and 
the Stage,* Vol. iii. p. 303.” Collike. — “R end with ‘the modem editions’ 
(Johnson’s note in loe.') 'wit' [Howe’s alteration]. ‘TlVif’for composition 
is not English. It is ns if we should sny, the laws of poem for the laws 
of poetry ; or talk of so and so being contrary' to the genius of ode, mean- 
ing the genius of lyrical composition. The passages quoted by the Var. com- 
mentators are utterly irrelevant. The same erratum occurs, Julius Ceesar, 
iii. 2 , folio, p. 122 , col. 2 ; 

“ For I haue neyther writ nor words, nor worth, 

Action, nor Vtterance, nor the power of Speech, 

To stirro mens Blood.’ ” 

Walker’s Crit, Exam, Ac. vol. iii. p. 265. 


P. 142. ( 65 ) “ What treasure” 

The old cds. have “ What a treasure” 
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P. 142. ( 66 ) ** the piovt ehaneon** 

** Hamlet, in the text of the quartos, calls the poem *the pious c7ian- 
son but in the folio of 1G23 it is * the Pons Chanson.’ Pope says, this 
refers to the old ballads sung on bridges. We believe Pons is a typogra- 
phical error ; for in the quarto of 1603 wo find 'the first verse of the godly 
ballot.’ But Mr. Hunter says, that ' in France, the trivial ballad, such as 
that referred to, is called in ordinary discourse a pons chanson^ or a chanson 
du Pont Nenf' A popular ballad is called even in modem dictionaries 
a clionson du Pont 2W‘vf — but where is the authority for pons chanson?'''' 
Knight. 


P. 142. ( 67 ) “ Yoo are welcome, mnaftrs ; wt Ictmie, all ; J am glad to see 

ye well ; welcome, good frundu. 

The olil cds. have “ lam glad to see thee ?re/l,'" &.C. * but the pO'«ition 

of the word prove*! that “ thee" oatmot be right. — Haimicr altered *' thee" to 
“you.*" — fciee uotc loa on J^he Tempest, vol. i, p, 254. 


P. 142. ( 68 ) ^^valanetd^' 

So all the (luartos. — The folio has “valiant;’’ an error adopted by Caldecott 
and Mr. Knight, who brlug forward to explain it a note of Malone's, which 
he himself had cancelled. 


P. 113. ( 69 ) “ there were no sallefs in the lines"' 

So the (juartos, 1604, ice . ; and so the <|uarto 1 60.3, and the folio, except 
that they have “was” instead of were ." — In spite of (lifford’s note on 
Jonson’s ^Vorhs, vol. viii. p. 177, T think that in this 7 )nsAago the altera- 
tion of sallets" to “salt” (or “salts”) is a busty one : — ^'hallets" i. t*. salt 
(ribnhl) words or allusions (sec Richardson’s Piet, for the etymology of 
salad or sallet'). Stcevens ad 1. cites from A lloagaet of Jests, Acc. 1066, 
“ for junkets, joci ; and for curious sallcts, sales.” 


P. 143. ( 70 ) ** affection 

i. e. affectatioii. — So the (luartos, 1004, &.c. — The folio has “ affectation.” 


P. 146. ( 71 ) **for it cannot he 

Put 1 am 2 figeonJirer"d, and lack gall 
To mahe ojtpression hitter 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes “ To mahe transgression hitter;'" which 
Mr. Collier very inconsiderately calls “an improvement.” I should ha^o 
thought it almost impossible tor any one not to j^erceive that “ lack gall 
to make oppression bitter” means “ lack gall to make me feel the bitterness 
of oppression.’* — 1665. Mr. Collier now sees that “ * o])presbion’ in, 110 doubt, 
the proper reading.” 

VOL. vn. Q 



HAMLET. 


Lxotes. 


P. 14C. (72) “ Thai Z, the 8on of a dear father murder* d,^^ 

“Some modem editora \inivUige Mr. Knij^ht], following the reading of the 
folio [‘ Ttifit 7, the Sonne of the Ih*ere murihered*\ have left out the material 
■word ‘ fatlier’ in thifl line ; a-nd it is certainly not found in the quartos 
1004 or 1005. It is, however, in some copies of an undated quarto, which 
may be assigned to the year 1607, and in that of 1011, but not in the quarto 
1637. [It is in my copy of the quarto 1037. A. D.] The omission must 
have been discr)vercd as the tragedy was going through the press, when first 
printed for Kmclhwicke, and then supplied. . . . The quarto 1603 has the 
line thus, 

‘ IVhy this is brauo, that I the sonne of my dearc father,’ 
omitting the word ‘ murdered’.” C^ollieb. — But in Boswell’s ojiinion, “ ‘ the 
dear murdered' is very far from being a harsh ellipsis Caldecott adopted 
it ; and (as above mentioned) so does Mr. Knight, who thinks it a “ beau- 
tiful rending.” — 1H05. And Mr. Grant White pronounces it to be “a fine 
form of speech, which needs no support.” 


P. 148. (73) “ That your good heavties 

your rii'tiiCii 


“ Surely Sliakesj)enre wrote ‘ heautif 
ker’b Cr'ii, E,eam, &c. vol. i. p. 252, 


T Irish it way." 

(-/w), and perhaps also Wal- 


P. (74) “77/e slings and arrorrs of outrageous fortune " 

Walker (frit. TJj'am. Sea. ^ol. ii. p. 16) would alter "slings" to “stings,” 
which he i5aj> “ is undoubtedly tlic true reading.” 


P. 140. (75) “ n'ho would fardi Is hearf 

“ Folio, * who -would these fardels bear.’ Perhap** right ; ‘ who 'Id'." Walker’s 
frit. Ejram. wV.e. aoI. iii. j). 266 ; where his editor observes in a note, “This 
contractitiii ol ‘ ?rho would' is not necessary for the metre. See [Walker’s] 
^[Jiakes 2 }earc's] V[e/*«///ert^////?J, Art. i^..” 

P. 150. (76) "than with honesty?" 

So all the (piartos. — The f»)lio has “ thfn your ITontstii ?" (a mistake occa- 
sioned by the "your hone*»ty” and "your bcuut>” of the preceding speech) ; 

not “ then with }our JJonestie?' ns Mr. (Irant White supposes, who 

(ShaJtespeare's Scholar. &c. p. 414) blames the modern editors for not adher- 
ing to that lection. — 1805. Mr. Grant White now adopts the reading of the 
quartos. 

P. 151. (77) “rtf my herh" 

k • 

“ Tlint is, always ready to come ahout me," Steevens. — Hero Mr. Collier’s 
Ms. Corrector, and Walker (Crif. Exam. ^c. vol. iii. p. 2G0) would substitute 
“ bacli” for “ heck." 
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P. 163. (78) I had 08 lief the town •crier epohe my lince. Nor do <not 

saw the air too mneh with your lumdy th‘us f' 

So the quarto<<, 1004, &c. — The folio Ims “7 luid as Hue the Toren^Oryer had 
gjwJte my Lines: Nor do fwt saw tht Ayre too mueh your hand thus the 
“had” haviiij? been rcfieated, and the “with” omitteil, by the traniscriber's 
or printer’^ mistake : }ct Mr. Kuight keeps the “had;” and both he and 
Caldecott omit the “ with.” (The quarto 1003 haa 

“ rde rather hcare a towtie bull bellow, 

Then ^^uol n fellow 8])eake my hnvH. 

Nor do not sair the atn thus with your hands.”) 


P, l.'JSi (79) come tardy 

‘ lhad ‘come tardy a/*,’ quasi Suim bhoit of.**’ Walker’s Crit, Exam^ 
vol. iii. p. 200. 


P. l.iS (80) nor man,'' 

So the ([uartos, 1004, — The folio has “or Norman.” — The tpiarto of 1003 

reads “Nor Tarkt ^' — Farmer proposed “710/* Mussulman,” 


P. 153. (81) made men^ and not made them widly' 

“I ha\e no doubt that our author wrote ‘had made ihem^ and not made 
them well,’ «Jfc. Them and men are frc(]ueutl> confounded in the old copies.” 
MALom]. 

P. 154. (82) “W/wee my dear soul was undress of her choice^' 

So the quartos 1004, &c. — The folio has “ of my choyce 

which, though the context pKwes it to be an eiroj, All. Knight retaius ; 
as he does another “m>” of the folio at p. 1.57, 

“ My operant powers my functions leave to do.” 

In both caoOb the error was occasioned by the preceding “ my," 


P. 150. (83) ^^hetwten maids' leys" 

Howe printed “ hetween a maid's legs," 

P. 160. (84) ^^within's" 

A contraction of “ within these.” 

P. 160. (85) “yhr I’ll hare a suit of sables" 

Warburton rends “’fore Til have a suit of sables;" which Mr. (<innt A^liite 
adopts witliout hesitation. (Is what follows worth noticing ^ — A writer in 
The Critic for 1834, p. 317, — Shaving found, in a review, an extract from a 
work of Henry Peacham, where Sahell colour, i. e. ^/ziwc-colour,” is men- 
tioned, — ^feelfe assured that we ought to read here “ a suit of sabell,” An- 
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other correspondent in The Critic for the same year, p. 878, observes that 
*^ 9 ahelV' or ^'sahelle" is properly a fawn-colour a good deal heightened with 
red, and that the term came from the French “ eoulenr d'^UahelU'' — ^Accord- 
ing to the IVict. fie VAvad. Fr,^ '^HsahellF' is a colour “entre le blano et le 
jaune, mais dans lequcl lo jauue domine. II se dit surtout du poll des 
dievaux.”) 


r. 159. ( 86 ) ‘-Aw’’ 

The quartos, 1G04, &c. have “ And.” — This and the preceding line are not in 
the quarto of 1GU8, nor in the folio. 


P. 169. ( 87 ) “ Oph. ^Ul hetter, and worse. 

Hum. So you must tahe your hiisha/nds*' 

So the quarto IfiOS, except that it has “ husband.”— The other quartos have 
So you mistake your hushands which is the reading of the folio, 
except that it omits ” your.” 


P. 159. (88) 

^'•Beyln^ murderer; jmx, leave thy damuahU' faccs^ and hegin," 

80 the folio ; with which the (quarto nearly agrees, 

“ heg i n . M iirdrcd 

Begin, apoxe, Uauc thy dam uahle faces and ifegln''*—^ 

The later quartos omit and Mr. Knight, generally so devoted to the 

folio, omits it too. (Need I observ'o that in Shakesi)enre’s time this impreca- 
tion undoubtedly referred to llie small -pox ? Our author in l^we's Labour's 
lo$ty act V. sc. 2, luakes Katherine exclaim “^1 iwx of that jest 1”) 


P, ICO. ( 89 ) “ razed shoes," 

‘*Tlie reading of the quartos is * raz'd shoes that of the folio * rac'd shoes' 
Mazed shoes nia.> mean slashed shoes, i.e. with ciith or openings in them. 
Tlie j)oet might have written ^raised shoes.’ i.i. shoes with high, heels ; such 
as, by adding to the stature, are supposed to increase the dignity of a player,” 
Ac. ^TEEVEXS. 


P. 1C2. ( 90 ) “ llc-enter Players with recorders. 

O, the recorders : — let vie see one" 

80 the quartos, 1004, Ac. (excc])! that there the stage-direction stands En- 
ter the Players with lieeorders'"). — The folio has 

“ Enter one with a Recorder. 

O iltc Recorder. Let me see y” an alteration which I have not the slightest 
doubt we must attribute to the •* company,” who were obliged to be econo- 
mical both of persons and properties. A single recorder, indeed, suffices for 
the mere' business of this scene : but the alteration is quite at variance with 
what precedes, p. IGl, “ Come, some music 1 come, the recorders r 
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P. 162. ( 92 ) Ham. 1 do beseech you'' 

** Should not this be addressed, and the reply which follows be assigned, to 
Bosencrantz / In the quarto 1603 the dialogue runs, 

* Ilivni, I pray will you play upon this pipe 7 
Hosts, Alas, my lord, 1 cannot. 

Ham, Pray w ill you X 

Oil, I have no skill, my lord.’ " STAUNTON. 


P. 163. ( 92 ) "aud thrro is much music^ excellent voice, in this little 
organ ; yet cannot you mahe it sjjeak, 'Shtood, do yon thinh" 

So the quartos, 1604, •.V.c. (in the quarto 1603 there is no more of this than 

“Zounds do ymi thinke "). — The J<»]io liiis “ yit cannot you make it. 

^V^ly do you thinke ." — “The folio,” observes Mr. Knight, “omits speak. 
The poet may have meant to say, yet cannot you make this music, this ex- 
cellent voice ; for Guildenstern might have made the pipe sjteah, but he 
could not command it to any utterance of harmony. We now prefer to con- 
sider the folio erroneous.” That Mr. Knight should labour to explain a 
reading which ho now allow'^ to be an emmeons one 1 How it originated 
is plain enough ; when “ 'Sblood" was struck out, to l)e replaced by “Why,** 
the preceding word “ speak" was at the same time accidentally struck out. 


P. 163. ( 93 ) And do such bitter b^isiness as the day 
Would guakc to leak on," 

In the second edition of his Shakespeare Mr. Collier remarks ; “ In the 4to8 
the epithet ‘ bitter’ is applied to * day,* not to ‘ business.* The Bev. Mr. Dyco 
(‘Few Notes,’ p. 141) would read bdter for ‘bitter,’ and, like the 4tos, 
would apply the epithet, not to ‘ business,’ but to ‘ day,* quoting as his 
authority Milton’s ‘ Hail, holy light I’ This perversiou of Bhakespeare’s 
text seems to us about upon a par w ith his conversion of Milton’s address 
to the sun ; for nothing less applicable could easily liavc been pointed out. 
Surely ‘ bitter business,’ in Hamlet’s state of mind, rei^uires no forced ex- 
planation.” 

Here Mr. Collier writes ignorantly, — to say nothing of his mistake in 
supposing that Milton’s “ Hail, holy light 1” (^Par, Lost, iii. 1 ) is, or could 
be, a portion of Satan's “ address to the sun” (Par. Lost, iv. 32). 

Though 1 have preferred in both my editions of Shakespeare the reading 
of the folio, 

“ And do such bitter business as the day 
Would quake to look on,” 

I certainly cannot allow that the lection which I once advocated— 

“ And do such business as the better day 
Would quake to look on”— 

is to be regarded as indefensible, — ^far from it ; and I transcribe, for the 
benefit of Mr. Collier, the following remark by the late John Mitford, a 
critic of no mean taste and learning ; 

“ How this reading 
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And do Ruch business as the bitter day 
Would quake to look on*] 

could have boon porniittod to stand [in the Variorum SJuikei^eare'], we 
cannot think. The word is ‘better.* ‘The better day* is opposed to the 
‘witching^ time of night,* Tt is the tepbu of Homer, Jl, 0, G(i,” Gentle- 
man's Magazine for Kcb. 184-6, p. 126. 

1 may add, too, that John Kemble — ^whose performance of the Prince 
of Denmark is among the most vivid rocollcctious of my youth — invariably 
delivered the pasRage tlius ; 

“ And do such business as the better day 
Would quake to look on.” 

8ee Jlamlet, revised by J. P. Kemble, 1814, p. 61. 


P. 1G5. (94) “ Tiumgh inclination he as sharjj as rcill:" 

Theobald proiiosed, and Haumer printed, “ as sharp as *t will.” — ^War- 

burton reads “ as sharp as th’ ill.” — “ The distinction [between inclina- 

tion and will] is philobO])hically correct. 1 may will to do a thing because 
my understanding points it out to me as right, although 1 am not inclined 
to it. See Locke on ^e Human Understanding, B. ii. ch. xxl. sec. 30.” 

BOSWIsILLi. 


P. 1G7. (95) “ ril sconce me even hi rc'' 

So Hanmor (and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector). — Tho^ quartos, 1004, &c. have 

“ lie silence me < ucn hcerc and K) the folio, excei)t that it has “ e’ene 

hecre," — The coiTosponding words in the ijuarto 1G03 are, “ TTe shnnrde 
myselfe beliinde the AiTah." — That Haiuucr’R alteration, which bus long 
been adojited on the stage, should not be even noticed in the iariorum 
Sluikespva re, is sufficiently strange. “I ^id ensconce me behind 

the arras,” 2'hc Mcrrg T1 ices of U indsor, act iii. sc. 3.) 


P. 167. (96) “ Ham. [within] Mother, nwihcr, motlu*r /” 

So the folio. — Kot in the quarios, 1C04, &c, — There is, however, a trace of it 
in the quarto 1G03, 

Ham, Mother, mother, O are you here? 

ITow is’t w ith 3 on niothor — 

1865. 1 certainly am not disposed to find fault with those editors w*ho have 
omitted this spcecli. 


r. 167. (97) 

“ Queen. Come, emne, gov answer 9vith an idle tongve. 

Ham. Go, go, you gvestum witTi a wicked tongue." 

So the quartos, 1604, ^c. (these two speeches are not in the earliest quario). 
—•The folio has Ham. Go, go, you questUm, with an idle tongue whioh is 
adopted by Caldecott (and by Dr. Delius), uuder the idea that here Hamlet 
should echo as closely as i>oseible the words of his mother. It w'as formerly 
adopted by Mr. Knight also ; but he now adheres to the reading of the 
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quartos ; and wisely, — ^for tlxe an idle” of the folio was evidently cau{j;lit 
by the transcriber or compositor from the preceding line. Such faulty repe- 
titions arc extremely frequent in the folio throughout this play : e,g, in 
act i. bc. 5 (p. 12G), it has 

“ Ilor, There’s no offence my Lord, 

Ham, Yeb, by Saint Patricke, but there is my Lord^'' dfc, (iu- 

htend of ** but there is, Horatio^' Acc.) ; 

and in act v. sc. 2 (p. 207), 

Ham, Come on 

Laer. Come on, sir" (instead of “ Come, my lord'"). 

See also notes 48, 52, 76, 78, 82, 138. 


P. 1G7. (98) 

“ Queen. Itow non*, Hamlet ! 

Ham. MSluif'sthi matter note? 

Queen. Ha oe yon forgot me T" 

“ Pcrhnps all this belongs to the Queen.’* Walker’s Crit, Hxam, kc. vol, ii, 
p. 187. — 1 do not think so. 


P. 168. (99) “ -1 coml'inatiom and a form indeed, 

See note 70 on Much Ado about Kothing, yol. ii. i>. 155. 


P. 170. (100) “ Mhat n'ould your yraeioiis Jignre ?'' 

So the quartob, 1004, Acc. — The folio has "What fcould you gracious fgure?^' 
(the compobitor having here omitted by mibtake the lettci r , — just as he has 
done afterwards iii this pluj,]). 200, •* htrengthen you patience iii our last 
nights hpeech”) ; and aecordmg]> (’aldecott, Mr. Knight, and Mr. Collier 
do not scruple to print “ What would you, gracioub hgure I" 


r. 170 , (loi) “ Your hiddtd hair, hJa lift in excrements, 

/Starts tip, and stands on, end," 

Here Mr. Crant White states that “ Start*’ and “btand” is the reading of all 
the old copies, — a mistake: quarto 1611 , for instance, has Hi arts''' and 
^'stands" — As to “o/t end" — in jiasbageb where the old ed'^. happen to ha\o 
‘‘ an etui " — see note 36, and the earlier note there referred to. 


• P. 171. (102) 

“ Tlvat monstei', custom, who all sense doth eat. 

Of habits devil, is angel yet tn, this" 

This passage (from “ That monster” to “ put on” inclusive) is only in the 
quartos, 1604, &c. — It has been variously pointed and explained : the above 
punctuation (which Mr, Knight is mistaken in supposing that he was the 
first to adopt) appears to me preferable, on the whole. — Theobald, at Thirlby’s 
suggestion, printed 
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“ mho all sense doth eat ' 

Of habits evil, is angel^'* See, 

and the Kev. J. Mitford iGcnt, Ma>gazine for Feb. 1845, p. 182) proposes 

“ mho all sense doth eat. 

If hahWs deoilf is angel,' &c. 


P. 171. ( 103 ) 

“ Jmd either master the devil, or thron* him out," &o. 

This passage (from “ the next more easy” to ** wondrous potency” inclusive) 
is only in the ({uartos, 1G04, &o. ; the two earliest of these have 
^^And cither the deuell, or throtve him ont," &c. 

The Inter quartos substitute ^^maister" (and master"^ for cither," but 
leave the metre imperfect (though Mr. Collier seems to think otherwise). 
— The line has been amended to 

^^And master even the devil, or throw him out," Slc, 

and to 

** And either curb the devil, or throw him out," Acc. ; 
which last emondatiou (Malone’s) is certainly objectionable on account of 
tlic word “curb” occurring at the close of Hamlet’s preceding speech,— “I 
suspect,” says Walker, “ that the reading * [cither] master the de\ il’ 
is the right one.” Crit, Jiljram. Acc. vol. i. p. 308. (Walker, in his Sluike^ 
speare's Versification, &c. p. 75, cites the line witli the same reading, as 
right, but by mistake attributes that lection to the (luarto of 1C04.) 


P. 171. ( 104 ) heaven hath pleas'd it so, 

That I must he their scourge and minister," 

Sec note 10 on King Richard II, vol. iv. p. 181. 


P. 173. ( 105 ) 

There's matter in these sighs, these profound heaves: 
You must translate 


Walker (^Crit, Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 208) would i)oint 
You must translati .” 


heaves, 


i. e. “ which you must translate.” 


P. 174, ( 106 ) haply slander — 

"XVIwse whisper o'er the world's diameter 

This passage (from Whose whisper” to “ woundless air” inclusive) is only 
in the quartos, 1604, See,, and imperfect at the commencement. To complete 
the sense, Theobald inserted “for luiply, slander which was afterwards 
slightly altered by Capell as above. 
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P. 176. (107) “ he heeps them^ like an ape, in the corner of hisjan; first 
mouthed^ to he last swallowed 

So the folio ; “ which Sir Thomas Hanmer has illustrated with the follow- 
ing note : * It is the way of monkeys in eating, to throw that part of their 
food, which they take up first, into a pouch they are provided with on the 
[eachj side of their jaw, and there they keep it, till they have done with 
the rest.’ *’ Johnson. — The quartos, 1GU4, Ac. have “ he heepes them like an 
apple in the corner if his iaw” Ac. (The coi*roBX)ouding passage in the 
quarto of 1C03 is 

For heo doth keep you as an Ape doth nuttes, 

In the corner of his Jaw, first u\outhcs j’ou, 

Then bwallowcB you.”) 


P. 1 77. (108) “ till I kno7v 'tis ilone^ 

tiowi'er my hnps^ my joys were ne'er beynn,"' 

So the folio. — The quarto^ ld04, Ac. hn\c “ my ioyes will nere begin 

but a rhyme was evidently intended here. — .Johnson suggested that hops'' 
otight to be ‘'hopes;” and Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector agrees with him. — 
18C5. ***JJeffUti,' certainly; rhyme is demanded here. ^As to the ix'st, 
Walker’s Crit, Exam. Ac. vol. iii. p. 2(>8. 


P. 178. (109) 

** Truly to speak^ sir^ and with no addition. 


To pay fee ducats, fee, J would not farm it 
In the first line is a modern addition. — Mr. John Jones obligingly 

sends me a printed note on this passage, in Avhich he proposes to read “/ire 
ducats tine,” understanding “fine” either as a market dcnoininutioii (sec 
Macleod’s Dictionary of Political Ecotiomy, 11. 09), or in the bense of “I’cnt.” 


P. 178. (110 ) “Twy;” 

“ * Ten' Walker’s Crit, Exam, Ac. vol. iii. p. 2G8. 


P. 180. (in) “ 'Twerc good she were spoken with," Ac. 

At the commencement of the scene, the quartos, 1G04, Ac. have Enter Ho- 
ratio, Gertrard, and a Gentleman ;” and up to this point they make the 
dialogue pass between the Queen and the “ Gentleman.” They then liave 
“ Hora, ’Twero good she were spoken with, for shee may strew 
Dangerous coniectures in ill-breeding miudes, 

Let her come in. 

Enter Ophelia, 

Quee. To my sicke soule, as sinnes true nature is,” Ac. — 

The folio omits the “ Gentleman and, as far as “ Though nothing sure, y^. 
much unhappily” inclusive, distributes the speeches as in the present edi- 
tion. It then has 
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“ Qu. Tworo good she were epokou mth 
For she may strew dangerous coniectures 
In ill breeding luiuds. Let her come in. 

To my sicke soule (as sinnes true Nature is),” &c. — 

There certainly is room for suspecting that the omission of the “ Gentle- 
man” is to be attributed to the 2 )layers. But be that as it may, there can be 
no doubt that if a modern editor adheres to the folio in omitting the “ Gen- 
tleman,” he ought to restore to Horatio (\rhat comes very awkwardly from 
the Queen), 

*• ’Twere good she were spoken with, for she may strew 
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds ;” 
and that, whether he chooses to retain or omit the Gentleman,” he ought 
to make the Queen’s S 2 >eech commence with ” Let her come in.” 

r. 180. ( 112 ) “ larded with xirvet Jtowers ; 

H hich he wept to the grave did go 
Tl ith true-love ahowers.'^^ 

The old eds. have “ did not Ate. ; a reading which had been re- 

jected for many a long ja^ar, when Caldecott n ith great pomi^ restored the 
“not” to tlie text. “ Contra Jidem omnium codirumC he says, “and follow- 
ing a leader whom they concur in reprobating, the modern editors read * to 
the grave [did] go ” Caldecott, though far advanced in life when he qdited 
Hamlet^ being, it would seem, still ignorant that a whole series of “cocUces” 
will very often agree in the grossest error. “ Ilis shroud, or corpse, ‘ did not 
go bewejjt witli true-love showers,* for his was no love-case ; his death had 
the tragical character of tierce outrage,” Acc. Acc. That any one should fail 
at once to 2 )erceive that the original reading “ did not go"" is utterU irre- 
concilable witli the iirecediug •* Larded w ith sweet flow ers*' 1 And that any 
one should have the foil} to sujipose that the ballad now sung by Ophelia 
must npj)l> in minute jiarticulars to her father ! Enough for her that it is 
a ditty about death and burial ; no mat tor that its hero is a youthful lover, 
— ^he was cut off by a sudileii fate, and so far resembled Polonius. — Here 
Mr. Knight also retains “not,” — So does Mr. Collier in the first ed. of his 
£ih(ihe»peart , remarking, houe\er, tliut it “ may imssibly be an error;” but 
in his second edition he omits it. 


P. 181. ( 113 ) 

Altered bj' Walker (^Shahexpenre'a Vendjieation, &c. p. 81) to the contracted 
form “ this’,” which the folio has in Measure for Measure^ act v. sc. 1, 

P.181. ( 114 ) '^mvddedC 

Here the spelling of the old e«ls. is “muddied :” but see note 19 a on AlVs 
well tJuit ends well^ vol. iii. p. 317. 

P. 182. ( 115 ) “ Will nothing stiek our person to airraigtd' 

So the quartos, 1604, &o. — The folio has “ — our persons to Arraigned* and 
80 several modem editors. But the king is certainly &x)eaking of himself 
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only : compare what he has before said to the Queen on the same Bubject 
(the death of Polonius), p. 173 ; 

“ O heavy deed ! 

It had been so with had rte been there : 

His liberty is full of threats to all ; 

To you yourself, to to every one. 

Alas, how shall this bloody deed be answer'd 7 
It tcill be laid to Ac. 
again, p. 183, we have 

“ Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear ourperaofif” Ac. 

and ibid. 

That I am gniltless of your father's deaths" Ac. 


P. 182. (ii6) “ Eat^ not the flats" 

The late Mr. W. W. Williamb (under tlie signature \V. D.) in T7ui Literary 
Oazettt i or Mtiruh 1 5, 1 862, ]). 263, would read “ Beats not tlw flats" But 
is not ** Eats" to be <lcfoiided on classical authority I 

“ et ripas rndeiitia tlmuiua rodunt" 

Lucretius, v. 257. 

“ Non rurn, qua? lairis quietiL 

Mordet aqua tacitunrus amuis.” 

Horace, Carnu i. xxxi, 7. 


r. 182. (117) brows" 

The old eds. ha\ 0 “ browc’* and “ brow." 


r. 184. (118) 

i, e, into. So the (xuartos, 1004, Ac. — ^The folio has “on." 

P. 184. (119) “ It could not more thus" 

“ ‘ move me thus at least I am all but sure that this is the true read- 

ing." Walker’s Crit, Exam, Ac. vol. ii. p. 201, 


P. 184. (lao) Down a-dowiiy an you call him a-dojvn-a' " 

Whether these words are rightly given ns above, I cannot determine. (On 
the modem stage they arc suny by Ophelia.) 


P. 186. (x2i) “ Go to thy death-bed" Ac. 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes “Gone to his death-bed" Ac.; which 
agrees with what seems to be a sort of parody on this ballad in Eastward 
Ho, by Jouson, Marston, and Chapman (see Dodsley's Old Flays, vol. iv, 
p. 223, last ed.) ; 

“ But now he is dead. 

And lain in his hed^ 

And never will come again." 
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P. 186. (112) “ I nmut oommime with your grief" 

80 the quartoF, 1G04, &c. — The folio has “J mtigt common with your greefe;" 
'which Boswell would understand as, 1 must be allowed to participate in 
your grief, to feel in common with you and, much to my surprise, Mr, 
G-rant Wliito (^Shakespeare* 9 Scholar^ See, p. 421) approves of that most 
erroneous reading and interpretation. — ^The “ common” of the folio is merely 
an old spelling of " commune see Richardson’s Diet, in “ Common” and 
** Commune.” — 18C5. Mr. Grant White in liis edition of Shakespeare prints 
“ commune.” 

P. 187. (123) ^^aUeps" 

See note 87 on The Second Part of King Henry IV, vol. iv. p. 414 ; and 
compare Phaor's Virgil’s AHneidos^ Book ii. ; 

Tlie to^vnc inuade they do forthwith, in sleepea [the original so^nno'] 
and drinking drownd.” Sig. C vii, ed. 1584. 


P. 187. (124) Sailors ,,, I aajv them not: 


Of him that "brought them," 

Walker (Crit, Emm, Acef. vol. iii. p. 208) Kusi)CctB, and, it would seem, with 
good reason, that we ought to read “ Of them that brought them," 

P. 188. (125) wy lord;" 

“ Perhaps ‘Ay, my good lord’.” Walker’s Crit, Exam, Ac, vol. iii. ij. 270, 

P. 188. (126) “ checking at hia voyage" 

Mr. Collier i»ririts "As liking not his voyage;" and observes, “This is the 
clear and correct reading of the undated cjiiarto, that of JGll, Ac. Malone 
seems to have referred hero to no other cxuaito than that of 1G04, and find- 
ing it read corruptly ‘ As the king at his voyage,’ he adopted the text of the 
folio, ‘As cheeking at his voyage,’ which, no doubt, was there introduced 
as a conjectural emendatioTi.” Here I altogether differ from Mr. Collier : 
“ the King at,” of the quarto 1G04, is obviously a mistake for “ checking at;" 
a reading much more in Shakespeare’s manner than “ liking not.” 

P. 189.(127) "can" 

So the quartos, 1G04, &c. — “The folio has ran for ‘can.’ It was a mere 
printer’s error.” Collier, — ^Assuredly it was ; yet Caldecott and Mr. Knight 
retain it. 

P. 189. (128) “ Lamiond," 

The quartos, 1604, &o. have “Lamord.” — The folio has “Lamound.”*^ 
Shakespeare, I suspect, wrote * Lamdde' See the next speech but one ; 

‘ he is the brooch, indeed. 

And gem of all the nation’.” Malone.— 

Mr. Grant White prints “ Lamont.** 
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P. 190, (n!^) “ a spendthrift sighf 

This passage (from “ There lives within the very flame" to ** the quick o' th* 
ulcer" inclusive) is only in the quartos, 1C04, &o. ; all which, except that 
of 1687, have “ a spend-thrifts quite wrongly, I conceive ; though 

Cai>ell, Mr. Collier, and Mr. Knight think otherwise. 


P. 191. (130) ^teunninpSj^** 

fio the quartos, 1604, &c. — Tiie folio has “ commings which Caldecott and 
Mr. Knight retain (old spelling and all) in the sense of — ^venues, bouts. 


P. 101. (131) “ How now, S7reef 

Here the “ no7rf which had been aceidcntall}'^ omitted in the first folio, was 
inserted by the editor of tlio second folio. — Instead of these words, the 
quartos, 1604, &c. have ‘‘but stay, whnt noyse but the corresponding 
jiassage of the quarto 1603 is, 2Jofr now Gertred, why looko you hcauily 


P. 192. (132) I had'' 

“I would read * had I'," Walker’s Orit, Ejfanu &c. vol. ii, i). 246. And so 
some of the earlier editors. 


P. 193. (133) “liVty, there thou sa7jgt:" 

Walker (^(Jrit. JHuram, See. vol. iii, p. 270) would add “true" to these words : 
but the expression is elliptical. 


P. 194. (134) “ (to, get thee to Yaughan 

So the folio. — The quartos, 1604, &c. have “ get thee in.” — Mr. Collier 
ad 1. oddly conjectures that “ Yavghan" may be “ a mis-spelt stage-direc- 
tion to infoiTu the player that he w'as to yawn at this point and his Ms. 
Corrector, oddly too, substitutes get thee to yon’.’’ — ISOfi. Mr. Collier in 
the second edition of his tShahesjware adopts his Corrector’s “yon and 
certainly the Corrector is fortunate in such an expositor as Mr. Collier ; 
w'ithout whom we never should have guessed that “you" is equivalent to 
“ you alehouse." — Mr. Grant White, not happier than others in his note on 
this passage, “ suspects that ‘ Yaughan' is a misprint for ‘ Tavern’,” 


P. 194. ( 1 3 5) “ wh ich th is ass now o'er^reaches ;" 

So the quartos, 1604, &c. — The folio has which this Asse o're offices ;’’ the 
less proper reading undoubtedly^ 


P. 196. (136) “ Jhr and a shrouding^sheet .*’’ 

Is generally printed “ For — and a" Sec, But “ Ihr and" in the present 
version of the stanza answers to “ And eke” in that given by Percy of 
A, E, Poetry, vol. i. p. 188, ed. 1794) ; 
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** Aind eke a shrowding Bhete.** 

Compare the following passagcB (to which many others might be added) ; 

“ Syr Gy, Syr Oawen, Syr Qa3niB,//w and Syr Olyuere.” 

SkeJton’a Sec, Poem Againgt Garnesohe, — Works, vol. i. 
p. 119, cd. Dyce. 

“ Your squire doth come, and with him comes the lady, 

For and the Squire of Damsels, as I take it.*’ 

Beaumont and Fletcher’s Knight of the Burning Pestle, 
act ii. sc. 3, — Works, vol- ii. p. ICO, ed. Dyce, 

A hippocrenc, a tweak, /or and a fucus.” 

Middleton and W. Bowlcy’s Fair Quarrel, act v. so. 1, 
— Middleton’s Works, vol. iii. p. 544, ed. Dyce. 


P. 195. (137) dirtr 

Walker {Orit, Fsram, &c. vol. i. p. 310) proposes “// foul diH?'' But I be- 
lieve the old text is right here. 


P. 197. (138) This sotunc skull, sir, was Yorich's skull," 

So the quartos, 1604, Sec. (except that they have “sir Ym*icks "\ — ^The folio 
has “ This same Scull Sir, this same Scull sir, was Ytwieks Scull;" which 
is given by Mr. Collier and Mr. Knight. (Mr. C’ollier obsviwos that the folio 
^^characfcristicallyTCDcaist" the words ; which is very tnji|p, it being a marked 
characteristic of the folio to blunder in that way.) — 1 H65. Here both Mr. 
Staunton and Mr. Grant White give the rending of the folio ; Mr. Grant 
White observing, that “ if the repetition of the words were accidental, the 
chance must be reckoned among gli inganni fclici." I wish he had told us 
what force is added to the dialogue by the repetition. 


P. 197. (139) now, how ahhorred in my imaginatimi it is!" 

So the quartos, 1604, &o. — Mr. Grant White — ^who confines the meaning of 
** it" in that reading to the skull — ^prefers the lection of the folio, “ and how 
abhorred my Imagination is.” 


P. 197, (140) “ To what "base uses wc may return, Horatio !" 

“ Surely the old syntax requires '^may we"" Walker’s Crit. Exam, Sac, vol. ii. 
p. 249. 


P. 197. (141) “ Imjpcrious Cecsa/r" 

“Thus the quarto 1604 [and the other quartos]. The etiitor of the folio 
substituted ‘ imperial^ not knowing that * imperious" was used in the same 
sense.” Malone. — Compare 

The scepters promis’d of imperious Rome.” 

The Tragedie of Antonie (translated by the Countess of 
Pembroke), 1595, sig. G 3. 
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“ *ti 8 imperiottB Home, 

Bomo, the great mistress of the conquer’d world.” 

Fletcher’s Proplietess^ act ii. sc. 8 . — 

We find, indeed, “imperial Ct^sar*'" in CynihelUie^ act v. sc. 8 : but then that 
I>lay comes to us only through the folio. — Qy. are these four lines a (iuota> 
tion ? I believe not. 


P. 198. ( 142 ) “ liPr virgin crants^' 

So the quartos, 1004, &c. down tt> the (fuarto of 1037, which, like the folio, 
has Virgin Rites.” — “For this unusual word the editor of 

the first folio substituted '’riten' By a more attentive examination and 
comparison of the quarto copies and the folio. Dr. .lohnsou, T have no 
doubt, would have been convinced that ibis and many other changes iu 
the folio were not made by Shakespenre.** Malokb. 

‘* Most of the editors extiiain ‘ mints' by garlands ; but the Gorraau 
Itranz is singular, and the singular seems indis]>cnsablB here. From a nr)te 
to Prior's Danish Ballads it would seem that young unmarried Dani'^h ladies 
w«'ar, or wore, chaplets of ])earl ; at least, ‘ fair IClsty' is described as wear- 
ing one, and the translator (vol. iii. p. Ill) say^ that this is the same as the 
* virgin cranV (jsic) of Ophelia.” W. N. Lettsom. 


P. 198. ( 143 ) “ To sing a rrqniem^ anti suvJi 7r«t to her"'' 

So the quartos, 1004, \o. — The folio has •* To sing sage Jtrquinn,''' &c. ; nu 
error of the transcrilx'r or printer, which Caldecott and Mr. Knight adopt. 
(Mr. C’ollifir’s Ms, Corrector alters the “ sage” of the folio to “ sad hut is it 
not a mistake for “ such*’ ?) 


P. 198. ( 144 ) “ww” 

*• Fol. * wwr.’ ‘ Bbci,’ I conjecture.” Walker’s Crit. Exam, &c. vol, iii. p, 271, 


P. 199. (145) ‘*Tl7w’f drinTi vj? r'lsclT" 

The quarto l(i03 has “ B7/A drinlte rp vessels.” — The later quarto^ have 
‘•Bho’f drinJte rp Esill.” — Tlie folio has “ Woo^t drinltr rji Esilo.” — K great 
dispute has arisen about tlie “ Esill” or “ EsiJe” of this line ; whether wo 
arc to understand hy it “the river Yssvll^ Issvllj or Jzcl, the most northern 
branch of the Rhine,” or else risfl (i.e. vinegar). Tt is at least certain that 
eisel in the sense of vinegar was formerly common enough ; and is used by 
our author in his cxi*** Sonnet, 

“ I will drinh 

Potions of risel [old cd. Egsell'] ’gainst niy strong infection,” &c. 
Nor is the expression “ drink op'* at aU opposed to that interpretation ; foi- 
Shakespeare has various passages where “ up'' is what wc should no^v con- 
sider as redundant ; c.g . ; 

“ prisons vp 

The nimble spirits in the arteries,” A:c. 

Love's Labour's logt, act iv. sc. 8. 
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** devours vp all the fry it finds.” 

AlVs well that ends well^ act iv. sc. 8. 

“ Enough to stifle such a villain 

King John^ act iv. sc. 8. 

** To fright the animals, and to kill them Ac. 

Ab you like it, act ii. sc. 1. 

“ * As true as Troilus* shall crown up the verse,” &c. 

TroiluB and Creisida, act iii. sc. 2. 

So too other early writers ; 

** Jove, that thou shouldst not haste, but wait his leisure, 

Made two nights one, to finish up his pleasure.” 

Marlowe’s Orid*8 ElcgleB, B. i. Kl, xiii., — 
Ifbr^s, p. 323, ed. Dyce, 1858. 

“ Wretched lompsar, having quaf^d ujt 
The brhn and bottome of the Stygian cup,” kc. 

Sylvester’s traiihl. of Fracastorius’s JoBpph, apud 
Du Bartns’s Worhs, kc, p. 417, ed. 1841. 

“ tcares, like precious jewels, man allures 
To seek them up, whercs’euor they be shed.” 

* Scot’s IVnUnnythic, Vart Sec., 1010, sig. C. — 

On the phrase “kills them all up,'" in Jonson’s Every Man in ?th TTummr, 
Gifford observes; “6{/r, oui, and up, are continually used by the piirdtet 
and most excellent of our old writers after verbs of destroying, consuming, 
eating, drinking, kc. : to us, who are Ic'^s con^ ersaiit** with the power of 
language, they appear, indeed, somewhat like expletives ; but they un- 
doubtedly contributed something to the force, and something to the round- 
ness of the sentence. There is much wretched criticism on a similar ex- 
pression in Shakespeare, ‘ 'NV'oo’t drinlt up eisel ?’ Theobald gives the sense 
of the passage in a clumsy note [deciding that rinryar is meant] ; Haiimer, 
who had more taste than judgment, and more judgment than knowledge, 
corrupts the language as usual [reading •ll/Zf drink up Nile?’] ; Steevens 
gaily jieiwerts the sense [declaring himself for a r/rcr] ; and Malone, with 
great effort, brings the reader back to the ineaning which poor Theobald 
had long liefore excogitated.” Jouson’s IThrZ'*, i. 122. — Malone, however, 
afterw’^ards changed hi^ mind, and w'as convinced that 8tecvcns had rightly 
explained the word to mean a river, because “ this sort of hyperbole was 
common among our ancient ]>oets.” But, in the “ hyj)erbolical” passages 
cited by Malone, rvhat rivers do those poets mention ? The Jfhinc, the 
Thames, the Meajidvr, the Euphrates , — and not such obscure streams as 
the yascll, the existence of which the commentators had some difficulty in 
detecting. 


P. 200. (146) “ ^yhen our deep jdots do fail 

The quarto 1004 has “TlV/c/i our deepe plots doe pall.” — The later quartos 
have **^^7len our deepe plots doe fall.” — I'he folio has “11 /tew our deare 
jdats do paule.” (Compare “ And, if 7 fail not in my deej) intent," &c. 
Miehard III, act i. sc. 1.) — 1805. Dr. Inglchy would read here “ fall not 
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Borupling to assert that ^^fall had in Shakesj^eare's day the same meaning 
as * fail*.*’ The Shakespeare Ihbrioatwru, p. 115. 

P. 201. ( 147 ) ” 

The old eds, have “ villaines.” 

P. 201, ( 148 ) ^^And gtand a comma 'tjveea their amities;^* 

Here “ comvia''' has been altered to commere,” “ cement,” &c. — “ The only 
circumstance of resemblance ilic poet seems to have had^in viewin this 
similitude is merely that of «%tfluding between. A** n comma stands between 
two several members of a sentence, witliout separating them otherwise than 
by distinguishing the one from the other, in like manner Peace personized, 
or the Ocuhh'Ks (»f Peace, 14 understood to stand Vtween the amities of the 
two kings..” Heath. — I'erhnps so. 

P. 201. ( 149 ) “ Thaf, oa the vUm and kmmng of these contents^* 

St) the fiuartos, 1G04, &c. ; a rending which some editors have altered to 
•• — and knnrehtg these eontentsy But see Walker’s Shakespeare's Versi~ 

pLitfioUf See , where, p. 1 lii, this, line is cited as containing an examjde of a 
*• present i»ai*ticiplc contracted,” and where, p. 120 , among other instances, 
the following is cited from onr author's Sing Hen eg VIII, act i. sc. 2, 

“ Not well dispos’d, the mind grtnring once coiTU])t.” — 

The folio has TJuit on the view ami know of these (intents," 

P. 202 . ( 150 ) “ Does it not, thinl^s't thee^ stand me nme vpan , — ’* 

The (juarto^, 1(504, &c. have Doors it not thinke thee" (quarto 1037 “you”), 
icc. — The folio has Dots it iwt, thinkst thee" &c. — ^Walker (^Shakespeare's 
Versifiratufn, izc. p. 281) observes, that ^^thitiks it thee occur'* in the Eliza- 
bethan poeth ill the sense of /jl^v Sokcc troi and, after citing and correcting 
the present passage, lie adduces from Cartwright’s Ordinary (Dodsley’s Old 
Plays, vol. X. p. 21(5, last ed.) 

“ Little thifih'si thee, how diligent thou art 
To little purpose 

adding, ^^thinks't thee, of course.” — Compare too, m. All's tvcII that ends 
Kell, "methinks't, thou art a general offence,” ^c., act ii. sc. 3, vol, iii. 
p. 230. 

P. 202. (i 5 1 ) **th is a?’m ?" 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes “ his own ?” 

P, 202. (i 5 z) “ It will he short" See. 

“ Arrange and vrrite, with the folio, 

‘ It will be short ; 

The interim’s mine ; and a man’s life’s no more 
Than to say one.* ” 

Walker’s Crit, Exam^ &o, vol, iii. p* 272 , 

B 
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P.202. (153) 

Bo'vre^B correction. — The folio has “ count.” — ^From “ To quit him with this 
arm” in the preceilinp: Kpcech but one to “ Peace I who comes here ?” inclu- 
sive, is not in the ipiartos. 


P. 203. ( 154 ) '^your lordship" 

So the qiiaifos, 1004, &c. — Tlie folio has “yowr friendship;” which Mr. Kniffht 
retains (and so docs Dr. Delius, who defends it in a note). But it is merely 
an error: — and how easily such errors creep in I Though the copy from 
which the present edition was printed had here '^^yonr lordship" 

yet in the first proof-sheet which was sent to me I found “ ym/r worshix).” — 
Elsewhere in this scene Ohric four times addresses Hamlet as ^^your lord- 
ship:' 


P. 203. ( 155 ) my avmjylexion 

So the folio and quarto 10.37. — The quartos, 1004, &cc. have “or my coin- 
plectUin;" which some editors adopt, ]mtting a break after the words. 


P. 203. ( 156 ) and it lynt yam neither" 

So the quarto 1004, except that it has ^^and yet hut:' &c. — The later quartos 
have (tod yet but raw nviflur:' &c. — Tlie preceding speech (excejit its first 
BOiitence), the present speech, and a good deni moiie of the dialogue till 
the entrance of the King, Quetu, A:c., arc nut in the folio; nor to he traced 
in the quarto 1003. 


P. 204. ( 157 ) “ in another tongue?" 

“Surely, with the critic in "Var. [Johnson], mother tongue’.” Walker’s 
Crit, ICxam. Arc. vol. iii. j). 273. 


P. 204. ( 158 ) really," 

“ * Harely' (Theobald), of course.” Walker’s Crit, Exa/m, Arc. vol. iii. p. 273. 


P. 204. ( 159 ) 

“ Surely the st*nRC requires *for' [which Capell gave].” Walker's Crit, Exam, 
Arc. vol. iii. p. 274. 


P, 204. ( 160 ) “ The hing, sir, hath wagered with him" 

So the quartos, 1004. &c. — The folio has The sir King ha’s wag’d with 
him" the “wag’d” having pcrhajis gVown out of the spelling *^wagerd'‘ in 
the quartos. — Compare afterwards in this page, “ The king, sir, hath laid,” 
Arc. (Here the quarto 1003 has “ The Eiug, swcote Prince, hath layd a 
wager on your side.”) 
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P. 205. (i6i) “dr Ttind of yesty collection, which carries them throvgh 
and thrmtgh the most fanned and winnowed opinions 

The quartoR IG04 and 1005 have the most prophano and trennowed 

opinutns,'' .See., and bo the later quartoR, except that they have “ tronnowued.’* 

— The folio has “ the most lond and winnowed opinions," &o. — In my 

Kemarhs on Mr. Colher's and Mr. Knighfs editions of Hhahe^pearc, p. 221, I 
maintained that “ fond and winnowed" had been ri)^hlly amended by War- 
burton to "fanned and wtnnowed and I Rtill think it is an alteration 
Tvhicli moHt probably restores the true rcadinp:. though Mr. Grant White 
{^Shah speorr's Stdodor, \'e. p. 422) pronounces it to be altojrether wrong. 
ITc says that “ carrich tliem throiiiEirh and through the inoal ftnid and win- 
nowed o])inionh'' ineaiih “ tbev go through und tlinuigh [they sU»]) at no ab- 
Rurdity iiij the im>st loud [affected or f*ijbhhl and winnowed [elaborately 
bought out] opinioub;'’ an interpretution which, in mv judgment, the words 
cannot ])Oh‘'il)lv bear. — IMJ*). Mr. Grunt AVhiti‘ in hi^ edition of t^hahrspearo 
prints "fann'd and 7nnnonunl'\ 


r. 205. ( 162 ) "trial." 

" L suRjicet that, according to tho old grammar, we ought to read, w'ith the 
folio, ‘ trials'." Walker’s Crit. Exam. J^c. vol, i. p. 2G4. 


V. 20G. ( 163 ) 

".since no man has aught of whair he leaves, iidiat w*Y to leave hitimis?" 

A vcr>’ bu^ipioiouh juismige. I give it as it stands in the folio. — Tho quartos, 
1G()4, icc. have "'•since no man of ought he leaues, knowes what ist to leaue 
hetnnes, let be.” 


r. 20G. ( 164 ) "masters, of hnoirn honour" 

Walker (^('rit. E.ra7n. &c. ^ol. i. p. 245) suspects that "masters" is a mistake 
for master,” ainl that "honour" originated in the “honour” of the pre- 
ceding line but one. 


r. 208 . ( 165 ) “ swoons" 

The old cds. have “ sounds,” &c. — Jfee note 93 on The Winter's Tale, vol. iii. 
p. 519. 


P. 209. ( 166 ) llo / hd the door he loch'd 

That here Caldecott, Mr. Knight, and Mr. Collier, should ju-int “How? let 
the," &c., retaining the old spelling and punctuation, is marvellous. 


P. 209. ( 167 ) "Drink off this potion: — is thy vnion hii'C?" 

“ It should seem from this line, and Lacrics’b next speech, that Hamlet hero 
forccb the expiring king to drink some of the poisoned cup, and that he dies 
w'hilc it is at his lips.” Malove. 
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P, 211. (x68) ** Take vjt the hodien : — such a sight as this 

Becomes the fields hit here shows much amiss , — ” 

So the quartos, 1604, &c. — The folio has “ Take vj) the body,” &o. ; which 
Caldecott, Mr. Knight, and Mr. Collier adopt, though it is euch a manifest 
error, that, even witliout the authority of any old copy, an editor would bo 
bound to make the word plural. Fortinbras is now sjieaking of the bodies 
generally,— of Hamlet, the King, the Queen, and Laertes, who are all lying 
dead, and who, he says, present a spectacle that only becomes the held of 
battle. It would almost seem that the restorers of “body” had forgotten 
whnt precedes the present speech, viz. 



. . . give order that fJtese bodies 

High on a stage be ]>1ncM to the view ; 

And let me speak to the yet unknowing world, ^c. 


Ibrt, Let us haste ‘to hear it. 

And call the noblest to tlic audience. 

Ifor^ 

But let this same be jiresenfly jieefoem'dj 
Even while men’s minds are wild,” 
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Kma LEAB. 

Was acted before King Jnmes on Dec. 24itli, ICiOCi, as w(* lenni by the fol- 
lowing nieuioraiiduin in the Stationers’ Itf'gistors, dated Nov. 2(>tli, IfiOT ; 
“ Na. Tiutter and Jo. Rusliby] Enteretl for tlicir copie under t' hands of 
Sir (leo. BucKe, Kt., and the Wardens, a booke called Mr. Willni Shake- 
speare hi^ Hystorye of Kinge Lear, as yt was played before the King’s 
Majestit* at Whitehall, \ipon St. Stej)b«*n'A night at Christmas last, by his 
Majesties Servants jJaying nsuallx at the Glpbe on tlie Baukside.” During 
the next year three editions of the* ]»lny were put forth in quarto by Butter ; 
nor was it reprinted till it ai»jKMire(l in the folio of 1G23. Very large ]>ortirmB 
found in the quartos are inuitted in Ihc lolio, which jet here and tluTo 
all'ords lines not contained in the quartos, — Steeveiis ol»serves that King 
LeaVy or at least the whole of it, could n<»t have been written till after the 
publication of Hursnet’s JJisrmrrg of Popish Imposioriy in 1G03, lor the 
names of the fiends mentioned b\ Edgar are taken from Harsnet’s Avork, 
Malone remarks; “It seems extremely probable tliat its first aj)))earanco 
AMIS in March or April, IGOf* : in AAhieh \ear the old jday of King Le‘u*y tliat 
had been entered at Stationers’ Dali in i;>04, ax as printed by Simon Stafford 
for John Wright, wdio, w<’ may pri'suiiie, finding Shakespeare’s jday suc- 
cessful, liojied to palm the spurious one on the public for his. I’he old King 
Z^</*Avas entered on the Stationers’ Books, Maj S, IGOJ, as it was hitrlg 
acted.” Life of SJiah'spea/r, p. 404. — Our author had read the story of King 
Lear and his daughters in (feoffrey of Monmouth, in Holiushed. in 77/e 
]\Iiri'or foe JSIagistrateSy Jce. ; Avith the anonymous old play The True 
ChronieU liisforg of Ling Ltu\ ond his Thru- Daughters^ (ronorilly Jtagan^ 
and (hrdella, he avus doubtles'^ ueqiiainted, and Axoiildsccm to have made 
some slight use of it ; and he certainly ajipears to have foi*rac(l the episode 
of Oloster and his sons on the story of tlie blind King of i'aphlagouia in 
Sidnej's Arcadia^ B. ii. cb. 10 of ed. 1.500. (The old play of King heir has 
been reprinted bj Steeveiis in vol. iv. of Tirentg of the Plays oj Sha7,r~ 
speare, &c. 17GG, and by Nichols among Six Old Ployft^ on irhieh Shahesprure 
founded^ Acc., 1770 ; and ITiggius’s legend, inverse, of ^Ufucene (Wdiht" from 
The Miri'or for AlaghtrateSf and “ The pit if nil fit ate and storie of the Pajilila^ 
gonian unhindo King,'' Jcc. from Sidney’s are included in Collier’s 
Shahespeare's Library, vol. ii.) 
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KING LEAR. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. A room of state in King Lear’s palace. 

Enter Kent, Globteb, ane2 Edmund. 

Kent I tlioiiglit the king had more affected the Duke of 
Albany than Cornwall. 

Gh, It did always seem so to us : but now, in tlio divi- 
sion of the kingdom, it appears not which of tlio dukes ho 
values most ; for equalities are so weighed, that c urios ity in ^ 
neither can make clioice of eidier’s moiety. 

Kent Is not tliis your son, my lord ? 

Gh, His breeding, sir, hath been at my charge : I have 
so often blushed to acknowledge him, that now I am brazed 
to’t 

Kent I cannot conceive you. 

Glo, Sir,' this young fellow’s mother could : whereupon 
she grew round-wombed, and had, indeed, sir, a son for her 
cradle ere she had a husband for her bed. Do you smell a 
fault ? 

Kent I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue of it 
being so proper. 

Gh, But I have a son, sir, by order of law, some year 
elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my account : though 
this knave came something saucily into tlie world before he 
was sent for, yet was his motlier fair ; there was good sport 
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at Mb making, and the whoreson must be acknowledged. — 
Do you know this noble gentleman, Edmmid ? 

JEJdm. No, my lord. 

Glo, My Lord of Kent : remember Mm hereafter as my 
honourable friend. 

Eihn. My services to your lordship. 

Kent, I must love you, and sue to know you better. 

Eihn, Sir, 1 shall study deserving. 

Glo. Ho hath been out nine years, and away lie shall 
again. \_Senmt within .'] — The king is coming. 

Enter Leah, Cornwall, Alrany, Goneuil, Hegan, Cordelia, 
nml Attendants. 

Jjear. Attend the Lords of Franco and Burgundy, Glos- 
ter.^^) 

Glo. I shall, iiiy liege. \l^Zj:emit Glosier and Edmund. 
Eear. Meantime we shall express our darke r pm’pose. — 
Give mo the maj) there. — Know that 'vvo’yo divided 
Li throe our kingdom : and ’tis om’ fast int(‘nt 
To shake all cares and business from our age ; 

Conferring them on younger strengths, wl^le wo 
[Unburden’d crawd toward deatli. — Our son of Cornwall, 

And you, our no less hndng son of Albany, 

We have this hour a cpiij^ant will to ])ublish 

Our daugliters’ several doAvers, that ftiture strife 

May be prevented now. The princes, France and Burgundy, 

Great rivals in our youngest daugliter’s love, 

Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn, 

And here are to bo answer’d. — Ttdl in(‘, my daughters, — 
Since now we will divest us both of rule. 

Interest of territory, cares of state, — 

WMoh of you shall we say doth love us most ? 

That we our largest bounty may extend 

Where nature doth with merit c hallen ge. — Goneril, 

Our oldefit-bom, speak first. 

Gon* Sir, 

I love you more than words can wield the matter 
Dearer than eyesight, space, and liberty ; 

Beyond what can be valu’d, rich or rare ; 

No less' than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour ; 
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As much as child e’er lov’d, or father found ; 

A love that makes breath poor, and S|)eech unable ; 

Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 

Cor. [asicU*'] What bliall Cordelia do? Love, and be 

silent. ^3) 

Lear. Of all these bounds, even from this line to this, 
Willi shadowy forests and with ehnmpains ricli’d, 

With plenteous rivers and wide-skh*tod meads. 

We make thee lady: to tliin(* and Albany’s issuo 
Be this perpetiisd. — What say*-, our second daughter, 

Our dearest Itogan, wife to Cornwall? Speak. 

liey. 

I’m made of that self mei^l us my sister, 

And ])rize nio at wortli. In my true heart 
I find she names my very deed of love ; 

Only she eoim‘s tot) short, — that 1 ])rofess 
Myselt'an enemy to all other joys. 

Which the most precious stpiarc of sense possesses 
And find T am alone f elicita te 
111 your dear, highness’ love. 

( ^or. Then poor Cordelia ! 

And yet not so ; sinet', I am sure, my love’s 
More richer than my longue. 

Lear. To thee and thine hereditary ever 
Remain this am])le third of our fair kingdom; 

No less ill space, validi^V^, and plt^asure, 

Than that conferr’tl on Ctmeisl. — N oav , our joy, 

Although our lastj not l(»ast ; to vvdiosc young love 
The vines of Franco and milk of Burgundy 
Strive to he inter css’tl ; what can 3^011 say to draw 
A third more opulent than 3rour sisters ? Speak.^^^ 

C(yr. Nothing, my lord. 

Lear. Nothing I 
Cor. Nothing. 

Lear. Nothing will come of nothing : speak again. 

Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth : I love your majesty 
According to my bond ; nor more nor loss. 

Lear. How, how, Cordelia 1 mend your siicech a little, 
Lest it may mar your fortunes. 
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Cor. Good my lord^ 

You have begot me, bred me, lov’d me : I 
Beturn those duties back as are right fit, 

Obey you, love you, and most honour you. 

Why have my sisters husbands, if they say 
Tliey love you all ? Haply, when I shall wed, 

That lord whose hand must take my plight shall carry 
Half my love with him, half my care and duty : 

Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters. 

To love my fatlier all. 

Lear. But goes thy heart with this ? 

Cor. Ay, good my lord.^®^ 

Lear. So young, and so untender ? 

Cor. So young, my lord, and true. 

Lear. Let it be so, — thy truth, then, bo thy dower : 

For, by the sacred radiance of the sun, 

The inysterics^®^ of Hecate, and the night ; 

By all the ojteratiou of the orbs 

From whom we do exist, and ceasq to be ; 

Here I disclaim all my 2 )atcrnal care. 

Propinquity and i)ro])orty of blood, 

And as a stranger to my heart and mo 

Hold thee, from this, for over. The barbarous Scytliian, 

Or he that makes his generation messes 
To gorge his appetite, sliall to my bosom 
Bo as well neighbour’d, ])itied, and reliev’d, 

As tliou my sometime daughtci’. 

Kent. Good my liege, — 

Lear. Peace, Kent! 

Como not between the dragon and his wrath. — 

I lov’d her most, and thought to bet my rest 

On her kind nursery, — Hence, and avoid my sight ! — 

So be my grave my iieacc, as here 1 give 

Her father’s heart from her ! — Call France ; — who stirs ? 

Call Burgundy. — Cornwall and Albany, 

With my two daughters’ dowers digest this third: 

Let pride, which she calls idainness, marry her. 

I do invest you jointly with my power, 

Pre-eminence, and all the large effects 

That troop with majesty. — Ourself, by monthly course, 
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With reservation of an hundred knights, 

By you to be sustain'd, sliall our abode 

Make with you by due turns. Only we still retain 

The name, and all th’ additionq to a king ; 

The sway, 

Bevenuo, execution of the rest, 

Beloved sons, be yours : wluc*li to confirm, 

This coronet part b<'twecn you. Giving tJie croion. 

Kent, Ih>yal Lear, 

Whom I have ever lionour'd as my king, 

Lov’d as niy father, as my master follow’d, 

As my great patron thought on in my jirayers, — 

Jjefn\ The how is bent and drawn, make from the shaft 
Ke?it, Tict it fall rather, thougli the ^)rk invade 
Th<* region of my heart : umnaimerly, 

When Lea r is mad. What wouldst tliou do, old man? 
Think’st thou that duty shall ha\<' dreatl to speak. 

When power to flattery hows? To j)Jainne8S honour’s bound, 
When majesty falls to follj'. Beverse thy doom;^^^' 

And, in thy best (•onsideratioii, ehi‘ek 

Tins liideous rashness : answer my life my judgment. 

Thy youngest daughter does not loi o thee least ; 

Nor are those empty-hearted whose low sound 
Be* verbs no hollowness. 

Lear, Kent, on thy life', no more. 

Kent, My lifl' I never held but as a pawn 
To wage against thine enemies ; nor fear to lose it. 

Thy safety being the motive. 

Lear, Out of my sight ! 

Kent, See better, Lear ; and let mo still remain 
The true blank of thine eye. 

Lear, Now, by Apollo, — 

Kent, Now, by Apollo, king. 

Thou swear’ st thy gods in vain. 

Lear, 0, vassal ! miscreant ! 

\Layvnjg his hand on his swoid. 
Alb, Corn, Dear sir, forbear. 

Kent, Do ; 

Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow 
Upon the foul disease. Bevoke thy gift ; 



254 


KING LEAH. 


|_ACT I. 


Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat, 

I’ll tell thee thou dost evil. 

Lear, Hear me, recreant I 

On thine allegiance, hear me ! — 

Since thou luist sought Ui make us break our vow, — 

Whicli we durst newer yet, — and with strain’d pride 
To eoino between our sentence and our power, — ^^2) 

Whicli nor our nature' nor our place can bear, — 

Our potenev nmde ^ood, take thy reward. 

I’ive days we do allot thee, for ])rovision 
To shield thei* from diseases of the world 
And, on the sixth, to turn thy hated back 
U])on our kingdom : if, on the tenth day following. 

Thy banish’d trunk be found in our dominions. 

The moment is tliy death. Away ! by Jupiter, 

This shaU not bo revokM. 

Keiii. Fare thco well, king : sith thus thou wilt appear, 
Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here. — 

[To Cordelia'] The gods to their di'ur shelter take thee, maid. 
That justly think’st, and hast most rightly said ! — 

\To Retjan and GoncrU] And your larger speeches may your 
deeds approve, 

Tliat good effects may sjiring from words of love. — 

Thus Kent, O j^rinces, bids you all adieu ; 

He’ll shape his old course in a country new. \_Exii. 

Flourish, lle-mter Glostek, with Fiiance, Burgundy, and 
Attendants. 

Glo, ITi're's France and Burgundy, my noble lord. 

Lear, My Lord of Burgundy, 

We first address towards you, who with this king 
Hath rivaird for our daughter : what, in tlio least, 

Will you require in present dower witli her, 

Or cease your quest of love ? 

Bur, Most royal majesty, 

I crave no more than hath your highness offer’d, 

Hor will you tender less. 

Lear, Bight noble Burgundy, 

When she was dear to us, wo did hold her so ; 

But now her price is fall’n. Sir, there she stands : 
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acnoTSL] 

If auglit within tliat little seeming^ substance, 

Or all of it, with our displeasure piec’d, 

And nothing more, may fitly like your grace, 

She’s there, and she is yours. 

Bur. I know no answer. 

Tjoar. Will you, with those infirmitie s she owes. 
Unfriended, new-adoj)ted to our hate, 

Dower'd with our curs<‘, and stranger’d with our oath, 

Take her, or lea\e her? 

Bur. Pardon me, royal sir ; 

Election makes not \\j> on such conditions. 

Lear. Then leave her, sir ; lor, by the power that made 
me, 

I tell you all her wealth. — [Jo France'] For you, great king, 
1 would not from your love make such a stray. 

To match you where T hate ; therefore beseech you 
T’ avert your liking a more worthier way 
Tlian on a wretch whom nature is asham’d 
Almost t’ acknowledge hors. 

France. This is most strange, 

That she, who oven but now wjis your best object, 

The argument of your j^raise, balm of your ago. 

Most best, most d<*ar’st,< i should in this trice of time 
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle 
So many foJ<ls of fin'oiir. Sure, her oftenco 
Must bo of such unnatural dc'gree, 

Tliat m onster s it, or your fore-vouch’d afiection 
Fall’ll into taint ; which to believe of her, 

Must be a faith that reason without miracle 
Should never plant in me. 

Cor. I yet beseech your majesty, — 

If I want that glib and oily art, 

To s])oak and purpose not ; since what I well intend,^ 

I’ll do’t before 1 .si)eak, — that you make known 
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foidness,^^*^^ 

No luichaste action, or dishonour’d stop, 

That hath dei)riv’d me of your grace and fiivour ; 

But even for want of tliat for which I’m richer, — 

A still-so liciting eye, and such a tongue 
As I am glad I have not, though not to have it 
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Hath lost mo in your liking. 

Lear, Better thou 

Hadst not been bom than not t’ have pleas’d me better. 

France, Is it but tliis, — a tardiness in nature 
Which often leaves the histoiy unspoko 
That it intends to do ? — My Lord of Burgundy, 

What say you to the lady ? Love’s not love 
When it is mingled witli regards that stand 
Aloof from the entire point. Will you have her ? 

She is herself a dowry. 

JBur, Boyal Lear, 

Give but that portion which yourself propos’d, 

And hero I take Cordelia by the hand, 

Ducliess of Burgundy. 

Lear, Nothing : I have sworn ; I am firm. 

Bur, I’m sorry, then, you have so lost a father 
That you must lose a husband. 

Cor, Peace bo with Burgundy 

Since that rospecis of fortune arc his love, 

I shall not bo liis wife. 

France, Fairest Cordelia, that art^nost rich, being poor; 
Most choice, forsaken ; and most lov’d, despis’d I 
Thoo and thy virtues here I seize upon : 

Be ’t lawful I take up what’s cast away. 

Gods, gods ! ’tis strange tliat from their cold’st neglect 
My love should kindle to inflam’d respect. — 

Thy dowerless daughter, king, tlu’own to my chance, 

Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 

Not all the dukes of watcrisli Burgundy 
Can buy this uiipriz’d precious maid of me. — 

Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind : 

Thou losest here, a better "^ere to find. 

Lear, Thou hast her, France : lot her be thine ; for we 
Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see 
That face of hers again : — Therefore be gone 
Witliout our grace, our love, our benison. — 

Come, noble Ilurgundy. 

[^Flourisli, ^ Exeunt Lear^ Burgundy^ Cornwally 
Albany y Gloetery and Attendants, 

France, Bid farewell to your sisters. 
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Cor. Yo jewels ^^Q^ of our father, witli wash’d eyes 
Cordelia leaves you : I know you what you are; 

And, like a sister, am most loth to call 

Your faults as they are nam’d. Love well our father : 

To your professed bosoms I commit him : 

But yet, alas, stood I within his grace, 

I would prefer him to a better place. 

So, farewell to you both. 

Prescribe not us our duties. 

Gon. Let your study 

Bo to content your lord, ^^ho hath n'oeivM you 
At fortune’s alms. You liave obedienee scantf^d, 

And well are worth tlio want that you ha\ e wanted, r 

Cor. Time sliall unfold wlint pliglited cimniiig hides : 

Who cover faidts, txi last shame tlK‘m derides. 

Well may you pmsper 

France. Come, my fair Cordelia. 

\^Flai€Hut France mid C ordelia. 

Gon. Sister, it is not littl<‘ I have to say of vhat most 
nearly aj)pertains to us both. I think our father will hence 
to-night. 

Jt<y. That’s most certain, and .with you ; next inoiith 
with us. 

Gon. You SCO liow full of changes his ago is ; the obser- 
vation we have made of it hath not been little:^ 22) always 
loved our sister most ; and with what poor judgment ho hath 
now cast her oft* appears too grossly. 

lieg. ’Tis the infirmity of his ago : yet lie hath ever but 
slenderly known himself. 

i^on. The best and soundest of his time hath beem but 
rash ; then must wo look to receive from his age, not alone 
the imperfections of long-engrafted condition, but therewithal 
tlie unruly waywardness tliat infirm and choleric years bring 
with them. 

Reg. Such unconstant starts are wo like to have from him 
as tins of Kent’s banishment^ 

Gon. There is filrther ccmijdiment of leave-taking between 
France and him. Pray you, lei us hit together : if our fatlier 
carry authority with such dispositions^23) as ho boars, this last 
surrender of his will but offend us. 

VOL. vn. 


s 
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Reg. We Bhall further tliink of it. 

Gon. Wo must do something, and i’ the heat. [JExeunU 


Scene II. A hall In the Earl of Gloster’s castle. 

Et}fer Edmund, with a letter, 

IMm. Tliou, nature*, art my goddess ; to thy law 
My servic(*h are bound. Wherefore sliould I 
Stand ill tlie plague of custom, and jieriiiit 
The c uriosity of naiions te) de])rhe mo, 

For that I am some twcl\e or fourtc*eJi moonshines 
Lag of a brother ? WI 13 ’ bustard ? wli(*refore base ? 

When my dimoiisioiis are as well eoni])aet. 

My mind as geiuTous, and my sha[)0 as true. 

As hoiK'st lyadaiii’s issue? Why brand they us 
With base? with baseness? bastard> ? base, base? 

Who, in tin* lusty stc»alth of nature, tal^e 
More composition and fierce cjuality 
Tliaii doth, uilliin a dull, stah*, tirM bed, 

Go to the creating a m hole tribe of fops, 

Got ’tw(‘en asleep and il^ke? — Well, then, 

Lt'gitiiiiatt* Edgar, 1 must have ^our land: 

Our father’s love is to the bastai*d Edmund 
As to the legitimate : fine word, — ^legitimate ! 

Well, m> h*gitimate, if this letter s])eed, 

And luy in\ eiitioii lhri\ e, Edmund the base 
Shall to]) till* legitimate. 1 grow ; 1 prosper : — 

Now, gods, stand up for bastards ! 

Knter Odoster. 

Glo. Kent banish'd thus ! and France in clioler pai’ted ! 
And the king gone to-night ! ^bi^nb'd his power! 

Confin’d to exhib ition ! All this done 

Upon the gad ! — Edmund, how now ! what news ? 

Edm. So please our lordship, none. 

\J.^atthkg up the letter* 

Glo. Why so camestl}’' set*k ;\'ou to jmt up that letter ? 
Edm. I know no nows, my lord. 
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6rfo. What paper were you reading ? 

Edm, Nothing, my lord. 

Glo. No ? What needed, then, that terrible dispatch of it 
into your pocket ? the quality of notliing hath not hucIi need 
to hide itself. Let’h see : c<]^e, if it be notliing, 1 shall not 
need spectacles. 

Edm, J beseech you, sir, jiardon me : it is a letter from 
my brother, tliat I have not all o%u*-read ; ami for so much 
as 1 have perused, J find it not fit for your o\*r-looking. 

(tIo, Give me the letter, p*ir. 

Edm, I shall offend, oithin* to iletain or give it. The con- 
tents, as in ])art 1 understand them, are to blame. 

Glo, Let's sec, let’s s(»e. 

Edm, T lio])e, for my brother’s justification, lie wrote this 
but as an essay or taste of my v irtue. 

(f/o, “This policy and roNcrfiice of age nuikrs the 

world hitter to the host of onr times; keeps imr fortunes from us 
till our oldness cannot relish them. 1 begin to Ihul an idle and 
fond bondage in the ojipression of aged tvranin ; who swats, not 
as it hath power, but as it Is siilfered. Come to me, that of this J 
may speak more. If our father would sleej) till 1 waked him, jou 
should enjoy half his reieime for over, and li\<‘ the belo\«*d of yoar 
brother, Kikiar.” 

Hum — conspiracy! — ‘SSlccp till I waked him, you should 
1 ‘iijoy half his revenue,” — M\ son Edgar! Had lie a hand 
to write this? a heart and brain to breed it in? — When 
came this to you? who brought it ? 

Edm. It vv^as not lirought mo, my lord, — there’s the 
cunning of it ; 1 fnind it thrown in at the easement of my 
closet. 

Glo, You know the character to bo your brother’s ? 

Edm, If tin* matter •W(»rc good, my lord, I durst swear it 
were his; hut, in rcsjicct of that, I would fain think it vm‘ 1 *c 
not. 

Glo, It is his. 

Edm, It is his hand, my lord ; but 1 hoiie his heart is not 
in the <‘on tents. 

Glo, Has ho never before sounded you in this hiisinoss ? 

Edm. Never, my lord ; but I have heard him oft maintain 
it to bo fit, tliat, sous at perfect age, and fathers declining. 
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iho father should be as ward to the son, and the son manage 
his revenue. 

Glo, O villain, villain I — His very opinion in the letter 1 — 
Abhorrc'd villain ! Unnatural, detested, brutish villain ! worse 
than brutish ! — Go, sirrah, seek him ; I’ll apprehend him ; — 
abominable villain 1 — Where is he ? 

Kihn, I do not well know, my h^rd. If it shall ]3lease you 
to suspend your indignation against my brother till you can 
derive from him better testimony of his intent, you shall run 
a certain course ; where, if you violently proceed against him, 
mistaking his ])urj>ose, it would make a great gap in your 
own honour, and shako in pieces the heart of his obedience. 
I dare pawn down my life for him, that he hath writ this to 
feel my affection to your honour, and to no other i>rctcnce of 
danger. 

Think you so ? 

Tldrtu If yoii^ honour judg<‘ it meet, I will place you 
where you sliall hear us eonler of this, and by an auricular 
assurance have your satisfa(*tioii ; and that without any fiir- 
ther delay than this very evening. 

(ilo. He cannot b(* such a monster — 

Edm, Nor is not, sure. 

iilo, T<i his fatlier, that so tenderly and entirely loves 
him. — Heaven and eartli ! — Edmund, seek him out; wind 
me into him, I ])ray you : frame tlic business after your 
own wisdom. I would unstate myself, to bo in a due rose - 
lution. 

Edni. 1 will seek him, sir, j)rc‘sently ; convey tlie business 
as I shall find means, and ac([uaiiit you withal. 

Glo. These late eclipses in the sun and moon portend no 
good to us : though the wisdom of nature can reason it thus 
and thus, yet natiin*^^''*^ finds itself scourged by the sequent 
effects : love cools, friendship falls off*, brothers divide : in 
cities, mutinies ; in countries, discord ; in palaces, treason ; 
and the bond crackc*d ’twixt son and fatlun*. This villain 
of mine comes under the prediction ; there’s son against 
'father: the king falls from bias of nature; there’s father 
against child. W e have seen the best of our time : machina- 
tions^ hollowness, treachery, and all ruinous disorders, follow 
us d isquie tly to our graves. — Find out this villain, Edmund ; 
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it shall lose thee nothing; do it carefully. — ^And the noble 
and true-hearted Kent banished ! his offence, honesty 1 — ’Tis 
strange. [Exit. 

Edm, Tliis is the excellent foppeiy of tjio world, tliat, 
when wo are sick in fortune, — often the surfeit of our own 
behaviour, — wo make guilty of our disasters the sun, the 
moon, and tlui stars : as if wo were villains by necessity ; 
fools by heavenly compulsion ; knaves, thieves, ami t reachor s, 
by spherical predominance ; drunkards, liars, and adulterers, 
by an enforced obedience of planetary influence ; and all that 
we are evil in, by a divine tlu*u^ting on : an admirable eva- 
sion of whoremaster man, to la^’' his goatish dis])osition to the 
charge of a star! My father compounded with my mother 
under the dragon’s tail; and my nativity was und(T nvsa 
major; so that it follows, I am rough and lecherous. — Tut,^-®^ 

1 should have been that I am, had the maidenliest star in 
the firmament twinkled on my bastardizing. — Edgar ! jmt ho| 
cx)mes like the catastrophe of tlio old comedy: my cuo is vil-* 
lanous melancholy, with a sigh like Tom o’ Bedlam. 

Enter Edgar. 

O, these eclipses do ]>ortend these divisions ! fa, sol, la, mi. 

Ed<j, IIow now, brother Edmund ! what serious contem- 
plation are you in ? 

Edm. 1 am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read tliis 
other day, what should follow these eclij)scs. 

Ed(j, Do you busy yourself with that? 

Edm, 1 promise you, tho effects ho writes of succeed 
unha})pily ; as of unnaturalncss between the child and tlio 
jiarent ; death, dearth, dissolutions of ancient amities ; divi- 
sions in state, menaces and maledictions against king and 
nobles ; needless d iffiden ces, banishment of friends, dissipa- 
tion of cohort s, nuptial breaches, and I know not what. 

Edg, How long have you been a sectary astronomical ? 

Edm. Come, come ; when saw you my father last ? 

Edg. The night gone by. 

Edm. Spake you with him ? 

Edg. Ay, two hours together. 

Edm. Parted you in good terms? Found you no dis- 
pleasure in him by word nor countenance ? 
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Edg, None at all. 

Edin, Bethink yourself wherein you may have oifeuded 
him : and at iny entreaty forbear his presence till some little 
time hath (pialitiod the heat of his displeasure ; which at this 
instant ragoth in him, that with the mischief of your person 
it would scarcely allay'. 

K<lg. Some villain hath done mo wrong. 

K(hn. That’s my fear. I pray j’ou, have a c ontine nt for- 
bearance till the spet'd f)f his rage got‘s slower; and, as I say, 
retire with mo to my lodging, from whence I will fitly bring 
you to hear my loi'd speak : }»ray ye, go ; there’s my key : — 
if you do stir abroad, go armc‘d. 

J^dg, Arm(*d, brother I 

Kdni, Brotlu'r, 1 a(h ise you to the best ; I am no honest 
man if there be any gocal meaning toward 3'ou : I have told 
you what 1 have seen and heard but faintly', nothing like the 
iinag(‘ and horror pf it : prav you, awn}. 

Shall 1 h(‘ar from 3'ou anon ? 

h2d)n. 1 do serv'e you in this busin(*ss. \_Kxif Mldgar, 

A credulous father ! and a brother no])h‘, 

Wliost' natuH' is so far from doing harms, 

Tliat h(‘ susj)ccts non<‘ ; on whose* foolish honesty 
My practices ri<h* (*asv ! — I s(»e the business. — 

Lt*t me, if lujt bv birth, have lands by wit : 

All with lue's meet that I can fashion fit, [&<V. 


Scene 111. .1 room in thr Duke of Albany’s 
Kider CloNETUL tnnl Oswald. 

Go7i, Did 111}’ father strike 1113" gentleman for chiding of 
his fool ? 

Ofnc, Ay^ madam. 

Gon. By da3’ and night, he wrongs me ; every hour 
He flashes into one gross crime or other. 

That acts us all at odds : I’ll not endure it : 

His knights grow riotous, and himself u})braid8 us 
On every trifle. — When he returns from hunting, 

I will not speak with him ; say I am sick : — 
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If you come alack of former services, 

You shall do avcII ; the fault of it I’ll answer. \JSomB within, 
Of^w, He’s coming, madam ; I hear him. 

G<yn, Put on what Aveary negligence you please, 

You and your fellows ; I’d have it come to question : 

If he distaste it, let him to my sister. 

Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one, 

Not to be over-rul’d. Idle old man. 

That still would manage tho'^e authorities 
That he hath given a^^ay! — Now, hv mv life. 

Old fools are b.ihos again ; and niusi )>e us’d 

Willi cheeks as flatteri(‘s, — when the} ’rt^ stum abus’d. 

Roinembor wliat I have said. 

(hit\ Very iv(‘ll, madam. 

Gon. And let his knights hai<' colder looks among you ; 
What grows of it, no matter ; adiise }our fellow's so : 

I woidd breed from hence occasions, and 1 shall. 

That I may speak : — I’ll write straight to my sister. 

To lw>ld my very course. — Ih'opare for ctinner. \^Exeunt, 


Scene IV. A luxll in the same, 

Kntcr Kfnt, disguised. 

Kent, If but as VNtll I other accumts borrow. 

That can iny spot^ch d iffus e, my good intent 

May carry through itself to that full issue 

Por which I raz’d my lik(*n(*ss. — Now', banish’d Kent, 

If thou canst serve wdiert* thou dost stand condemn’d. 

So may it come, thy master, v\hom thou lov’st, 

Shall find thee full of labours. 

Horns within. Enter Leak, Knights, and Attendants. 

Eear, Let me not stay a jot for dinner ; go get it ready. 
\Exit an Attendant . How now I what art thou? 

Kent, A man, sir. 

Lear, What dost thou profess ? What wouldst thou with 

us? 

Kent, I do profess to be no less tlian I seem ; to serve 
him truly that will put mo in trust; to love him that is 
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honest; to converse with him that is wise, and says little; 
to fear .j udgm ent ; to fight when I cannot choose ; and to eat 
no fish. 

Lear* What art thou ? 

Kent* A very lionost-hcartcd fellow, and as poor as the 
king. 

Lear* If thou be as poor for a subject aS he is for a king, 
thou art j)oor enough. What woulclst thou ? 

Kent* Sc'rvico. 

Lear* Who wouldht tliou serve? 

Kent* You. 

Lear. Dost thou know me, fellow ? 

Kent* No, sir ; l)ut you have that in your countcnanco 
which I would lain (*all master. 

Lear* AVliat’s ihat? 

Kent* Authority. 

Lear* What services canst thou d() ? 

Kent* I can keep honest eounstd, ride, run, mar a curmus 
talc ill telling it, and (IoUmt h plain message bluntly: that 
which ordinary men arc fit for, I am qualified in ; and the 
best of me is diligence. 

Lear* How old art thou ? 

Kent* Not so young, sir, to Ioax a AA^oman for singing, nor 
so old to dote on licr for any thing : 1 liaA’-e years on my back 
forty-eight. 

Lear* FoIIoav me ; thou shall senre mo : if 1 like thee no 
worse after dinnc'r, I Avill not part from thco yet. — Dinner, 
ho, dinner! — Where’s my knaAc? my fool? — Go you, and 
call my fool hither. an Attendant* 


Enter Osavald. 

You, you, sirrah, AAdiere’s my daughter? 

Osw* So please yoi^ — \_Exit* 

Lear* What says the fi'lloAv there ? Call the clotnoll back. 
\Eant a Kniglit*~\ — Where’s my fool, ho ? — I tliink the world’s 
asleep. 

Le-enier Kuight. 

How now I where’s tliat mongrel ? 

Knight. He says, my lord, your daughter is not well. 
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Lear. Why came not the slave back to mo when I called 
him? 

Knight Sir, he answered mo in the roundest manner, he 
would not. 

Lear. He would not I 

Knight My lord, 1 know not what tlie matter is ; but, 
to my judgment, your highness is not entiTtainod with that 
ceremonious afteetion as you were wr>nt; there’s a great 
abatement of kindness appears as well in thi' goiu'ral depend- 
ants^27) Jig hi ^|,Q duke liimself also and your daughter. 

Lear. Ha I sayest tliou so ? 

Knight. I bos(*ech you, 2 >ardrtn mo, my lord, if I be mis- 
taken ; for iny duty cannot bo silent when 1 tliink your liigh- 
ness wronged. 

Lear. Thou but rememberest ino of mine own concep- 
tion : I have perceived a most faint neglect of late ; which I 
have rather blamed as mine own jealous curiosity than as a 
very pretence and jmrpose of mikindness : I will look further 
into’t. — But where’s my fool ? I have not seen him this two 
days. 

Knight. Since niy young lady’s going into France, sir, 
the fool liath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that ; 1 have noted it well. — Go you, 
and tell iny daughter I would s])cak with her. an At^ 

tciidant~\ — Go you, call hither iny fool. an Attendant 

Re-enter Oswald. 

O, you sir, you, come you hither, sir : who am I, sir ? 

Oslo. My lady’s father. 

Lear. My lady’s father” I my lord’s knave : you whore- 
son dog I you slave ! you cur I 

Osw. I am none of these, my lord ; I beseech your 
pardon. * 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal ? 

{Striking him. 

Osw. I’ll not be struck, my lord. 

Kent Nor tripped neither, you base football player. 

{Tripping up his heels. 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow; thou servest me, and I’ll 
love thee. 
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Kent. Como, sir, arise, away ! I’ll teach you differences : 
away, away I If you will measure yoiu* lubber’s length again, 
tarry : but away I go to ; have you wisdom ? so. 

\Pu8hes Oswald out. 
Lear, Now, my friendly knave, I tliank thee : there’s 
earnest of thy service. [ Giving Kent money. 


Enter Fool. 

Fool. Let me hire him too : — here’s my coxcomb . 

{^Offering Kent his cap. 

Lear, How now, my ])rotty knave I how dost thou ? 

Fool, Sirrah, you were best take my coxcomb. 

Kent, Why, fool ?^2H) 

Fool, Why, for taking om^’s ])art that’s out of favour: 
'nay, an thou canst not smile as the wind sits, thoult catch 
jcold shortly : theiy3, take mv coxcomb : why, tliis fellov’’ lias 
'banished two on’s daughters, and did tlie third a blessing 
against his will ; if thou follow him, thou must needs -wear 
my coxcomb. — How now, nuncio ! Would I had two cox- 
combs and two daiigliters ! 

Lear, Why, my boy ? 

Fool, If I ga\o them all my living, I’d keep my coxcombs 
myself. There’s mine ; beg another of thy daughters. 

Lear, Take heed, sirrah, — the whip. 

Fool, Trutli’s a dog must to kennel ; he must bo whipped 
lout, when the lady brach^^^^ may stand by the fire and stink. 

Lear, A pestilent gall to me ! 

Fool, Sirrah, I’ll teach thee a speech. 

Lear, Uo.^^O) 

Fool. Mark it, nuncio ; 

jHave more than thou showest, 
jS}icak less than thou knowest. 

Lend less tlian thou owest, 

V Hide more than thou goost, 

V Learn more than thou trowest, 

? Set less tliau thou throwest ; 

Leave thy drink and thy whore. 

And keep in-a-door. 

And thou shalt have more 
Than two tens to a score. 
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Kent, This is notJiing, fool. 

Fool. Then ’tis like the breath of an unfee’d lawyer, — ^youj 
gave me nothing for’t. — Can you make no use of notliing,j 
nunele ? 

Lear. Why, no, boy ; notliing can bo made out of nothing. 

Fool, [to Kent] Pritliee, tell liim, so much tlio rent of his 
land comes to ; ho will not believe a fool. 

Lear. A bith'i’ fodl ! 

Fool. Dost tliou know the difference, my boy, between a 
bitt(‘r fool and a sweet fool? 

Lear. No, lad ; tea(*li iiu‘. 

Fool. Thai lord that coiinseird tboo 
To give avny th^ land, 

Come ])laco liini hen^ by in<‘, — 

Do thou for him stand : 

Tlio sw’cet and bitter fool 
Will presently appear; 

The one in motley here, 

The otlu'r found out Ihero. 

Lear. Dost thou call me fool, boy? 

Fool. All thy other titles thou hast- given away; that thou 
wast born with. 

Kent. This is not altogether fool, my lord. 

Fool. No, faith, lords and great men will not let me ; if 
I had a monopoly out, they would liave part on’t : and ladies 
too, they will not let me lia\e all fool to myself; tli(*y’ll bo 
sn atehi ng/^^^ — Give me an egg, nunele, and I’ll give thee 
two crowns. 

Lear. What two crowns shall they be ? 

Fool. Why, after I have cut tlie egg i’ the middle, and 
eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg. When thou 
elovest thy crown i’ the middle, and gavest away both jiarts, 
thou borest thine ass on thy back o’er tlie dirt : thou Ifadst 
little wit in tliy bald crown, when thou gavest thy golden one 
away. If I speak like myself in this, let him be vlnpped 
that first finds it so. 

Fools had ne’er less grace in a year ; [Singing, 

For 'wise men are grown foppish, 

And know not how their wits to wear, 

Their manners are so apish. 
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Lear. When were you wont to be so full of songs, sirrah ? 

Fool, I have used it, nuncle, e’er since thou madest tliy 
daughters tliy mothers : for wlw'n thou gavest them the rod, 
and puttedst down tliino own breeches. 

Then they for sudden joy did weep, \_Singing. 

And 1 for sorrow sung, 

Tliat such a king should })lay bo-peep. 

And go the fools among. 

Prithee, nunelo, kec^j) a schoolmaster that can teach thy fool 
to lie : I would fain learn to lie. 

Lear, An you lie, sirrah, we’ll have you whipped. 

Fool, 1 marvel wliat kin thou and thy daughters arc : 
they’ll have nu* wliij)pcd ft»r s|)(‘akiiig tnic, ilioirit have me 
whipped for l}ing; and sometimes 1 am whii)ped for holding 
my peace. I had rather bo any kind o’ thing than a fool : 
and yet I would not be thee, niinch* ; thou hast pared thy 
jwit o’ both sides, and left nothing i’ the middle : — here comes 
ono o’ the parings. 


Fitter CJoNuiuL. 

Lear, How now, d(uighter ! wliat makes that frontlet on ? 
Metliinks you are too much of* late i’ the Ironn, 

Fool, Thou ^^ast a ])r<*tty fello'VN \\hen thou hadst no need 
to care for her fhmning; now thou art an O without a figure: 
I am better than thou art nou ; I am a fool, thou art nothing. 
— [7h (Jou,'] Yes, forsooth, I will hold my tongue; so your 
face bids me, though you say nothing. Mum, mmn, 

He* that keeps nor crust nor crum,* 

Weary of all, shall want some. — 

Tliat’s a shoaled peascod. \Povntlng to Lear, 

Gon, Not finly, sir, this your all-liccns’d fool, 

But other of your insolent retinue 
Do hourly carp and quarnd ; breaking forth 
In rtuik and not-to-bc-eiulured riots. 

Sir, 

1 had tliought, by makii\g this well known unto you, 

T’ have found a safe redress ; but now grow fearful, 

* He that heeps 'nor crust nor crunty &c.] This couplet and the next “ are, 
no doubtf parts of some satirical ballad for ballads j.'* CoLLlEB. 
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By what yourself too late have flj)oke and done, 

That you protect this course, and ] )ut it on 
By your allowance ; which if you should, tlio fault 
Would not scaj)e consui'c, nor the redresses sleep. 

Which, in the tciidei* of a wholesome weal . 

Might in their working do you that offence. 

Which else wore shame, that then necessity 
Will call discreet proceeding. 

Fool. For, you trow, nunele, 

Tlic hcdge-sjiarrtm f<‘tl the ' uckoo so long, 
niat it hod its head hit olV hy its youpg.^'’^> 

So, out went the candle, and we wort? left darkling. ' 
liCar. Are you our daughter ? 

Gofi. Come, sir, 

I would you would make use of that good wisdom 
Whereof 1 know you’re fraught ; and put away 
These dispositions, tliat of late transform you 
From what you rightly ai’o. 

Fool. May not an ass know when the cart draws the horse ? 
— ^Whoop, Jug ! 1 love thee. 

Doth any here knoAV me? — Why, this is not Lear : 
Doth Lear walk thus? spciik thus? Where are his eyes? 
Either his notion weakeiis, or his disceniings 
Are lotliargied — Ha ! aking ? ’ti.s not so. — 

Who is it that can tell mo who I am ? — 

Fool, Lear’s shadow. 

Lear, I would learn that ; for, hy the marks of sovereignty. 
Knowledge, and reason, I should be false-persuaded 
I had daughters. 

Fool, Which they will make an obedient father. 

Lear, Your name, fair gcmtlewoman ? 

Gon, This admiration, sir, is much o’ the savour^34) 

Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand my i)urposes aright : 

As you are old and reverend , should bo wise.^^^^ 

Hero do you keep a hundred knights and squires ; 

Men so disorder’d, so debauch’d, and bold, 

That this our court, infected with their manners, 

Shows like a riotous inn : epicurism and lust 
Make it more like a tavern or a brothel 
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Than a g racM palace. The shame its^f doth speak 
For instant remedy: bt*, them, desir’d 
By lier, tliat else will take the thing she begs, 

A little to d isuuantit v your train ; 

And tlu‘ ri^mainder, that shall still depen d. 

To be such men as may besort your age, 

Whieli know themselves and you. 

J^ear. Darkness and devils I — 

Saddle my horses ; eall my train together. — 

I )egenerate bastard ! I’ll not trouble thee : 

Yet have I left a daughter. 

(hm. You strike my pi‘oj>lo ; and your disorder’d rabble 
Make servants of their blotters. 

Kilter Albany. 

Lear. Woo, that too late repents, — [7b Alh,~\ O, sir, are 
you come? 

Is it your will ? S])eak, sir. — rre])are my liorses. — 
Ingi’atitude, thou'marble-heart(»d fieJid, 

More hideous mIk'ii thou show’st tluM' in a child 
Thau the sea-monster ! 

Alb. p!*ay, sir, be jmticvit. 

Lear. \to 6rea.] Detested kit(' ! thou liest : 

My train ari' nK*n of ehoie<» and rarest i>arts, 

That all ])artieulars of duty know, 

And in the most exact regsird su])]M)rt 

The worsJiii)s oi' their name.'’'''’ — O most small fault, 

How ugly didst thou iji Cordelia show ! 

Which, lik(‘ an engine, wnMieh’d my frame of nature 
From the tix’d ])lace ; drew trom my heart all h)ve, 

And adtlcil to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear ! 

Beat at this gate, that li't thy folly in, \_Strikin(j his luad. 
And thy dt'ar judgment out ! — Co, go, my j>eoj)le. 

Alb. ]My lord, I’m guiltless, as I’m ignorant 
Of what hath mov’d you. 

Lear. It may be so, my lord.^37) — 

Hear, nature, hear ; dc'ar goddess, hear ! 

Sus])end thy purj)Ose, if thou didst intend 
To make this creature fruitful^ 

Into her w omb convoy sterility I 
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Dry up in her the or^^ahs of increase ; 

And from her d erogate body never spring 
A babe to honour her ! If shc^ must tocm, 

Create her child of sjileeii ; that it may live, 

And be a thwart disnatur'd torment to lierl 
Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ; 

With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks ; 

Turn all li(»r mother’s ])ains and l)onefits 
To laughter and contempt, — that she may feel 
How sharper than a ser])ent’s tooth it is 

To have a thankless c»hild ! — Away, away I \_EaiU 

Alh. Now, gods that we adore, whereof comes this? 

Gon, Never afflict yourself to know the cause ; 

But let his disposition have that scope 
Tliat dotage gives it. 


Itc-enter IjEAU. 

Lear. What, fifty of my followers at a clap ! 

Within a fortnight ! 

Alh. What’s the matter, sir? 

Lear. I’ll tell thee, — [ib 6rou.] Life and deatlil 1 am 
asliam’d 

That thou hast pow er to shake iny manhood thus ; 

That these hot t('ars, which break from mo perforce, 

Should make thee w orth them. — Blasts and fogs upon thee ! 
Th’ un tented w^oundings of a father’s curse 
Fierc*e every sense about tluM» ! — Old fond eyes, 

Beweep this cause again, I'll pluck ye out. 

And east you, with the winters that you lose, 

To temper clay. — Ha, is it come to this? 

Let it he so : — I have another daughter, 

AVho, I am sure, is kind and comfortable : 

AVhen slu* shall hear this of the<*, wdth her nails 
She’ll flay thy W'olvish A'isage. Thou shalt find 
That I’ll resume the Hha])C which thou dost tliink 
I have cast off for ever ; thou shalt, I warrant thee. 

^^EA'eunt Lear^ KetU^ and Attendants. 
Gon. Do you mark that, my lord ? 

Alh. I cannot be so ])artial, Goneril,^^®^ 

To die great love I bear you, — 
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Gon. Pray you, content — ^What, Oswald, ho 1 — 

[[To the FooV\ You, sir, more knave than fool^ after your 
master. 

Fool, Nuncio Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, and take the fool 
with thee. — 

A fox, when one has caught her. 

And such a daughter. 

Should sure to the slaughter. 

If my cap would buy a halter : 

So tlie fool follows after. [Exit, 

Gon* Tills man hath had good counsel : — a hundred 
knights 1 

’Tis politic and safe to lot him kee]> 

At point a hundred knights : yes, that, on every dream. 

Each buzz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike, 

He may enguard his dotage witli their ])owers. 

And hold our lives in mercy. — Oswald, I say I — 

Alh, Well, you may fear too far. 

Gon, • Safer than trust too far : 

Lot me still take away tlie harms I fear,-* 

Not fear still to bo taken : I know his heart. 

What ho hath utter’d I have writ my sister : 

If she sustain him and his hundred knights. 

When I have sliow’d tli’ unfitness, — 


Re-enter Oswald. 

How now, Oswald I 

What, have you writ that letter to my sister ? 

Osw, Ay, madam. 

Gon, Take you some company, and away to horse : 
Inform her full of my particular fear ; 

And thereto add such reasons of your own 

As may c om])act it more. Got you gone 

And hasten youi’ return. [Exit Otiwidd,~\ No, no, my lord, 

This milky gentleness and course of yours, 

Tliough I condemn it^^^’ not, yet, under pardon. 

You are much more atta sk’d for want of wisdom 
Tlian prais’d for harmful mildness. 

AJh, How far your eyes may pierce I cannot tell : 
Striving to better, oft we mar what’s well. 
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6ron. Nay, then — 

Alh. Well, well ; the event. \^Ea:eunt. 


Scene V. Court before the eame. 

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 

I/ear. Go you before to Qlostcr with these letters. Ac- 
quaint my dauglitor no further with any thing you know 
tlian comes from her demand out of the hotter. If your dili- 
gence be not s})eedy, 1 shall bo there afore you. 

Kent I will not slQe]>, my lord, till I have delivered your 
letter. 

Fool. If a man^s brains^^^) -vvero in’s heels, wcre’t not in’ 
danger of kibes ? 

Lear. Ay, boy. 

Fool. Then, I prithee, be merry; thy wit shall not go 
slip-shod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, bal 

F'ool. Shalt see tliy other daughter will use thee kindly ; 
for though she’s as like tliis as a crab’s like an apjde, yet I 
can tell what I can tell. 

Lear. What canst tell, boy ? 

Fool. She will taste as like this as a crab does to a crab. 
Thou canst tell why one’s nose stands i’ the middle on’s face ? ' 

Lear. No. 

Fool. Why, to kecj) one’s eyes of cither side’s nose ; that 
what a man cannot smell out, he may spy into. 

Lear. I did her wrong — 

Fool. Canst toll how an oyster makes his shell ? 

Lear. No. 

Fool. Nor I neither ; but I can tell why a snail has a house. 

Lear. Why ? 

Fool. Why, to put his head in ; not to give it away to his 
daughters, and leave his horns witliout a case. 

Lear. I will forget my nature. — So kind a father ! — Be 
my horses ready ? 

Fool. Tliy asses are gone about ’em. Tlie reason why the 
seven stars are no more than seven is a pretty reason. 

VOL. TII. T 
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Ijear, Because they are not ? 

Fool, YeSj indet'd : thou wouldst make a good fool. 

Jjcur, To tak<» ’t again i)orforee I — Monster ingratitude ! 
Fool, If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I’d have tliee beaten 
for being (>1(1 before thy time. 

Lmv, How’s that ? 

Fool, Thou shoiddst not have been f)ld till thou hadst been 
wise. 

Lmr, O, Icjt me not be mad, not mad, sweet heaven ! 
Keep jnc in tempt *r : I would not be nnul ! 

K n ter G cntleniaii . 

How now^ ! are the horses ready ? 

Gf'fit, Ilt'ady, my lf>rd. 

Jjear, Come, boy. 

Fool, She tliat’s a maid now, and hinglis at my departure, 
Shall not l)c a maid long, unless things bt' cut shorter. 

\_EiCei(nt, 


ACT 11. 

Scene I. ^1 Cimrf icithln the e(tsflc of the Karl of Glostcr. 

Knt(r Eioifni) omj CiTii\x, mectuifj. 

Film, Sa\e thee, Ciiran. 

(Utr, And you, sir. I have bet'U with your father, and 
givtm him notice that the Dukt' of Cornwall and llc^gan his 
duchess Avill be here Avith him this night. 

Edw, Jlow corat^s that? 

Cor, NaA , I knoAv not. — Ytm liaAt* heard of tlie iicaa^s 
abroad, — 1 mean tlie Avhispered oiu's, for they ai'e yet but 
car-kissing arguments ? 

Ethn, Not 1: pray you, AAdiat are tliey? 

Cnr, HaA'e 3^011 heard of nt» like!}’’ Avars toAV^d 'tAvixt tlio 
Dukes of ConiAvall and Albaii}! ? 

Edm, Not a word. 

Cur," You may do, then, in time. Fare you well, sir. 
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Edm. Tho duko be here to-night ? The better ! best 1 
This weaves itself perforce into my business. 

My father hath set guard to take iny bi’other ; 

And I have one thing, of a queas y question, 

Wliieli 1 must act : — briefness and fortune, work I — 

Brother, a word ; — descend : — ^broth<»r, I say ! 

Eater Epgak. 

My father watebo'^ : — O sir, dv thi® place ; 

Int(*lligt*nec' is given where you are hid ; 

You’nc now tlie good ad\antag(* of tb(» night : — 

HaA<' \ou not spok(*ii ’gainst the* Duke* of (^>rllwall ? 

He's coining hitlier ; now, i’ tlw* night, i' th’ liaste, 

And Kegaii vitli liiin ; have you nothing said 
XJ]M)n liis ])arty ’gainst the Duke of Albany? 

Advise yourself. 

Edq. -T’ln sure on’t, not a word. 

Kdm, I lioar iny father coming : — jiardon mo ; 

In cunning I must draw m;y sword u]>on you ; — 

Draw : seem to defend ^oui*self: now quit \ou well. — 

Yield : — eonie b(‘fore Tn> father. — Light, ho, here I 
FI}, hroth<*r. — Torelies, torches! — Ho, ftu'cwell. 

\Ejcit Edgar, 

Home hlood drawn on me would beget opinion 

[ Wounds his arm. 

Of my more fieree eiidea\our : I’\e seen drunkards 
Do more than this in s])^)!^;. — Fatlier, father! — 

Stop, stop ! — No h(d])? 

Eater ttml Ser\ants with torches, 

Glo, Now, Edmund, where’s the 'villain ? 

Edm, Here stood l>e in tho dark, his sharp swrord out, 
Muinhling of wdeked ehaniis, eonjuring the moon 
To stand auspicious mistress, — 

(rio. But whore is he ? 

Edm, Look, sir, I bleed. 

Gio, Where is the villain, Edmund ? 

Edm, Fled this way, sir. When by no moans he could — 
Glo, Pursue him, ho ! — Go after. [Exeunt some Servants,'] 
— By no means what? 
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Edm, Persuade me to tlie murder of your lordship ; 

But that I told him the revenging gods 
’Gainst parricides did all their thunders bond 
Spoke with how manifold and strong a bond 
Tlio child was bound to the father ; — sir, in fine, 

Seeing how l oatlJ y opposite I stood 
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion. 

With his prepared sword ho charges homo 
My unprovided body, lanc’d mine arm : 

But when ho saw my best alarum’d si)irits. 

Bold in the quarrel’s right, rous’d to th’ onoountor. 

Or whether g aste d by the noise I made. 

Full suddenly ho fled. 

Glo. Let him fly far : 

Not in this land shall he remain uncaught ; 

And found — dis])at(;li.^^^^ — The noble duke my master. 

My worthy areh and ]iutron, comes to-night : 

By his authority 1 will proclaim it, 

That ho which finds him shall deserve our thanks. 

Bringing the murdorc^us coward to the stake ; 

Ho that conceals him, deaih. 

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent. 

And found him pight to do it, with curst si)eech 
1 threaten’d to discover him : ho rejdied, 

Tliou unpossessing bastard ! dost thou think, 

If I would stand against thee, would the reposal 

Of any trust, virtue, or worth, in thee 

Make thy words faitli’d ? No : what I should deny, — 

As tliis I would ; ay, though thou didst produce 

My very character, — I’d turn it all 

To thy suggestion, plot, and damned j)ractico : 

And thou must make a dullard of the world. 

If they not tliought the jirofits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potential spurs^^^^ 

To make thee %Dek it.” 

Glo, Strong and fa sten ’d villain I 

Would ho deny his letter? — 1 never got him. — 

\Tuclcet loithm* 

Hark, Ae duke’s trumpets I I know not why ho comes. — 

All ports I’ll bar ; the villain shall not scape ; 
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The duke must ^ant me that : besides, his picture 
I will send far and near, that all tlie kingdom 
May have due note of him ; and of my land, 

Loyal and natural boy. I’ll work the means 
To make thee capable. 

Enter Cornwall, Hegan, and Attendants. 

Com. How now, iny noble friend I since I came liitlier, — 
Which I can call but now, — I’ve Jieard strange news. 

Eotj. If it be tru<j, all vongoancio comes ioo short 
Which can pursue th’ offeiuler. How dost, my lord ? 

Glo. O madam, my old heart is crack’d, — it’s crack’d ! 
Eetj. What, did my father’s godson seek your life ? 

He whom my father nam’d ? your Edgar 

Glo. O lady, lady, shame would have it hid ! 

Eeg. Was ho not comiianion with the riotous knights 
That tend upon my father ? 

Glo. I know not, madam : — ’tis too bad, too bad. 

Edm, Yes, madam, he was of that consort. 

Reg. No marvel, then, though he wtire ill affected : 

’Tis they have put him on tlio old man’s death. 

To have th’ exjicnso and waste of his revenues. 

I have this present evening from my sisier 

Been well inform’d of them ; and with such cautions. 

That if they come to sojourn at my house, 

I’ll not be there. 

Com. Nor I, assure thee, Began. — 

Edmund, I hear tliat you have shown your father 
A cliild-like office. 

Edm. ’Twas my duty, sir. 

Glo. He did bewray his practice : and receiv’d 
This hurt you sec, striving to apprehend liim. 

Corn. Is he pursu’d ? 

Glo. Ay, my good lord. 

Com. If he be taken, ho shall never mor^ 

Be fear’d of* doing harm : make your own purpose, 

How in my strengtli you ploase. — For you, Edmund, 

Whoso virtue and obedience doth this instant 
So much commend itself, you shall be ours : 

Natures of such deep trust we shall much need ; 
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You we first seize ou. 

Ednu I sliall serve you, sir, 

Truly, however elhc. 

Glo. For him I thank your grace. 

Corn, You know not why wc came to vihit you, — 

ViVv/. Tims out of s(‘ason, threading dark-iy’d nigld : 
Occasions, noble Glo^ter, of some poise, 

WJi(‘reiu wo must have use of your advice : — 

Oiu* fatlier he hath writ, so hath our sister. 

Of tliffereiiecs, which I best tliouglit it fit 

Tt> answer from oiir liome ; tlie several messengers 

From hence attend dis])atch. Our good old friend. 

Lay comforts to your bosoOi ; and bestow 
Your needful counsel to our business. 

Which craves the instant use. 

Glo, I ber\ e you, madam : 

Your graces arc right \\clcc»me. \_EveiinU 


Scene IL Bi fore Glosi ek’s mnde, 

Knttr Ki:\t and (>s^^ sa'endlt/. 

(hw. Good dawning to thee, friend : art of* this house? 

Kent, Ay, 

0*sic, A\dicri' may ue s(‘t our horses? 

Kent, V the mir(‘. 

Prithee, if thou lovest m(‘, tell me. 

Kent, 1 love thee not. 

Chw, Why, tlu*n, 1 care not for thee. 

Kent, If 1 had thee in Lipsbury ]>infold, I would make 
thee care for me. 

Osio, Why dost thou use me thus ? 1 know tliee not. 

Kent, Fellow, 1 know thee. 

Om.c, What dost thou know me for? 

Kent, A knave ; a rascal ; an eater of broken meats ; a 
base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three-suited, h undred-po und, 
filthy^ worsted-stocking knave ; a lily-livered, action-taking, 
whoreson, gl ass-g azing, superser\ iceable, finica l rogue ; one- 
trunk-inheriting slave ; one that wouldst bo a bawd, in way of 
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good service, and art nothing but the composition of a knave, 
beggar, coward, i)aiKler, and tlie son and heir of a mongrel 
biteli : one whom 1 will bc^at into clamorous 'whining, if tlnm 
deiiiest the least syllable t)f thy addition. 

()su\ Wh}, what a iiioiiNtroiis fellow art thou, thus to rail 
on one that neither know n of thee nor knows thee ! 

Knit. What a brazen-fae(»tl varlet art thou, to deny thou 
knowx'st me I Is it two da\s since I trij)}K‘d up thy heels, and 
beat thee, before th<' kiJig V Draw, \oii rogue : for, though it 
be niglit, }(*t the moon sliiiu > ; Tii make a sop o’ the moon- 
shine of 3'ou : dra^^ , ytm wdioreson <*ullionl^ barbennonger, 
draw. \_Jh‘(iwinfj his sirord. 

()su\ Away! T havt‘ nothing to do with thet*. 

Knit. Draw, you rascal: 3011 come with letters against 
the king; and takt^ Vanity the pup])el’s part against the roy- 
alty of her fath(*r : draw, you rogue, or I’ll so ca rbon ado your 
'shanks : — draw, }ou riiseal ; come }our ways. 

(hu\ Help, lio ! murder ! helj) ! 

K*nf. Strike, }ou shne; stand, rogue, stand; you neat 
slaAt*, strike. [^fJeathit/ him, 

(tsw. Helj), ho! murder! murder! 

Kilter Ei)MItm>. 

Kdm. Hoav now ! What’s the matter ? 

Knit. With you, goodman boy,^^^-' if ;\ou please: come, 
I’ll flesh ye ; come on, oung master. 

Kiltir (jiLOSTEll. 

illo. Weapons! arms! What’s the matbT here ? 

Kilter Ck)ii\w \i t., Regan, and Sen ants. 

C 07 ^ 1 . Keep peac(‘, uj)on your lives ; 

Ho dies that strike’s again. What is the matter? 

Reg.. The messengers from our sister and the kiiig.^*-^^ 

Corn. What is your diti’erence? s]>eak. 

Ohu\ I am scarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent. No mar^el, ;^ou have so bestirred your '\alour. 
You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims in thee : a tiiilor made 
thee. 

Corn. Tliou art a strange fellow : a tailor make a man ? 

Kent. Ay, a tailor, sir : a stone-cutter or a jjai liter could 
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not have made him so ill, tliough they had been hut two hours 
o’ the trade. 

Ccynu Speak yet, how grow your quarrel ? 

Osw, Tliis ancient ruffian, sir, whose life I have spared at 
1 suit of his gray beard, — 

Kent. Thou whoreson zed I thou unnecessary letter I — 
My lord, if you will give mo leave, 1 will tread this unbolted 
villain into mortar, and daub the wall of a jakes witli him. — 
“ S])arc my gray beard,” you wagtail ? 

Coim, Peace, sirrah ! 

You beastly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kent, Yes, sir ; but anger hatli a privilege. 

Com, Why art thou angry ? 

Kent, That such a slave as this should wear a sword. 

Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as these. 

Like rats, oft bite tlu' holy cords a-twain 

Which arc too' intniis(» t’ unloose ; smooth every passion 

Tliat in the natures of th(‘ir lords rcb(‘l 

Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods ; 

lienege, affirm, and turn tin Mr luilcyoM beaks 

With <»verv gale and vary of their masters, 

Knowing naught,^ like dogs, but Ibllowing. — 

A plague uj)on your epilo])tie visage ! 
jSmilc you my s])ccches, as I were a fool ? 

Goose, if I had you upon 8amm jdain, 

I’d drive ye cackling home to Camelot. 

Com. What, art thou mad, old fellow ? 

Glo. How fell you out? say tliat. 

Kait. No contraries hold more antipathy 
Than I and such a knave. 

Corn. Why dost thou call him knave ? What’s his offence ? 
Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

Com. No more, iicrchance, docs mine, nor his, nor hers. 
Ke7it. Sir,^’tfa my occupation to be plain : 

I have seen better faces in my time 
Thau stands on any shoulder that I see 
Before mo at tliis instant* 

Com. This is some follow. 

Who, having been prais’d for bluntness, dotli affect 
A saucy roughness, and constrains the garb 
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Quite from his nature : he cannot flatter^he, — 

An honest mind and ])lain, — he must speak truth I 
An they will take it, so ; if not, he’s })lain. 

These kind of kna^'es 1 know, which in this plainness 
Harbour more craft and more corrupter ends 
Than twenty silly-ducking observants 
That stretch their duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in ^ood faith, in sincere verity, 

Under tli’ allowance of \ our p*eat asjvvt. 

Whose infliK'iict*, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flickering Plwbus’ front, — 

Corn. Wliat inean’st by this ? 

Ke7}1. To fro oui of my dialect, which you discommend so 
much. I know, sir, 1 am no flatterer : he that beguiled you in 
a idain accent was a ])lain kiia^c; -which, for my j)art, 1 will 
not be, thoufifh T should win your disj)leasure to entreat me to’t. 

( ora. What was tlu* oflcnce you <j^ave him ? 

Offw. 1 ne-N'er ^ave him any : 

It pleas’d the kin^ his master very late 
To strike at me, upon his misconstruction ; 

When he, conjunct, and flathTing his displeasure, 

Tri])p\l me behind ; being down, insidtt^d, rail’d, 

And i)ut u])on him such a d(»al of* man, 

That worthied him, got ])raises f»f the king 
For him ath'mpting who was self-sul)du’d ; 

And, in the fl eshm ent of this dread ex])loit. 

Drew on mo here again. 

Kent. None of these rogues and cowards 

But Ajax is their fool. 

C<7rn. Fetch forth the stocks 1 — 

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend braggai't. 

We’ll teach you — 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn : 

Call not your stocks for me : I serve the king ; 

On whose employment I was sent to you : 

You shall do small respect, show too bold malice 
Against the gra ce and person of my master. 

Stocking his messenger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks I — As I have life and honour, 
There shall he sit till noon. 
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Heg, Till noon till night, my lord ; and all night too. 
Keni, AVhy, madam, if 1 were your father’s dog, 

You should not use mo so. 

Sir, being his knave, I will. 

Corn, Tliis is a ftJlow of flu* sulf-same cfdour 
Oiu’ sist('r S2)eaks of. — Como, bring away tlie stocks ! 

brought 

(ilo. Lot me beseech your grace not to do so : 

His fault is iTiU(*h, and the gootl king his master 
Will oliock him for’t : your jairpos’d low correction 
3s suoli as basest and contoniiu'd’st wrotches^^'^) 

For pilforings and most oomnion lr(‘sj)asses 
Ai'c lainish’d with: the king must take it ill, 

Tliat he, so slightly valu'd in his mossongt'r. 

Should have him thus restrain'd. 

Corn, I'll ans'wor that. 

Heg, My sister may i*t‘oeiv(' it mu oh more >vorse, 

To luiAi' her gentleman abus’d^ assaulted, 

For foll<»wing her atlkirs. — Put in his legs, — 

\_Itent is 2>nt in the stovhs. 

Come, nn good lord, aw’ay. 

all ea'vept Oloster and Kent, 

(Ho, Tin sorry for thee, friend ; ’tis the duke’s pleasure, 
Whose disposition, all th«‘ w’orhl well kmnvs. 

Will not be rubb’d nor stoj)j>'d : I’ll entreat for thee. 

Kent, IVay, do not, sir : I'xe watch’d, and traveU’d hard ; 
Some time I sludl sleep out, tlu* rest I’ll whistle. 

A good man’s fortune may grow' out at lieels : 

Give you good nu>rrow' ! 

Glo, The duke’s to blame in this ; ’twdll be ill taken. 

\_Kjcit, 

Kent, Good king, that must a])j)rove the common saw, — 
Tliou out of heaven’s benediction com’st 
To the warm sun I 

A2>2)roach, tliou beacon to this under globe, 

That by thy comfortable beams I may 

Peruse this letter ! — Noticing ^dmost sees miracles 

But misery : — I know ’tis from Cordelia, 

Who hath most fortunately' been infonn’d 
Of my obscured course i and shall find time^^^^ 
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From this er^raous state, seeking to give. 

Losses their remedies. — All weary and o’er-watch’d, 

Take vantage, lieavy eyes, not to behold 
Tliis shameful lodging. 

Fortune, good night ; smile once more ; turn thy wheel I 

[^Sleeps. 


Scene III. TJu* open country. 

Kntci IhioAu. 

Kdg. I heard myself })ro(*hiim\l ; 

And by the ha])]iy hollow of a tree 
Escap’d tlie hunt. No i)ort is free ; no place, 

That guard, and most unusual ^ igilanee, 

Does not attend my taking. While 1 may scape, 

1 will preserve in;yself: and am b(‘thought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape 
Tliat ever j^enury, in eoiiiempt of man, 

Brought near to beast : my face I’ll gi’ime with filth ; 

Blanket my loins ; elf all my hair in knots ; 

And with presented nakedness out-face 
The winds and ])erseeutioiis of the sky. 

The country gives iiu‘ jjroof and jircei'dent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, witli roaring voices, 

Strike their numb’d and mortified bare arms 

Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sj)rigs of rosemary ; 

And with this horrible object, from low farms. 

Poor j)elting villages, sheep-eoles, and mills, 

Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with i)rayors. 

Enforce their charity. — Poor Tui'l^good poor Tom 1” 
That’s something yet : — Edgar I nothing am. [Exit. 


Scene IV. Before Gloster’s castle; Kent in the stocks. 

Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 

Lear. ’Tis strange that they should so depart from home, 
Aind not send back my messenger. 
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Gent, Ab 1 learn’d, 

The night before there was no purpose in them 
Of this remove. 

Kent, Hail to tliee, noble master ! 

Lear, Hal 

Mak’st tiiou this shame thy pastime ? 

Kent, No, my lord. 

Fool, Ha, ha I ho wears cruel garters. Horses are tied 
by the head, dogs and bears by the neck, monkeys by the 
loins, and men by the legs : when a man "s over-lusty at legs, 
tlien ho wears wooden nether-stocks. 

Lear, What’s he that hath so much thy place mistook 
To set tlioo here ? 

Kent, It is both ho and she, — 

Your son and daughter. 

Lear, Nq. 

Kent, Yes. 

Lear, No, I say. 

Kent, I say, yea. 

Lear, No, no, they would not. 

Kent, Yes, tliey have. 

Lear, By Jupiter, I swoai*, no. 

Kent, By Juno, I swcai’, ay. 

Lear, They durst not do’t ; 

They could not, would not do’t ; ’tis worse than murder, 

To do upon r(*jy^)ect such violent outrage : 

Resolve me, with all modest haste, which way 
Tliou mightst deserve, or tliey impose, this usage. 

Coming from us. 

Kent, My lord, when at their homo 

I did commend your highness’ letters to them, 

Ere I was risen from the place that show’d 
My duty kneeling, came there a recking post. 

Stew’d in his haste, half brcatldcss, panting forth 
From Q-oneril his mistress salutations ; 

Deliver’d letters, sjiite of intermission. 

Which presently they read : on whoso contents, 

They summon’d up ^eir meiny, straight took horse ; 

Commanded me to follow, and attend 

The leisure of their answer ; gave me cold looks : 
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And meeting here tlie oilier messenger, 

Whose welcome, I perceiv’d, had poison’d mine, — 

Being tho very follow which of lato 
Disjilay’d so saucily against your highness, — 

Having more man tlian wit about mo, drew : 

He rais’d the house with loud and coward cries. 

Your son and daughter found this trespass wortli 
The shame which hero it suffers. 

Fool, Winter’s not gone yet, if the wild-geese fly that way. 
Fathers that wear rags 

Do make their children blind ; 

But fathers that boar bags 

Shall see their children kind. 

Fortune, tliat arrant wdioro. 

Ne’er turns tho key to the poor. — 

But, for all this, thou shaJt have as many dolours for thy 
daughters as thou oanst toll in a year. 

Lear, O, how this, mother swells uj) toward my heart ! 
Hysterica j^ctsaioj — down, thou climbing sorrow, 

Thy element ’s below ! — ^Whero is this daughter ? 

Kent, With tho earl, sir, here within. 

Lear, Follow mo not ; 

Stay here. \_Exi1, 

Gent, Made you no more offence but what you speak of? 

Kent, None. 

Ho\v chance the king comes with so small a train ? 

Foot, An thou hadst been set i’ the stocks for that ques- 
tion, thou hadst well deserved it. 

Kent, Why, fool? 

Fool, We’ll set thee to school to an ant, to teach thee 
there’s no labouring i’ the winter. All that follow their noses 
are led by tlicir eyes but blind men ; and there’s not a 
nose among twenty but can smell him that’s stinking. Let 
go thy hold when a groat wheel runs down a hill, lest it 
break thy neck with following it; but tho groat one that 
goes up the hill, let him draw thee after. When a wise man 
gives thee better counsel, give me mine again : I would have 
none but knaves follow it, since a fool gives it. 

That sir wliich serves and seeks for gain, 

And follows but for form, 
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Will pack when it begins to raiu^ 

And leave thee in the storm. 

But I ill tarry ; tlie fool will stay, 

And lei the wise man fly : 

Tlio knave turns fool that runs away : 

The fool no knave, perdy.^^^^ 

Kent, Wliore learned you this, fool ? 

Fool* Not i’ the stocks, fool. 

lie-cnier Lear with Gloster. 

Lear. Deny to speak with me ? They ’re sick ? they ’re 
weary ? 

They liave travell’d all the night ? Mere fetches ; 

The images^S®^ of re\oli and flying-ofl*. 

Fetch mo a bettor answer. 

Glo, * My dc'ar lord. 

You know the fiery quality of the duke ; 

How unremovable and fix'd he is 
In his own course. 

Lear* Vengeance ! j)lagiie ! dc^atli ! confusion ! — 

Tlcry ? what qtftility ? ^^'h ^ , Glost('r, Olosier, 

I’d speak with the Dul\e of C^irnnall and his wife. 

Glo. Well, my good lord, 1 June inform’d them so. 

Lear, Inform’d tliein ! Dost thou understand me, man ? 
Glo. Ay, my good lord. 

Lear, The king ould speak with Cornwall ; the dear 
father 

Would with his daughter speak, commands her service : 

Are they inform’d of this’ — M> breath and blood ! — 

Fiery ? the fiery duke ? — Tell the hot duke that — 

No, but not yet : — may be he is not w(dl : 

Infirmity doth still neglect all office 
Whereto our health is hound ; w^e 're not ourselves 
When nature, being opjiress’d, commands the mind 
To suffer with the body ; I’ll forbear ; 

And am faU’n out with my more headier will. 

To take the indispos’d and sickly fit 

For the sound man. — Death on my state ! wherefore 

\Lo6kmg on Kent, 

Should he sit here ? Tliis act persuades me 
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That this remotion of the duke and her 
Is practice only. Grive me mv servant forth. 

Go tell the duke and ’s wife IM speak with them, 

Now, presently : bid tluMii eomo forth and heiu* me. 

Or at their chamber-door I’ll beat the drum 
Till it cry slecj) to dc^ath. 

Glo, I would have all well betwixt 3 "oii. 

Lear. O me, my heart, mv rising heart ! — but, down ! 

FooL Cry to it, luinele, as th*' coekiioy did to the eels 
when she j>ut ’em i’ the past(‘ alive ; she knap|H*d'^*-*' 'em o’ the 
coxcombs witli a stick, and cried, Down, vv'autt)iis, down !” 
’Twas her brother that, in pure* kindness to his horse, buttered 1 
his hay. 


Enter C<»iiN\v vll, Rix, \v, Of^osier, and Servants. 

Lear. Grood morrow to you both. 

Corn. Ilail to your "rac(‘ ! 

\_K<nl ib s(f at bherfy. 
lieg. I am j^hid to see ,>our highness. 

Lear. Ih'gaii, I tliink von an*; 1 know what reason 
I have to think so ; if thou shouldst not be glad, 

1 would divorce mo from thy mother’s tomb, 

Sepidchring an adultrcss. — [7h Kenf~\ O, are you free? 

Some other time for that. — Belov t'd Hegnn, 

Thy sister’s naughts O Began, she* hath tied 
ISharp-tooth’d unkindness, like a vulture, ht^re, — 

\_Poluii< to hib heart. 

I can scarce speak to tlu‘e ; thou lt not believe 
Of how deprav’d a (pialitv — O Began! 

lieg, I pi’ay yi>u, sir, take patience : I have hope 
You less know how to value* her desert 
Than she to scant her duty. 

Jjear. Sav , how is that ? 

I cannot think my sister in the h^ast 
Would fail her obligation : if, sir, perchance 
►She hav^c restrain’d the riots of v our followers, 

’Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end, 

As clears her from all blame. 

Lear. My curses on her ! 

Reg. O, sir, you are old ; 
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Nature in you stands on the very verge 
Of her confine : you sliould bo rul’d, and led 
By some discretion that discerns your state 
Better than you yourself. Therefore, I pray you, 

Tliat to our sister you do make return ; 

Say you have wrong’d her, sir. 

Lear. Asl^ her forgiveness ? 

Do you but mark how this becomes the house : 

Dear daugliter, I confess that 1 am old ; \_Kneeling^^^^ 

Age is unnecessary : on my knees I beg 
That you’ll vouelissife mes raiment, bed, and food.” 

Reg. Good sir, no more ; these are unsightly tricks : 
Return you to my sister. 

Lear. [ 7 ‘Lsuig^ Never, Regan : 

She hath abated mo of half my train ; 

Look’d blaek ujion me ; struck ino with her tongue, 

Most serpent-like, u])on the very heart : — 

All the stor’d vengeanees of heaven fall 

On lu*r ingrateful toj) ! Strike* her young bones, 

You tnkiiyj airs, with himejiess ! 

Co7‘n. Fie, sir, fie ! 

Le<tr. You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding flames 
Into h('r seornful eyes ! Inleet her beauty, 

♦You fen-suek’d fogs, drawn by the j)owc‘rtul sun, 

To fall and blast her pride 

Reg. O the blest gods ! so will you wish on me. 

When the rash mood is on. 

Leal*. No, Regan, thou shalt never have my eurso : 

Thy tender- hefte d nature shall not give 

Thee o’('r to harshness : her eyes are ficreo ; but tliine 

Do comfljrt, and not bum. ’Tis not in thee 

To grudgt' my ph*asun\s, to cut off my train, 

To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes. 

And, in conclusion, to oi)]>ose the bolt 
Against my coming in : thou better know'st 
Tlio offlees of nature, bond of childhood. 

Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude ; 

Thy half o’ the kingdom hast thou not forgot, 

Wherein I tlioc endow'd. 

Reg. 


Good sir, to the pui’pose. 
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I^ear. Who put my man i’ the stocks? \_TucJcet wUlim. 
Corfu What trumpot^s that? 

Reg. I know’t, — ^my sistor^s : this approves her letter, 

That she would soon be here. 

Enter Oswald. 

Is your lady come ? 

Lear, Tliis is a slave, wdiosc oasy-borrow'd pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her ho follows. — 

Out, varlet, from my sight 1 

Corn, What nutans your grace ? 

Jjtar, Who stock’d my servant ? liegaii, I have good hope 
Tliou didst not know on’t — Who comes hen* ? O heavens, 

Enter Goneuil. 

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway 
Allow obedience, if yourselves are old. 

Make it your cause ; send down, and take my part ! — 

[7b Gon,'\ Art not asliam’d to look upon this beard? — 

O llcgan, wilt thou take her by the hand ? 

Gon, Why not by the hand, sir ? How have I offended ? 
All’s not offence that indiscretion finds 
And dotage terms so. 

Lear, O sides, you are too tough ; 

Will you yet hold? — How came my man i’ the stocks? 

Com, I set him there, sir : but his own disorders 
Deserv’d much less advancement. 

Lear, You I did you? 

Jteg, I pray you, father, being weak, seem so. 

If, tiU the expiration of your month, 

You will return and sojourn with my sister, 

Dismissing half your train, come then to me : 

I’m now from homo, and out of that provision 
Which shall be needfid for your entertainment. 

Lear, Return to her, and fifty men dismiss’d ? 

^o, rather I abjm*e all roofs, and choose 
To wage against the enmity o’ th’ air ; 

To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, — 

Necessity’s sharp pinch — Return with her ? 

Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerless took 
VOL. VII. u 
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Our youngest born, I could as well be brought 
To knee his throne, and, squire-like, pension beg 
To keep base life afoot. — Ketum with her ? 

Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter 
To this detested groom. [Pointing at Oswald. 

Gon. At your choice, sir. 

Lear, I prithee, daughter, do not make me mad : 

I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell : 

We’ll no more meet, no more see one another: — 

But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter ; 

Or rather a disease that’s in my flesh, 

Which I must needs call mine : thou art a boil, 

A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle, 

Li my corrupt'd 1)1 ood. Bui I’ll not cliido thee ; 

Let shame come when it will, 1 do not call it : 

I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot, 

Nor tell tales of tlu^e to high-judging Jove : 

Mend when tliou canst ; be bettor at thy leisure : 

I can bo patient ; 1 can stay with liegan, 

I and niy liundred knights. 

Peg, Not altogether so : 

I look’d nol for you yet, nor am ])rovidcd 

For your fit Avcleoinc'. (live car, sir, to my sister ; 

For those that mingle reason with your passion 
Must be content to think you old, and so — 

But she knows what she does. 

Lear. Is tliis well spoken ? 

Peg. I dare avouch it, sir : what, fifty followers ? 

Is it not wcdl ? What should you need of more ? 

Yea, or so many, sitli tJiat both charge and danger 
Speak ’gainst so great a number ? How, in one house, 
Should ninny people, under two commands, 

Hold amity ? ’Tis liaixl ; almost impossible. 

Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive attendance 
From those that she calls servants or from mine ? 

Peg. Why not, my lord? If tlien they chanc’d to slack 
you. 

We could control tliem. If you will come to me, — 

For now 1 spy a danger, — I entreat you 
"To bring but five-and-twenty : to no more 
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Will I give place or notice. 

Lear. I gave you all — 

Heg. And in good time you gave it. 

Jjoar. Made you iny guardians, my depositaries ; 

But kept a reservation to bo follow’d 

Witli such a number- What, must I come to you 

With five-and-twenty, Regan ? saidtyou so ? 

Reg^ And s])eak ’t again, iny lord ; no more with mo. 
Lear, Those wicked creatures yet do look well-favour’d, 
When others arc more wicked ; not being the worst 
Stands in some rank of praise. — [7b I’ll go with thee ; 

Tliy fifVy yot doth double fivc-and-tweiity. 

And thou art twice her love. 

Goa, Hear me, my lord : 

What need you five-and- twenty, ton, (n* five, 

'Po follow in a liouse -where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you ? 

Reg, What need one ? 

Lear, O, reason not the need : our basest beggars 
Arc in the poorest thing superfluous : 

Allow not nature more than nature needs, 

Man’s life is cheap as beast’s : thou art a lady ; 

If only to go warm wore gorgeous, 

Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear’st. 

Which scarcely keeps thee wai-m. — But, for true need, — 
You heavens, give me that patience, ]>atienco I need 
You SCO me here, you gods, a poor old man, 

As full of grief as ago ; wretched in both ! 

If it be you that stir these daughters’ hearts 
Against their father, fool mo not so much 
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger, 

And let not women’s weapons, water-dro])s, 

Stain my man’s cheeks ! — No, you unnatural hags, 

T will have such revenges on you both. 

That all tlio world sliall — I will do such things, — 

What they arc, yot I know not ; but they shall bo 
The terrors of the earth. You think I’ll weep ; 

No, m not weep : — 

I have full cause of weeping ; but tliis heart 
Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws, 
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Or e’er I’ll weep. — 0 fool, I shall go mad ! 

\Exmnt Lear^ Ghster^ Kenty and Fool. 
Storm heard at a distance. 

Com. Let us withdraw ; ’twill bo a storm. 

Reg. This house is little ; the old man and his people 
Cannot bo well bestow’d. 

Gon. ’Tis his own blame ; ’hath put himself from rest, 
And must needs taste his folly. 

Rxg. For his particula r, I’ll receive him gladly. 

But not one follower. 

Gon. So am I purpos’d. 

Where is my Lord of Glostcr? 

Corn. Follow’d the old man forth : — he is return’d. 

Re-enter Globter. 

Glo. Tlie king is in high rage. 

Com. ^ Whither is he going ? 

Gh. He calls to horse ; but will I know not whither. 
Corn. ’Tis best tx) give him way ; he li'Jids himself. 

Gon. My lord, entreat him by m means to stay. 

Glo. Alack, the night comes on,’* and the bleak winds 
Do sorely ruffle ; for many miles about 
Tlicre’s scarce a bush. 

Reg. 0, sir, to wilful men 

!T1io injuries that they themselves ])rocure 
[Must be their schoolmasters. Shut up your doors : 

He is attcnd(Hl w ith a desperate train ; 

And what they ma}" incx'iise him to, being ajH 
To have his ear abus’d, wisdom bids fear. 

Com. Shut uj) your doors, my lord ; ’tis a wild night : 
My Regan counsels well : come out o’ tlie storm. 


l^Eaeunt. 
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ACT III. 

Scene L A heath. 

A storm, with thunder and lightning. Enter Kent and a 
Oontlcman, meeting. 

Kent. Who’s thoro, besides foul weather ? 

Gent. Olio minded like the weather, most uncjuietly. 

Kent. I know you. Where’s tlie king? 

Gent. Contending with the fretful clemoniH 
Bids tlie wind blow the earth into the sea, 

Or swell the curlM waters ’bove the main, 

That tilings might change or cease ; tears his white hair, 
VV’hich the impetuous blasts, Avitli eyeless rage, 

(Jatcli in tlioir fury, and make nothing of ; 

Strives in his little world of man t’ out-seorn^®5) 

The to-and-fro-eonflieting wind and rain. 

This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch, 
Tlie lion and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their fur dry, unbonnoted ho runs, 

Aid bids what will take all. 

K(*nt. But who is with him ? 

(rent. None but the fool ; who labours to out-jest 
Ilis heart-struck injuries. 

Kent. Sir, I do know you ; 

And dare, upon the warrant of my note . 

Commend a <^ar tiling to you. There’s division, 
Altliough as yet the face of it bo cover’d 
With mutual cunning, ’twixt Albany and Cornwall ; 
Who have — as who have not, that their great stars 
Tlirone^GG^ and set high ? — servants, who seem no less, 
Which are to France die spies and s peculations ^^'^ ^ 
Intelligent of our state ; what hath been seen. 

Either in snuffs and p acking s of the dukes ; 

Or the hard rein which both of them have borne 
Against the old kind king ; or something deeper, 
Whereof perchance these are but f urnishing s ; — 

But, true it is, from France there comes a power 
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Into tiiis scj^ter’d kingdom ; wlio already, 

Wise in our negligence, have secret feet 
In some of oiu* best ports, and are at point 
To show their open banner. — ^Now to you : 

If on my credit you dare build so far 
To make your speed to Dover, you shall find 
Some that will thank you, making just report 
Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow 
Tlie king hath cause to plain. 

I am a gentleman of bk)od and breeding ; 

And, from some knowledge and assurance, offer 
Tliis office to you. 

GmU I will talk further with you. 

KenU No, do not. 

For confirmation tliat I am much more 
jThan my out-wall, open this purse, and take 
Wliat it contains. If you shall s(»e Cordelia, — 

As fear not but you shall, — show her this ring ; 

And she will tell yon wlu) your fidlow is 
That yvi you do not know. Fie on this storm ! 

I will go sc(‘k tlu' king. 

Gent. (Jive me your hand: have you no more to say? 
F<wv W'ords, but, to efiect, more than all yet, — 
That, wdien we’ve found the king, — in which yoiu* pain 
Tliat way. I'll this, — he that first lights on him 
Holla the other. \_^a:eu7it severally. 


Scene II. Another 2 ^art of the heath. Storm continues. 
Enter Leak and Fool. 

Lear, Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks ! rage ! blow ! 
You cataracsts and hurricanoes, spout 
Till you have drench’d our steeples, drown’d the cocks ! 

You sulphm'ous and tho ught- executing fires. 

Vaunt -couriers to oak-cleaving tliunderbolts, 

Singe iny white head ! And thou, all-shaking tlmnder. 
Strike flat the tliick rotundity o’ the world ! 

Crack nature’s moulds, all ger men s spill at once, 

That make ingratefiil man I 
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Fool. O nuiicle, court holy -water in a dry house is better 
than this rain-water out o’ door. Good nuncle, in, and ask 
thy daughters’ blessing: here’s a night pities neitlier wise 
men nor fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy bellyful ! Spit, fire 1 spout, rain 1 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters : 

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness ; 

I never gave you kingdom, eall’d you children. 

You owe me no subscriptio n': then let fall 
Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand, your slave, 

A pof>r, infirm, weak, and despis’d old man : — 

But yet I cfdl you servile ministers, 

Tliat have with two ]>emiciouH daughters join’d 
Your high-engender’d battles ’gainst a h(*ad 
So old and white as this ! O ! O ! ’tis foul ! 

Fool. He that has a house to put ’s head in has a good 
hoad-jneco. 

The cod -piece that will house 
Before the hea<l has any, 

The head and ho shall l ouse ; — 

So b(»ggars marry many. 

The man that makes his toe 

What ho his lu'art should make 
Shall of a corn cry woe, 

And turn his sleo]) to wake : 

for there was never yet fair woman but she made moutlis in | 
a glass. 

Lear. No, I will be the patt(*rii of all jiaticnce ; 

I will say nothing. 

Kuter Kent. 

Kent. Who’s there ? 

Fool. IVlarry, hero’s grace and a cod-piece; that’s a wise 
man and a fool. 

Kent. Alas, sir, are you here ? things that love night 
Love not such nights as these ; tlie wratfiful skies 
Gallow the very wand<5rers of the dark. 

And make them keep their caves : since I was man, 

Such sheets of fire, such bxu*sts of hoiTid thunder. 

Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard : man’s nature cannot carry 
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Th’ affliction nor the fear. 

Leavn Let the jg^at gods, 

That keep tliis dreadful pother ^^^^ o’er our heads, 

Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch. 

That hast within thoe undivulgM crimes. 

Unwhipp’d of justice : hide thee, thou bloody hand ; 

Thou jHsrjiir’d, and thou s imula r of virtue^^^^ 

That art incestuous : caitiff, to pieces shako. 

That under covert and convenient seeming 
Hast practis’d on man’s life : close pent-up guilts. 

Rive your concealing continents, and cry 
Those dreadful summonors grace. — I am a man 
{More sinn’d against than sinning. 

Kent, Alack, bare-headed ! 

Gracious my lord, hard by hero is a hovel ; 

Some friendship will it lend you ’gainst the tempest ; 

Ile])ose you there ; while I to this hard house — 

More harder tlian the stones whereof ’tis rais’d ; 

Which even but now, demanding after you. 

Denied me to come in — return, and force 
Tlieir scan ted courtesy. 

Lear, My wits begin to turn. — 

Como on, my boy : how dost, my boy ? art cold ? 

I’m cold myself. — Where is this sti’aw, my fellow ? 

The art of onr necessities is strange. 

That can make vile things precious. Come, your hovel. — 
Poor fool and knave. I’ve one part in my heart 
That’s sorry yet for thee. 

Fool, He that has and a little tiny wit, — ♦ \^Sin/ging, 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, — 

Must make content with his fortunes fit, 

Thougli the rain it rainetli every day. 

Lear, True, my good boy. — Come, bring us to tliis hovel. 

[Exeunt Lear and Kent, 
Fool, Tliis is a bravo night to cool a courtezan. — I’ll 
speak a prophecy ere 1 go : 

When priests are more in word than matter ; 

When brewers mar tlieir malt with water ; 

He that has and a little tiny witf — Ac.] See foot-note on Twelfth- 
Yol. iii. p. 395. 
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When nobles are their tailors* tutors ; 

No heretics bum*d, but wenches* suitors ; 

When every case in law is right ; 

No squire in debt, nor no poor knight ; 

When slanders do not livo in tongues ; 

Nor cutpurses come not to throngs ; 

When usurers tell tlioir gold i* the field ; 

And bawds and whores do churches build ; — 

Tlien shall tlio realm of Albion 
Como to great confusion :* 

Then comes the time, who lives to soo’t, 

That going shall bo us’d with feet 
Tliis prophecy Merlin shall make ; for I livo before his time. 


Scene III. A 'i^om in Glostbr’s casile. 

Knter Gloster and Edmund. 

Glo, Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not tliis unnatural 
dealing. When I desired their leave that I might pity him, 
they took from mo tho uso of mino own house ; charged mo, 
on pain of their perpetual displeasure, neither to speak of 
him, entreat for him, nor any way sustain him. 

Ji^dm. Most savage and unnatural I 

Glo, Go to ; say you nothing. There is division between 
tlie dukes ; and a worse matter tlian that : I have received 
a letter this night; — ’tis dangerous to be spoken; — I have 
locked the letter in my closet: these injuries tho king now 
bears wdll be revenged home ; tliero is part of a jiowcr al- 
ready fpofod : we must incline to tho king. I will seek 

TJien shall the realm of Albion 

Come to great confusion ** These lines are taken from Chaucer. Put- 
tenham, in his Art of Poetry^ 1589 [p. 187], quotes them as follows ; 

* When faith fails in priestes saws, 

And lords hests are holdcn for laws, 

And robbery is tane for purchase, 

And letchory for solace, 

Then shall the realm of Albion 

Be brought to great confusion' ” Steevens. 

These lines, entitled duvucer's Prophecy , are found in Mss, with great varia- 
tions. 
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and privily relieve him : go you, and maintain talk 
with tlie duke, that my cliarity bo not of him ^woeived: if 
he ask for mo, I am ill, and gone to bed. Though I die for 
it, as no loss is threatened me, the king my old master must 
be relieved. There is some strange tiling to^Qprd, Edmund ; 
pray you, be careful. [Exit, 

Edm. Tliis courtesy, forbid thee, shall the duke 
Instantly know ; and of that letter too : — 

Tills seems a fair deserving, and must draw me 
That which my father loses, — ^no less than all : 

The younger rises when the old doth fall. [Exit, 


Scene IV. A of the heathy with a hovel, Storm continues. 
Enter Lear, Kent, anti Fool. 

Kent, Het*o is the iihiee, my lord ; good my lord, enter : 
Tlie tyranny of the open night’s too rough 
For nature to endim'. 

Tjear, Li*t me alone. 

Kent, Good my lord, enter here. 

Wilt break my heart ? 

Kent, I had rather break mine own. Good my lord, 
enter. 

Eear, Thou think" st ’tis much that this contentious storm 
Invades us to the skin : so ’tis to thee ; 

^But where the greater malady is fix’d, 

The lesser is scarce felt. Thou’dst shun a bear ; 

But if tliy flight lay toward the roaring sea, 

Thou’dst meet the bear i’ the mouth. When the mind’s free, 
[The body’s delicate : tlie tempest in my mind 
Doth from my senses take all feeling else 
Save what beats there. — Filial ingratitude ! 

Is it not as this mouth should tear tliis hand 
For lifting food to’t ? — But I ■will punish home : — 

No, I will weep no more. — In such a night 
To shut me out 1 — Pour on ; I will endure : — 

In such a night as this I O Regan, Goneril I — 

Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave all, — 
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O, that way madness lies ; let me shun that ; 

No more of that. 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Prithee, go in diyself ; seek thino own ease : 

Tins tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt mo more. — But I’ll go in. — 

[7b ihe Fool} In, boy; go first. You houseless poverty, — 
Nay, get thee in. I’ll pray, and then I'll slec'p. — 

[/boZ goes in. 

Poor naked wretches, wheresoe’er you are, 

Tliat bide the pelting of this ]>itiless stfvriu. 

How shall your houseless heads and unfed sides, 

Your loop^ and window’d raggediioss, defend you 
From s('asons such as tliose ? O, 1 have ta’en 
Too little care of this ! Take jdiysic, poin}) ; 
l‘!xposc tliyself to feel what wretches fecl,^'^^^ 

That ih(3U mayst shako the superflux to them. 

And show the heavens more just. 

K(l(j. [%oithin'] Fathom and half, fathom and half! Poor 
Tom ! [ 77^e Fool runs out front ihe hovel. 

Fool. Come not in hero, nuncio, hero’s a spirit. Holj) me, 
helj) me ! 

Fent. Give mo thy hand. — Who’s there ? 

Fool. A spirit, a spirit : ho says his name’s poor Tom. 
Kcfit. What art thou that dost grumble there i’ tlio straw? 
Como fortli. 

Knter Fdcsau disguised as a madman. 

Fdg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me ! — 

Through the sharp hawtlioni blows the cold wind. — * 

Hum ! go to thy cold bed, and warm thoe.^'^^^ 

Lear. Didst thou give all to thy daughters? And art thou 
come to this ? 

Fdg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom ? whom the foul 
fiend liath led through fire and through flame, through ford 
an<l whirlpool, o’er bog and quagmire ; that hath laid knives 
under his pillow, and lialters in his pew ; set ratsbane by his 
porridge ; made him proud of heart, to ride on a bay trotting- 

ThrmtgJt the $7uirp hawthorn blows the cold wind. — ] A quotation, it 
would certainly seem, from some ballad. 
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horse over four-inched bridges, to course his own shadow for 
a traitor. — Bless thy five wits ! — Tom ’s a-cold, — O, do de, 
do do, do do. — Bless thee from whirlwinds, star-blasting, and 
taking! Do poor Tom some charity, whom the foul fiend 
vexes : — ^tlierc could I have him now, — and tliore, — and there 
again, and tliere. [Storm continues. 

Lear. What, have his daughters brought him to this 
pass ? — 

Couldst thou save nothing ? Didst thou give ’em all ? 

Fool. Nay, lie reserved a blanket, else wo had been all 
shamed. 

Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o’er men’s faults light on thy daughters ! 

Kent. Ho hath no daughters, sir. 

Lear. Death, traitor! nothing could have subdu’d nature 
To such a lowness but his unkind daughters. — 

Is it the faslpon, that discarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their fle^sh? 

Judicious j)unishin(*nt ! ’twas this flesh bi'got 
Tliose pelican daughters. 

F<1g. Pillicock sat on Pillic6ck-liill — 

Halloo, halloo, loo, 1<jo ! 

Fool. Tliis cold night will turn ns all to fools and madmen. 

Fdg. Take heed o’ tlio foul fiend : obey thy parents ; keep 
thy word ju^Iy swear not ; commit not with man’s sworn 
s])ouse ; sot not thy sweet hoju't on proud lU’ray. Tom’s a- 
cold. 

Lear. What hast thou been ? 

Edij. A serving -man, proud in heart and mind; that 
curled my hair ; wore gloves in my cap ; served the lust of 
my mistress’ heart, and did the act of darkness witli her; 
swore as many oaths as I sjmke words, and broke them in the 
sweet face of heaven : one tliat slept in the contriving of lust, 
and waked to do it : wine loved I deeply, dice dearly ; and in 
woman out-paramoured the Turk : false of heart, light of ear, 

Pillicock mt on Pillicock^hill :"] A lino from some popular piece of 
rhyme. In Bitson’s Oammnr Gurton's Garland, or the Nursery Parnasnu, 
Ac., we find 

“ Pillycock, pill3rcock, sate on a hill ; 

If he's not gone, he sits there still." p. 36 . 
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bloody of hand ; hog in sloth, fox in stealth, wolf in greedi- 
ness, dog in madness, lion in prey. Let not the creaking of 
shoes nor the rustling of silks betray thy poor heart to woman : 
keep thy foot out of brotliels, thy hand out of pickets, thy pen 
from lenders’ books, and defy the foul fiend. — 

Still through the hawthorn blows the cold wind ;* 

Says suum, mun, nonny. 

Dolphin my boy, iny boy, sessa ! let him trot by.f 

[5^orw» cotdinues, 

hear. Why, thou wort better in thy grave tlian to an- 
swer witli thy uncovered body tliis. e^frcmity of tlio skies. — 
Is man no more than this ? Ooiisidor him well. Thou owest 
tho worm no silk, the beast no hide, the sheep no wool, the 
cat no perfume. — Ha ! here’s three on ’s are sophistii^ated ! — 
Thou art tho thing itself: miaccommodated man is no more 
liut such a poor, bare, forked animal as thou art. — Off, off, 
you lendings ! — come, unbutton here. 

[ Tearing off Ins clothes. 

Fool. Pritlioe, nuncio, be ex>ntenteHl ; ’tis a naughty night 
to swim in. — Now a little fire in a wild^^^^ field were like an 
old lecher’s heart, — a small spark, all the rest on ’s body cold. 
— Look, here comes a Avalking fire. 

jtJdg. This is tho foul fiend Flibbertigibbet : ho begins at 
ciu’few, and walks till the fir;|t cock ; he gives tho web and 
tlie j»in, s(|uints tlip eye, and makes the hare-lip ; mildews 
the white wheat, and hurts the poor creature of earth. 

Swithold footed thrice the old • 

* St til lltrovffh tJir Jiatrthorti Mon's the cold wind See note ji. 299. 

t Dolphin mtj hoy, my hoy, sessa! let him trot hy."} If wo are to believe 
Rteevens, he heard “ an old gentleman” repeat tho following Ktanza about 
the Dolphin (i.c. tho Dauphin) “from a very old ballad written on Home 
battle fought in France 

“ Dolphin, my boy, my hoy, 

Cease, let him trot by ; 

It seemeth not that such a foe 
From mo or you would fly.” 

And Farmer remarks, that in Jonson’s Bartholomew Fair Cokes exclaims, 
Od’s my life 1 I am not allied to the sculler yet ; he shall be Bamphin my 
act Y. sc. 8 ; where GifEord says, “ Bavphin my hay is the burden of a 
ridiculous old song.” 

t Swithold footed thrice the old, &0.3 The source of this quotation has 
not been ascertained. 
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He met the night-mare, and her nine-fpld ; 

Bid her alight, 

And her troth plight, 

And, aroint thee, witch, aroint thee ! 

Jjient, How fares your grace ? 

Enter Gloster with a torch, 

Lear, Wliat’s lie ? 

Ketit. Who’s there ? What is’t you seek ? 

Glo. What arc you there ? Your names? 

Ed(j, Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming frog, the toad, 
the tadpole, tlio wall-newt and the water ; that in the ftiry 
of his heart, when the foul fiend rages, eats cow-dung for 
saUets ; swallows the old rat and the ditclb^-dog ; drinks the 
I green mantle of the standing pool ; who is whipped from 
titliing to tithing, and stock-]>nnihhed, and imprisoned ; who 
hath had tlirec suits to his hack, six shirts to his body, horse 
to ride, and' weapon to wear ; 

But mice and rats, and such small deer,* 

Have been Toni’s food for seven long year. 

Beware iny follower. — Peace, Smulkin ; peace, thou fiend ! 

(jlo. What, hath your grace no better comiiany ? 

E<I(j, The prince of darkness is a gentleman 
Modo he’s call’d, and Mahu. 

Glo, Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown so vile, 

That it doth liate what gets it. 

Edg, Poor Tom’s a-cold. 

Glo, Go in with me : my duty cannot suffer 
T’ obey in all your daughters’ hard commands : 

* Snt mice and rats^ and mch fnnall deer, &c.3 “ This distich is part of 
a description gircii in the old metrical romance of Sir lieris, of the hard- 
ships suffered by lievis when confined for seven years in a dungeon ; 

* Kattes and myce and such smal dere 
Was his meate that seven yero.’ Sig. F iij.” Percy. 

t The prince of darkness is a ffrntleman^ &c.] “ In Ttie Goblins, by Sir 
John Suckling, a catch is introduced which concludes with these two lines ; 

* The prince of darkness is a gentleman : 

Mahu, Midiu is his name.' 

I am inclined to think this catch not to be the production of Suckling, but 
the original referred to by Edgar’s 8i>ccch." Heed. 



0OBniv.] 


KINO LEAK. 


303 


Though their injunction be to bar my door&, 

And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you. 

Yet have I ventur’d to come seek you out, 

And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 

Lear, First let mo talk witli tliis philosopher. — 

What is the cause of thunder ? 

Kent, Q-ood my lord, take his offer ; go into th’ house, 

Lear, I’ll talk a word with this same learned T^ban. — 
What is your study ? 

E(}g, How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin. 

Lear, Let me ask you one word in private. 

Kent, Importune him onr*e more to go, my lord ; 

His wits begin t' unsettle. 

Glo, Canst thou blame him ? 

His daughters seek liis death : — ah, that good Kent ! — 

Ho said it would bo thus, — poor banish’d man ! — 

Thou say’st the king grows mad ; I’ll tell thee, friend, 

I’m almost mad mys<5lf : I had a son. 

Now outlaw’d from my blood ; he sought my life. 

But lately, very late : I lov’d him, friend. 

No father liis son dearer : true to tell thee, [^Storm continues, 
Tlio grief hath craz’d my wits. — What a night’s this ! — 

I do beseech your grace, — 

Lear, O, cry you mercy, sir. — 

Noble philoso])her, your company. 

Edg, Tom’s a-cold. 

Gh, Li, fellow, there, into th’ hovel : keep thee warm. 

Lear, Come, let’s in all. 

Kent, This way, my lord. 

Lear, With him ; 

I will keep still witli my philosopher. 

Kent, Q-ood my lord, soothe lum ; let him take the fellow. 

Glo, Take him you on. 

Kent, Sirrali, come on ; go along witli us. 

Lear, Come, good Athenian. 

Glo, No words, no words : hush. 

Edg, Child Rowland to the dark tower came ;* 

* Child Rowland to the darh tower oaTne, Ac.] Of the ballad here cited 
(and probably with some variation from the original} fragments of a Scot- 
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His word was still, — Pic, foh, and fum, 

1 smell the blood of a British man. [^EaeunL 


Scene V. A roam in Gloster’s castle. 

Enter Cornwall and Edmund. 

Com. I will liave my revenge ere I depart his house. 

Edm. How, my lord, I may bo censured, that nature thus 
givea way to loyalty, something fears me to think of. 

Com. I now perceive, it was not altogether your brother’s 
evil disposition made him seek his death; but a provoking 
merit, set a-work by a reproveable badness in himself. 

Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I must repent 
to be just! This is the letter he spoke of, which approves 
him an intclligeut party to the advantages of France. 0 
heavens ! tlfat this treason were not, or not I the detector I 

Com. Go with me to the duchess. 

Edm. If the matter of this pajier be certain; you have 
mighty business in hand. 

Com. True or false, it hath made thee Earl of Glostcr. 
Seek out wluTe thy fatlier is, that ho may be ready for our 
apprehension. 

Edm. laside"] If I find liim comforting the king, it will 
stuif his suspicion more fully. — I will perse ver in my course 
of loyalty, though the conflict be sore between that and my 
blood. 

Com. I will lay trust upon thee ; and tliou shalt find a 
dearer father in my love. [Exeunt. 


ilrii version have been preserved by Jamieson in Jllustr. of Northern AntU 
quitieSf Ac. 4to, 18U. He gives (p. 402) ; 

“Withfi, fi, fo, and fun^ 1 

I smell the blood of a Christian man t 
Be lie dead, bo he living, wi* my brand 
ril clash his hams frae his ham-pan/* 

(i. 0 . ril knock his brains out of his ricull). Child Rowland, it appears, was 
the youngest son of King Arthur. 
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Scene YL A chamber in a farmhouse adjoining Glosteb’b 

castle. 

Enter Gloster, Lear, Kent, Fool, and Edgar. 

Glo. Here is better than the o|)eii air ; take it tliankfullj. 

I will piece out the comfort witli what addition I can : I will 
not be long from you. 

Kent. All the power of his wits have given way^^^^ to his 
impatience : — the gods reward your kindness I [^EjbU Glostet*. 

IMg. Frateretto c‘alls me ; and tells me Nero is an angler 
in the lake of darkness. — Pray, innocent, and beware the foul 
fiend. 

Fool. Pritlice, nuncle, tell me whotlier a madman bo a 
gc‘ntleman or a yeoman ? 

Lear. A king, a king I 

Fool. No, he’s a yeoman that has a gentleman to his son ; 
for he’s a mad yeoman that sees his son a gentlemaii before 
him. 

Lear. To have a thousand widi red burning spits 
Come hissing in u])on ’em, — 

Edg. The foul tiend bites my back. 

Fool. He’s mad that trusts in the tameness of a wolf, a 
horde’s health, a boy’s love, or a whore’s oath. 

Lear. It shall be done ; I will arraign them straight. — 
f To Edgar'] Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer ; — 

[To the Fool] Thou, sapient sir, sit here. — Now, you she 
foxes ! — 

Edg. Look, whcTe ho stands and glares 1 — ^Wantest tliou 
eyes at trial, madam ? 

Como o’er the bourn, ^77) IJessy, to me : — * 

* Cowr o'vt* the bourn, UcHxy, to mr : — ] *• This, and what follows from 
the Fool, are certainly i>artH of an old Ronjf, which was imitated by W. Birch 
in liih * Dialof^ue between Elizabeth and England* (x)riutod by W. Pickering 
without date), which thus commences ; 

‘ Come over the bourn, Bessy, come over the bourn, Bessy, 

Sweet Bessy, come over to me ; 

And I bhnll thee take. 

And my dear lady make 
Before all tliut ever I sec.* 

It is in the same measure as the addition by the Fool ; and in W. Wager's ^ 
interlude *Tho longer thou liicst, the more Fool thou art* [black letter, 

VOL. VII. X 
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I*\k>L Her boat hath a leak, 

AdcI she must uot speak 
Why she dares not come over to thee. 

Edf/, The foul iicnd haunts poor Tom in tho voice of a 
nightingale, llopclance cries in Tom’s belly for two white 
herring. CroaJc uot, black angel ; I have no food for thee. 

Kent, How do you, sir ? Stand you not so amaz’d : 

Will you lie down and rest upon tlic (jushions ? 

Z/mr. I’ll see their trial first. — Bring in tho evidence. — 

[ To hJdf/ar^ Thou robed man of justice, take tliy place ; — 

[7b file Thai] And tliou, his yoke-fellow of equity. 

Bench by his side : — [7b JCenf"] You arc o’ the commission, 
Sit you too. 

Edfjf. Let us deal justly. 

Sloopeht or wakest thou, jolly shex)hcrd?* 

Tliy sheep be in the corn ; 

And for one blast of thy niinikin mouth 
Thy slieep shall take no hanu. 

Pur ! tho oat is gray. 

imr. Arraign hor first; ’tis Goiioril. I here take my 
oath b<*f<)re this honourable assembl}', she kicked the poor 
king her ftitlu‘r, 

FooL Como hither, mistn^ss. Ts your name Gronoril ? 
Fmr, Hhe eaiinot deny it. 

Fool. Cry you iiktcv, I took you for a joiutTstool.f 
Xmr. And here’s another, wliose warp’d looks proclaim 
What storej'^^' her heart is macl(‘ on. — jStop her there ! 

Arms, arms, sword, tii’e ! — Oormptioii in the place ! — ^^9) 
False justi(5er, Avliy liast thou let Iht seajie ? 

Fd^. Bless thy five Avits ! 

n. d.], i)aTt uf the banic non^ ib thus sung hy Moros, who may he called the 
hero ; 

‘ Come over the hoorne, Besse, 

My little im'tie Kesse, 

Come over the hoorne, Besse, to me.’ 

See also * Old Ballads from early printed copies* published hy the Percy 
Society in 1840, p. 41.” Collies. 

* ^vpcit or tvalirgt flwu^joUy shepltauly “ This seems to bo a stanza 

of some pastoral song.” JOhnson. No doubt it is. 

t mercy ^ I too ft you for a Joint -stool,'] “This is a proverbial 

expression, which occurs likewise in Mother BomhiCy 1594, by Lyly” [and 
elsewhere]. Stbevens. 
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Kent O pity I — Sir, wrhere is the patience now 
That you so oft have boasted to retain ? 

Edg, [aside] My tears begin to take his part so much, 
Tliey’ll mar my comiterfeiting. 

Lear. The little dogs and all, 

Tray, Blanch, and Sweetheart, see, they bark at me. 

Edg. Tom will throw liis head at them. — Avaunt, you 
curs ! 

Bo thy mouth or black or white, 

Tootli tliat poisons if it bite ; 

Mastiff, greyhound, mongi’el grim, 

Hound or spaniel, brach or 
Or bobtail tike or trujidlo-tail, — 

Tom will make tliem weep and wail ; 

For, with throwing thus mv head. 

Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 

Po do, de, do. Sessa ! Come, march to wakes and fairs and 
market-towns. — Poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 

Lear. Tlien lot .thorn anatomize llegaii ; see what breeds 
about her heart. Is there any cause in nature tliat makes 
these hard hearts? — [To Edgar] You, sir, I entertain for 
OIK' of my hundred ; only I do not like the fashion of your 
garments : you will say they are Persian attire ; but let them 
be changed. 

Kent. Now, good my lord, lie hew and rest awhile. 

Lear. Make no nois(i, make no noih(* ; draw tlio cm’tains : 
so, so, so : we’ll go to supj)or i’ the morning : so, so, so. 

Fool. And I’ll go to bed at noon. 

Re-enter Glostbb. 

Glo. Come hither, friend ; where is the king my master ? 

Kent. Hero, sir ; but trouble him not, — his wits are gone. 

Gh. Good friend, I prithee, take him in thy arms ; 

I have o’erheard a plot of death upon him : 

Tliero is a litter ready ; lay him in’t. 

And drive towards Dover, friend, whore thou shalt meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master : 

If tliou shouldst dally lialf an hour, his life, 

With thine, and all that offer to defend him. 

Stand in assured loss : take up, take up ; 
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And follow me, that will to somo provision 
Give thee quick conduct. 

Kent, Oppress’d nature sleeps : — 

This rest might yet have b^m^d thy broken sinews,^®! ^ 
Which, if convenience will not allow, 

Stand in hard cure. — [7b the Fool] Come, help to bear thy 
master ; 

Thou must not stay behind. 

Gh, Come, come, away. 

\Exennf Kentj Glostery and the Foolj hearing 
off Fear, 

Edg. When wo our betters see bearing our woes, 

We scarcely tliink our miseries our foes. 

Who alone suffers suffers most i’ the mind, 

Leaving free things and hajipy fthows beliind : 

But then the mind much sufferance dotli o’erskip,^/ 

When grief liatli mah's, and bearing fellowship. 

How light and portable my pain seems now, 

When that which makes me hend makes the king bow, 

Ho ehildcd as I father'd ! — Tom, away ! 

Mark the high noises ; and thyself bewray, 

When fals(» ojunion, whose wrong thoughts defile^®^) thee, 

In thy just jiroof, repeals and reconciles thee. 

What will hap more to-night, safe scape the king ! 

Lurk, lurk. \_ExiU 


Scene VIL A room in Gloster’s castle. 

Enter Cornwall, Began, Goneril, Edmund, and Servants. 

Cor^i, Post speedily to my lord your husband ; show him 
this letter : — ^the army of France is landed. — Seek out the 
traitor Glostcr. \^Exeunt some of the Servants, 

lleg. Hang him instantly. 

Gon, Pluck out his eyes. 

Com* Leave him to my displeasure. — Edmund, keep you 
our sister company : the revenges we are bound to take upon 
your traitorous father are not fit for your beholding. Advise 
the duke, where you are going, to a most festinate prepa- 
ration: we are bomid to the like. Our posts shall bo swift 
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and intelligent betwixt us. Farew^ell^ dear sister ; — farewell, 
my Lord of Gloster. 

Enter Oswald. 

How now I where’s the king ? 

Os^o. My Lord of Gloster hath convey’d him hence : 

Some five or six and thirty of his knights, 

Hot questrists after him, met him at gate ; 

Who, with some other of the lords dependants, 

Are gone with him towards Dover ; where they boast 
To have well-armM friends. 

Com. Gtet horses for your mistress. 

Gon. Farewell, sweet lord, and sister. 

Com. Edmund, farewell. 

[Exeunt Gonerilj Eihnuml, and Oswald. 
Go seek the traitor Gloster, 
Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us. 

[Exeunt other Servants. 
Tliough well we may not pass upon his life 
Without the form of justice, yet our power 
Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not control. — Who’s there ? the traitor ? 

Re-enter Servants with Gloster. 

lleg. Ligrateful fox I ’tis he. 

Com. Bind fast his corky arms. 

Glo. What mean your graces ? — Good my friends, con- 
sider 

You are my guests : do me no foul play, friends. 

Com. Bind him, I say. [Servants hind him. 

Reg. Hard, hard. — O filthy traitor I 

Glo. Unmerciful lady as you are. I’m none. 

Com. To this chair bind him. — ^Villain, thou shalt find — 

[Regan 'plucks his heard. 
Glo. By the kind gods, ’tis most ignobly done 
To pluck me by the beard. 

Eeg. Bo white, and such a traitor ! 

Glo. Naughty lady. 

These hairs, which thou dost ravish from my chin, 

Will quicken, and accuse thee : I’m your host ; 
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With robbers’ hands my hospitable favours 
You sliould not ruffl e* tlius. What will you do ? 

Com, Come, sir, what letters had you late from France ? 

Bo sirnj)lc-answor’d,^®3) for wo know the truth. 

Co7‘ji, And what confederacy have you witli the traitors 
Late footed in the kingdom ? 

Tiu/v/. To whose hands have j^ou sent the lunatic king ? 
Speak. 

(jlo, I have a letter giiessingly set down, 

Which came from one that’s of a neutral lieart. 

And not from one oppos’d. 

Corn, Cunning. 

And false. 

(\}rn, Wlun*e hast thou sent the king ? 

Glo, To Df)vor. 

Wlierefore to Do\(*r? Wast thou not charg’d at 
peril — 

Corn, WheVefore t(» l)o\er? Let him answer that. 

Glo, I’m ti(Ml to th<' stake, and I must stand the comso. 
Tl(y, Wlicrc'fore to I)o\er? 

Glo, Because* 1 would not s(‘(* thy rriicl nails 
Pluck out his iM)or old <\>es; nor tli} fier<*(‘ sister 
In his anoiiit<’d flesh stick bearish fangs. 

The s(»a, with such a storm as his bare liead 
In hell-black night endur'd, would ha\e h uo^ ’d up 
And (piench’d the stelled fln*s : 

Yet, poor old heart, he help the heavens to rain. 

If wolves had at tliy gate howl'd that stcTii time. 

Thou shouldst have said, ‘‘ (Joed i>orlt*r, turn the key,” 

All cruels else subscrib'd : — but I shall see 
The wdnged vcngcan<*e overtake such children. 

Corn, See’t shalt thou ue\er. — Fellows, hold the chair. — 
Upon these eyes of thine I’ll set my foot. 

Glo, Ho that will think to li\ e till ho be old, 

Give me some help ! — C cruel I — O you gods ! 

Riy, One side will mock another ; th’ other too. 

Com, If you see vengeance, — 

First Serv, Hold your hand, my lord : 

I’ve served you ever since I was a child ; 

Bu£ bettor service have I never done you 
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Tlian now to bid you hobl. 

Reg. How now, you dog ! 

First Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your chin, 

I’d shake it on tliis quarrel. What do you mean ? 

Corn. My villain ! 

First Serv. Nay, then, come on, and take tho chance of 
anger. 

The?/ fight Cornirall is wo?m<led. 
Reg. Give me thy sword. — ]>eiisai]t stand iij> thus I 

\^Takes a sxeord fro??? onoiher Sorriinf^ ami 
r?t7{S at First /^rrv>atif i??hi??(t 

First Sein?. O, I am slain! — My lord, ^on liave one eye 
left 

To see some miseliiof on tliein.^^'^^ — 0 ! {_T}ies. 

Com. Lest it see more, prevent il. — Out, > ile jelly ! 
W'^hero is thy lustre now ? 

Glo. All dark and comfortless. — Where's my son Ed- 
mund ? 

E(hnund, enkindle all the sparks of nature 
To Quit this horrid act. 

Reg. Out, tr(*aelierous villain ! 

Thou call’st on him that ]iat<\s thee : it was ho 
Iliat made the overture of thy treasons to us ; 

Who is too good to pity thee. 

(Ro. O my follies ! 

Then Edgar was abus’d. — 

Kind gods, forgive mo that, and pros])er him ! 

Reg. Go tlirust him out at gatt‘s, and let him smell 
His way to Dover. — How is’t, my lord ? how look you ? 

Com. I have receiv’d a hurt : — follow me, lady. — 

Turn out that eyeless villain ; — throw this slave 
Upon the dunghill. — Itegan, I bleed apace : 

Untimely comes this hui't ; give me your arm. 

\^Ejdt Cornwall^ led by Regan. — So7ne of th^ Ser~ 
vanis unbind Gloster^ and lead him out. 

Sec. Sem. I’ll never care what wickedness I do, 

If tliis man como to good. 

Third Serv. If she live long. 

And in the end meet tlio old coarse of death, 

Women will all turn monsters. 



812 


KINO LEAB. 


[AOTIV, 

Sec. Sen\ Let’s follow the old earl, and get the Bedlam 
To lead him where he would : his roguish madness 
Allows itself to any thing. 

Third Serv. Go thou : I’ll fetch some flax and whites of 

T’ apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help him ! 

\JElxeunt severally. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. The heath. 

Knter Kdoar. 

Tldg. Yfet better thus, and knowu^^**^ to be contemn’d, 
Than still contemn’d and flatter’d. To be worst, 

The lowest and most doji‘cted thing of fortune, 

Stands still in esperance, lives not in fear : 

The lamentable change is from the best ; 

The worst returns to laughter. Welcome, then, 

Tliou unsubstantial air that 1 embrace ! 

The wreteli tliat thou hast blown unto tlic worst 
Owes nothing to thy blasts. — But who corner here ? 

Knter Olobteu, led hy an Old Man.' 

My father, poorly led ? — World, world, O world ! 

But that thy strange mutations make us hate tliee, 

Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man. O, my good lord, 

I’ve been your tenant, and your father’s tenant, 

These fourscore years. 

Glo. Away, get tliee away ; good friend, bo gone : 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all ; 

Thee they may hurt. 

Old Man. You cannot see your way. 

Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes ; 

I stumbled when I saw": full oft ’tis seen, 

Qur means secure and our mere defects 

Prove our com modit ies. — O dear son Edgar, 
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Tlie food of thy abused father’s wrath I 
Might I but live to see thee in my touch, 

I’d say I had eyes again I 

Old Man. How now I Who ’s there ? 

Edg. [aside] O gods ! Who is’t can say, I’m at the 
worst” ? 

I’m worse tlian e’er I was. 

Old Man. ’Tis poor mad Tom. 

Edg. [ftstde] And worse I may be yet : the worst is not 
So long as we can say This is the worst.” 

Old Man. Fellow, where goest? 

Glo. Is it a beggar-man ? 

Old Man. Madman and beggar too. 

Glo. He has some reason, else ho could not beg. 

T’ the last night’s storm I such a fellow saw ; 

Which made me think a man a worm : my son 

Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind 

Was then scarce friends with him : I’ve heard more since. 

As flics to wanton boys, are wo to the gods, — 

Tliey kill us for their sport. 

Edg. [aside] How should this bo ? — 

Bad is the trade that must play fool to sorrow. 

Angering itself and others. — Bless tlieo, master 1 
Glo. Is tha^tlie naked fellow ? 

Old Man. Ay, my lord. 

Glo. Then, pritlioe, get thee gone : if, for my sake. 

Thou wilt o’ertake us, hence a mile or twain, 

1’ the way toward Dover, do it for ancient love ; 

And bring some covering for this naked soul. 

Which I’ll entreat to lead me. 

Old Man. Alack, sir, he is mad. 

Glo. ’Tis the times’ plaguc,^^'^^ when madmen lead the 
blind. 

Do as I bid thee, or ratker do thy pleasure ; 

Above the rest, be gone. 

Old Man. I’ll bring him the best ’parel that I have, 

Como on’t what will. [Ea^. 

Gh. Sirrah, naked fellow, — 

Edg. Poor Tom’s a-cold. — [Aside] I cannot daub it fur- 
ther. 
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Glo. Come hitlier, fellow. 

Edg. [aside] And yet I must. — Bless thy sweet eyes, they 
bleed. 

Gh. Know’st thou the way to Dover ? 

Edg, Botli stile and gate, horse- way and foot-path. Poor 
Tom hath been scared out of liis good wits ; — bless thee, good 
man’s son, from the foul fiend I — five fiends have been in poor 
[Torn at onco; of lust, as Obidicut Hobbididance, prince 
of dumbness ; Malm, of stealing ; Modo, of murder ; and Flib- 
bertigibbet, of mopxiing and inowing, — who since possesses 
chambermaids and wfii ting- women. So, bless thee, master ! 
6r/o. Hero, take this purse, thou whom the heavens’ 
plagues 

Have humbled to all strokes : tliat I am wretched 
Makes thee the happier : — heavens, deal so still ! 

Ijct the suj)erfluous and lust-dicde<l man, 

That slaves your ordinance, that ill not sec 
Because he doth not feel, feel your ]>ower quickly; 

So distribution slioiild undo excess. 

And each man have enough. — Dost thou know Dover? 

Edg, Ay, master. 

Glo, Thert' is a cliff, nhosc high and bonding head 
Looks fearfully in the confined deep : 

Bring me but to the very brim of it, 

And I’ll rc‘]»air the miser;y thou dtist bear 
With stanething rich about me : from that place 
I shall no leading ]ieed. 

Edg, Ghe me thy arm : 

Poor Tom shall lead thee. [Exeunt, 


Scene II. Before the Duke of Albany’s palace. 
Enter G<»NEiiiii and Edmund. 

Gon, Welcome, my lord : I marvel our mild husband 
Not mot us on tlie way. 

Enter Oswald. 

Now, whore’s your master ? 
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Oaw. Madam, within ; but ncvor man so chang’d. 

I told him of tho army that was landed ; 

Ho smil’d at it : I told him you wore coming ; 

His answer was, “ Tlie worse of GlosteSr's treachery. 

And of the loyal service of his son. 

When I inform’d him, then ho call’d mo sot. 

And told mo 1 had turn’d tlie wrong side out : — 

What most he should dislike seems pleasant to him ; 

What like, offensive. 

Gon, [<o Tlien shall you go no furtlier. 

It is the cowish terror of his spirit, 

That dai*cs not undertake : he’ll not feci wrongs, 

Which tie him to an answer. Our wislu*s on the way 
May prove cftocts. Back, Edmund, to my brother ; 
ilasteii his musters and conduct his ]>owers : 

1 must change arms at home, and give the distaff 
Into my husband’s hands. Tin’s trusty servant 
Khali pass between us : ore long you’re like to licar, 

If you dare venture in your own behalf, 

A mistress’s command. Wear tliis ; spare speech ; 

Giving a favour. 

Decline yoiu’ head : this kiss, if it durst S 2 >eak, 

AVould btrt'tch tliy spirits uj> into tlio air : — 

Conceive, and ft^c thee well. 

E(hn. Yours in the ranks of death. 

Goii. My most dear Glostcr ! 

\_ICxit Edmund. 

O, till' difference of man and man ! To thee 
A woman’s services are due : my fool 
Usujyis my body. 

Oaw, Madam, here comes my lord. \_E,riL 

Enter Albany, 

Gon, I have been worth tlie whisd o. 

Alh, O Goneril ! 

You are not worth die dust which tho rude wind 
Blows in your face. I fear your disposition : 

Tliat nature which contemns its ori^n 
Cannot bo border’d certain in itself ; 

She that herself will sliver and disbranch 
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From her material sap, perforce must wither, 

And come to deadly use. 

Gotu No more ; the text is foolish. 

Alb. Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem vile : 

Filths savour but themselves. What have you done ? 

Tigers, not daughters, what have you perform’d ? 

A fatlicr, and a gracious aged man. 

Whose reverence the head-lugg’d bear would lick. 

Most barbarous, most degenerate I have you madded. 

Could my good brother sutler you to do it ? 

A man^ a prince, by him so benefited ! 

If thaftte heavens do not their visible spirits 
Bend quickly down to tame these^®^^ vile offences, 
It‘wiH*come, 

Hqm^^ty must perforce prey on itself, 

Like monsters' of the deep. 

Gon, Milk-liver’d man 1 

^at bear’st'a chock for blows, a bead for wrongs ; 

Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning 

Thine honour from thy suffering ; tlmt not know’st 

Fools do those villains pity who aroqninish’d 

Ere they have done tlieir mischief. Whore’s thy drum ? 

Franco spreads his banners in our noiseless land ; 

With plumed helm tliy slayer begins threats ; 

Whiles thou, a moral fool, sitt’st still, and ericst 
Alack, why does he so ?” 

AJb. See thyself, devil I 

Prope r deformity seems not in the fiend 
So horrid as in woman. 

Gon* O vain fool 1 

AJh, Tliou changM and self-cover’d^®®^ tiling, for shame, 
Be-monster not thy feature. Were ’t my fitness 
To let these liands obey my blood,^^^^ 

They’re apt enough to dislocate and tear 
Thy flesh and bones : — liowe’cr thou art a fiend, 

‘A woman’s shape doth shield thee. 

Gon. Marry, your manliood now I 

Enter a Messenger. 


Alb* What news? 
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Mm. 0, my good lord, the Duke of Cornwall’s dead ; 
Slain by his servant, going to put out 
The otlier eye of Gloster. 

Alh, Glostor’s eyes 1 

Mess. A servant that he bred, thrill’d with remorse. 
Oppos’d against the act, bonding his sword 
To his great master ; who, thereat enrag’d. 

Flew on him, and amongst tliem fell’d him dead ; 

But not without that harmful stroke which since 
Hatli pluck’d him after. 

Alb. This 

You justicers, that these our 
So speedily can vengo I — But, 0 
Lost he his other eye ? 

Mess. Both, both. 

This letter, madam, craves a speedy answer ; 

'Tis from your sister. 

Gon. [asule’] One way I like this well ; 

But being widow, and my Gloster with her. 

May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful life : another way 
The news is not so tart. — I’ll read, and answer. \_EiVit, 

Alb. Where was his son when they did take his eyes? 
Mess, Como with my lady hitlier. 

Alh, He’s not here. 

Mess, No, my good lord ; I met him back again. 

Alh, Knows he the wickedness? 

Mess, Ay, my good lord ; ’twas ho inform’d against him ; 
And quit the house on purpose, tliat their punishment 
Might have the freer course. 

All, Gloster, I live 

To thank thee for the love thou show’dst tlie king, 

And to revenge thine eyes. — Como hitlier, friend : 

Tell mo what more thou know’st. [EiCemt. 
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Scene III. The Frejich camp near Dover, 

Enter Kent and a Gentleman. 

Kent, Why tho King of Franco is so suddenly gone back 
know you the reason ? 

Gent, Somotliing he loft imi)erfect in the state, which 
since his coming forth is thought of; wliich imports to the 
kingdom so much fear and danger, that his personal return 
was most required and iieeossary. 

Kent, Who hath ho left behind him general ? 

Gent. Tlie Marshal of France, Monsieur La Far.^®2) 

Kent, Bid your letters pierce the queen to any demon- 
stration of grief? 

Gent, Ay, sir ; she^93) took them, read them in my pre- 
sence ; 

*And now and then an ami>le tear trill’d down 
;Her delicate tfheek : it seem’d she was a queen 
Over her passion ; who, most rebel-like. 

Sought to bo king o’er her. 

Kent. 0, then U mov’d her. 

Gent, Not to a rage : patience and sorrow strove^ 

Wlio should exjiress lier goodliest. You liave seen 
Sunshine and rain at once : her smiles and tears 
Were like a bettor day :^***'^ those haj)j)y smilets 
That play’d on her riju' lip seem’d not to know 
\ What guests were in her eyes ; which parted thence 
^As pearls from diamonds dro 2 )t. — In brief, sorrow^^^*^ 

Would be a rarity most belov’d, if all 
Could so become it. 

Kent, Made she no verbal question ? 

Gent, Faitli, once or twice she heav’d the name of fa- 
ther” 

Pantingly forth, as if it press’d her heart ; 

Cried Sisters, sisters ! — Sluune of ladies I sisters I 
Kent ! fatlier I sisters I What, i’ the storm ? i’ the night ? 
Let pity not bo btdiev’d !” — There she shook 
The holy water from her heavenly eyes, 

,And clamour moisten’d: then away she started 
To deal with grief alone. 
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Kent^ It is tlie stars, 

Tile stars above us, govern our conditions ; 

Else one S|^ mate and mate could not beget 

Such different issues. You spoke not with her since ? 

GenU No. 

Kent. Was tliis before the king return’d ? 

Gent. No, since. 

Kent. Well, sir, the poor disirossed Lear’s i’ the town ; 
Who sometime, in his better tune, remoml>erH 
What we are come about, and by no means 
■Will yield to see his daughter. 

Gent. Why, good sir ? 

Kent. A sovereign shame so 4dJ)ow^ him : his own unkind- 
ness, 

Tlmt str ipp ’d her from his benediction, turn’d her 
Ti) foreign casualties, gave her dear rights 
To his dog-hearted daughters, — these things sting 
His mind so venomously, that burning shame 
Detains him from Cordelia. 

Gent. Alack, 2 >oor gentleman ! 

Kent. Of Albany’s and Cornwall’s jiowers you heard not ? 
Gent. ’Tis so they are a-foot. 

Kent. Well, sir. I’ll bring you to our master Lear, 

And leave you to attend him : some dear cause 
Will in eoiiecalmejit wra]) inc' U2> awhile ; 

AVlieii I am known aright, you slndl not gnevo 

Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go 

Along with me. \_Exeunt. 


Scene IV. The same. A tent. 

Enter Cordelia, Doctor, and Soldiers. 

Cur. Alack, ’tis he : why, lie was mot oven now 
As mad as the vex’d sea ; singing aloud ; 

Crown’d with rank fumitcr^^^^ and ftirro w-we eds. 
With burdock s.^^Q) hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers, 
D^^riiel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our sustaining com. — ^A centuiy send forth ; 
bearcli every acre in the high-grown field, 
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And bring him to our eye. an OficerJ ] — What can 

man’s wisrlom 

In the restoring his bereaved sense ? 

Ho tliut lielpH liim take all my ouhvard worth. 

J)oct, TIhto is menus, madam : 

Our fostc‘r-nurse of nature is repose^, 

Tlie wln(‘li he lacks ; that to provoke in him 
Are many sim])lc*s oj)erative, whose })owor 
Will el<jHc‘ the eye of anguish. 

Cor. . All bloss’d secrets, 

All you iinjmblish’d virtues of the earth. 

Spring witli my tears ! be aidant and remcdiati^ 

In th(‘ good man’s distress ! — Sevk, He(‘k for him ; 

Tjcst his ungovern’d rage dissolve the life 
Tliat wants the means to lead it. 

Enter a MeshongcT. 

MesH. Nt'ws, madam ; 

Tile llritish ])owers are marebing hitherward. 

Cor. ’Ti^ known b<‘for<‘ ; our ]>rt*j)aration stands 
In expoetation of them. — () dear father. 

It is tliy business that 1 go about ; 

Tla'refore great France 

My inourning and inip<)rtaiit tears liatli pitied. 

No blown ambition doth our arms inciti*, 

But love, dear lov(% and our ag’d fatluT’s riglit : 

Soon may 1 heai' and see him ! \^Eji:€unt. 


Scene V. -1 room in Olosteu’s castle. 

Enter IIeovn and Onwvlo. 

But art' my brother’s jwwers set forth ? 

Osw. Ay, madam. 

Jietf. Himself in jwrson there ? 

Oatr. Madam, with much ado : 

Your sistt'r is the better soldier. 

Lord Edmund spnhe not with your lord at home ? 
Oiw. No, madam. 
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What might imi>ort my sister^s letter to him? 

Oaw. I know not, lady. 

Beg. Faith, ho is jiostod hence on serious matter. 

It was great ignorance, Gloster's eyes being out, 

To lot him live : where ho arrives he moves 
All hearts against us : Edmund, I think, is gone, 

In pity of his misery, to dispatcli 
His nighted life ; moreciver, to descry 
Tlie strength o’ the enemy. 

Of^w. 1 must needs after him, iiiadam^ with my letter. 

Beg. Our troops sot fortli to-morrow : stay witli us ; 

Tlic ways are dangerous. 

Oaw. I may not, madam : 

My Indy ehai’g’d my duty in this business. 

Beg. Why should she W'rite to Edmund ? Might not you 
Ti'ansport her j)urposcs by w'ord? Belike, 

Sfimetliing — I know not what : — I’ll love thee much. 

Lot me unseal the letter. 

(W. Madam, I had rather — 

Reg. I know your lady does not love her husband ; 

I’m sun* of that : and at lu‘r lah» being hero 
She gave slrango oeill iads and most s])eaking looks 
To noble Edmund. I know you are of her bosom. 

0m\ 1, madam? 

Reg. I s])eak in undc'rsbinding ; you are, I know’! : 
Therefore I do advise you, take this note ; 
lily lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talk’d ; 

And more convenient is lie for my hand 
Tliaii for your lady’s ; — ^}’ou may gather more. 

If you do find him, i)ray you, give him tliis ; 

And wlieii your mistress hears llius much from you, 

I l»ray, desire her call her wisdom to her. 

So, fare you welL 

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor, 

Preferment falls on him tliat cuts him off. 

Oaic. Would I could meet him, madam ! I would show 
What party I do follow. 

Reg. Fare thee well. \Exeuni. 


VOL. VII. 
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Scene VL 77ie country mar Dover. 

Enter r;!LOHTEn, and Edgar dressed Uhe n peasant, 

Glo, Wlion shall I come to tlio top of tliat Hame hill ? 

Kdy, You do (dimb up it now : h>ok, how wo labour. 

Ghu Mcdhiiiks tlio ground is even. 

Edij. Horrible steep. 

Tlark, do you hoar th(' sea ? 

Glo. No, tnily. 

Kdtj. Why, then, your other .senses ^row iin|>orfect 
By your eyes’ an^iiisli. 

Glo. So may it be, indeed : 

Methinks thy ^ olee is alterVI ; and thon spoak’st 
In hotter phrase nnd matter than than didst. 

E]i1y. You're much deceived : in nothing am I chang’d 
But in my garments. 

Glo. Methinks you’re better spoken. 

EJdy. Como on, sir ; licre’s tlie jdace : — stand still. — How 
fearful 

f And dizzy ’tis to cast one’s eyes so low I 
The crows and choughs that wing the midway air 
Show scarce so gross as hoetles : half way down 
H.angs one that gathers samphire, — dreadful trade ! 

Methiuks \u) seems no higgt*r than his head : 

Tlie iishermen, that walk u]k>ii the beaeh, 

A]»pear like miee ; and a ond tall anchoring bark, 

Diminish’d t<» her eo<»k, — ^lier eoek, a buoy 
Almost too small for sight : the murmuring surge, 

Tliat on til’ iiiinuniber’d idle pebbles cliiifes,^^^^ 

(Cannot be beard so high. — I’ll look no more ; 

Lost my brain turn, and the doftciont sight 
To]>ple down hi'adlong. 

Glo. 8et me whore you stand. 

Eily. Give me your hand : — ^\'ou’re now within a foot 
Of til’ extreme a ergo ; for all beneath the moon 
Would I not leap upright. 

Glo. Let go my hand. 

Here, friend, ’s another jmi’se ; in it a jewel 
Well worth a 2 >oor man's taking : fairies and gods 
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Prosper it witli thee I Go thou further off ; 

Bid mo farewell, and let me hoar thee going. 

JEdff, Now fare you well, g(K»d sir. 

Glu* With all my heart 

7iV/f/. [o/»?V7^] Why I do trifle tlius with his despair 
Is done to eure it. 

(jlo. O you mighty gods ! 

Tin's world I do ronouneo, and, in your sights. 

Shako patiently my gi-oat afliirtion ofl': 

If I oould hc‘ar it longer, and not fall 
To cjiiarrc^l with ycnir great o]>]><>84'1«‘hs \\ ills. 

]VIy snuff and loutlied jiart of iiatur»> should 
Burn itself out. If Edgar Uvo, O, hless him I — 

Now, fellow, faro thee well. 

Gone, sir : — farowoll. 

[^(rlosfer throws himself fonvartf ^ ami falls. 
And yot I know not how conceit may roh 
The treasury of life, when life itself 
Yields to tlie theft : had ho been where ho thought, 

By tliis had thought been past. — ^Alivo or dead ? 

Ho you, sir ! friend I — Hear yon, sir I — speak ! — 

[Aside] Thus miglit he pass indeed : — yet he revives. — 
What are you, sir ? 

Glo. Away, and let mo die. 

hMf/. TTadst tlioii been aught hut gossamer, feathers, air, 
So many fathom down j)reeipitatii'^, 

Tlinu'’dst shiverM like an egg: hut thou dost breathe; 

Hast lioavv Hiibstan(*e ; bleed’st not ; spoak’st ; art sound. 

Ten masts at caclf m.ako not the altitude 
Which thou hast perpendic*ularly fell : 

Thy life ’s a miracle. S|)eak yet again. 

Glo. But liavc I fall’ll, or no? 

/vVty. From the dn^ad summit <»f this clialky hoiirn. 

Look up a-height ; — tlie shrill-gorg’d lark so far 
('ainiot be seen or heard : do but look uj). 

Irlo. Alack, I have no <*yes. — 

Is wrctchodn(‘ss depriv’d that benefit 

To end itself by death ? ’Twas yet some comfort, 

Wlien misery could beguile the tyrant’s rage. 

And frustrate his proud w’ill. 
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Edg. Give me your arm : 

Up : — BO. — How is’t ? Feel you your logs ? You stand. 

Glo. Too well, too well. 

Edg, Tliis is above all strangeness. 

Upon the crown o’ the cliff, what thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 

6 rfo. A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Ed(j. As I stood hero below, methought his eyes 
Were two full moons ; he had a thousand noses, 

Homs w}uilk’d and wav’d like tlie onridgod sea : 

It was some* fiend ; therefore, thou hapi)v father, 

Tliink that the clearest gods, who make them honours 
Of men’s impossibilities, have preserv’d tln*e. 

Glo. I do remember now : henec^forth I’ll boar 
Affliction till it do ery out itself 

** Enough, enough,” and die. Tliat thing you speak of, 

I took it for a man ; often ’twould say 

** The fiend, tlic fiend he h*d me to that place. 

Ed(j. Bear free and i)atient thoughts. — But who comcbherc? 

Enter Leak, y<///fosfcrd/j/ dns^^ed with wild flowers. 

The bafi'r will iu''er accommodate 

His master thus. 

J^ar, No, th<*y cannot touch me for coining ; I am the 
king himseltl 

Edg, [osw/#] () thou Mde-]>iercjiig sight! 

Ijrar. Natun* "s ahov e art in that resj)ect, — There ’s your 
press-money. That follow handles his how like a cww-keeper : 
draw mo a elotliier's vard. — Look, look, a mouse! Peace, 
peace; — this piece of toa'>ted cheosi' will do 't. — Tliere ’s my 
gauntlet ; I’ll ]iro\e it on a giant. — Bring up the brown bills. 
— O, well flow 11, bird ! — i’ the clout, i’ the clout ; hewgh ! — 
Give the word. 

Edg, Sweet marjoram. 

Jjear, Pass. 

Glih I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha! Gonoril, — with a white beard! — They flattered 
me like a dog ; and told me I luid vvluti^ hairs in my beard ere the 
black ones were there. — To say ‘‘ay” and “no” to everything 
(that, I said! — “Ay” and “no” too was no good divinity.^^^^^ 
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'When the rain camo to wet mo oii(*o, and tho wind to make 
me chatter; when tho thunder would not pence at my bidding; 
there I found ’em, there I smelt ’em out. Go to, they are not 
men o’ tlieir words ; they told me 1 was every tiling ; ’tis a' 
lie, — 1 am not ague-proof. 

Glo. Hie trick of Uiat voice I do well remember : 

I^’t not the king ? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a king : 

When I do stare, see how the subject quakes 
1 pardon that man’s life. — What ^^aH thy cause? — 

AduJtcry ? — 

Thou shalt not die : die for adultery f No : 

The wren goes to’t, and the small gilded lly 
I )oes lecher in my sight. 

lit t copulation thrive ; for Glostor’s bastard son 
Was kinder to his father than my daughters 
(iot ’tween the lawful sheets. 

To’t, luxury, pell-mell I for 1 lack soldiers. — 
behold } ond simpering dame. 

Whose liico between her forks presages snow'. 

That minces \irtue, and does shake tiie head 
To hear of pleasure’s name, — 

The fitchew nor the soiled horse goes to’t 
With a more riotous appetite. 

Down from the waist they ai'e Centam's, 

Though women all above : 

but to tlie girdle do tho gods inherit. 

Beneath is all the fiends’ ; 

There’s hell, there’s darkness, there’s the sulphurous pit, 
burning, scalding, stench, consumption; — fie, fie, fie I pali, 
j)ah I Give me an ounce of civet, good apotliecaiy, to sweeten 
iny imagination : tliere’s money for thee. 

Glo. O, let me kiss tliat hand I 

Lear. Let me wipe it first ; it smells of nmrtality. 

Glo. O ruin’d piece of nature I Tliis great world 
Shall so wear out to naught. — Dost tliou know me ? 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough. Dost thou 
squigy at me ? No, do thy worst, blind Cupid ; I’ll not love. 
— Bead thou this challenge ; mark but tlie penning of it. 

Glo. Were all the letters suns, I could not see one. 
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Edg. [aside] I would not take tliis from report ; — ^it is, 
And my heart breaks at it. 

Lear, lli^ad. 

Glo, What, with the case of eyes? 

Lear. O, lio, are 3 ou there with me ? No eyes in ^rour 
lioad, nor no money in your i)urse? Your eyes are in a 
lieayy c*use, 3'oiir purse in a light : yet you see how this world 
goes. 

(Jlo. I see it feelingl}'- 

Lear. What, art mad ? A man may see hoAv this world 
goes with Jio (yes. Look with thine ears : sec how yond 
justie(‘ rails u])on yond simjile thiell Hark, in thine ear: 
change jilaees ; and, haiaU'-dand^', which is the justice, 
which is the thief? — Tlioii hast setMi a fariiier's dog bark at 
a beggar ? 

Glo. Ay, sir. 

Jjear. And tlw‘ eroaliire run from tlu' cur? Tlir'rc thou 
iinightst bcliold tluj gn'at inuigt* of anthorit}^ : a dog’s obeyed 
in t»fiice. — 

Thou rascal beadle*, hold th\' bloody hand ! 

Why dost thou lash that >vhor<*? Htrrj) thim* own back; 
Thou holh liistVt to u.'nc ]i(*i’ in that kind 

For >\hich thoii whipp'st h<»r. TJie usurer hangs the c ozene r. 
jThrough tatter’d clothes small vices tlo a[)pcar 

K i*s and fnrrM gi>wns ln\h* all. Hlatti sin^l*‘'>> with gold, 
the slrtnig hiiiec of justice* hurtless breaks; 
lArin it in rags, a ])iginy’s strjiw does pierce it, 

N<»ne does oifeiul, none , — 1 say, none ; J'll : 

Take that of me, mv friend, who have the jxnver 
To seal llf accuser’s lips. (j}t*t thee glass i*ycs; 

And, likt* a scurvv ])olitician, secmi 

,T« see the things thou dost not. — Now, now, now', now' : 

Pull otf my boots : — Inu'der, harder : — so. 

Edg. O, matter and iiin)ertinency mix’d ! 

Hoason in madness ! 

Lear. If thou w ilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 

I know' tlieo well enough ; thy name is Gloster : 

Tliou must be patient ; we^eamo er^diig hither : 

Tliou know'’st, the first time that we smell the air, 

We wawl and cry. — I will preach to thee : mark. 
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Glo* Alack, alack tlio day ! 

Lear. When we are bom, we cry that we are come 
To this great stage of fools. — ^Tliis* u good bloc k : — 

It were a delicate Rtratag(»m to shoe 
A troop of liorso with felt : I’ll ]>iit’t in proof; 

Aiul when I’ve stol’ii u])oii these soiis-in-kw, 

Tlien, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill ! 

Enter u Cb'iitlomuii, w<V7i Attoiulunts. 

(hnU O, bore li(‘ is : lay band njnm biin. — Sir, 

Your most dear daughter — 

Lraw Norcseuo? AVbal, a ])i:isoner ? 1 am cv(*n 

The natural fool oi‘fortiiiu^ — Use nu‘ well ; 

You shall huA'e rausoiii. Let iin^ ba\e a snrge»>ii 
I am cut to the brains. 

Gent, You shall have* any thing. 

Lear, No .^conds? .nil myself? 

Why, this would niak<' a man a man of salt, 

To us(‘ his eyes foi* garden w'-ater-pots, 

Ay, and for laying autunnfs dust.^^^^^^ 

Gent, flood sir, — 

Ijear, I will di(‘ brav<*ly, like a smug bridegrotun. What ! 
I will bo jovial : come, eomo ; I am a king; 

My masters, know' you that. 

Gent, You arc a royal one, and w'<‘ obey you. 

Lear, Tlam ther(‘’.s life in ’t. Nay, an you get it, you 
shall get it by running, ^a, sa, sa, s.n. 

t; A ttmdanta follow. 

Gent. A sight most ])itifnl in the mi-anost wri‘tch, 

Past speaking of in a king ! — Thou hast our* daughter, 

\\ ho redeems nature from the general eurse 
Which twain have brought her to. 

Edg, Hail, gentle sir. 

Gent, Sir, speed you : what’s your will-? 

Edg, Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle t oward ? 

Gent, Most sure and vulgar : every one la/ars tljat, 

Wliich can distinguish sound. 

Edg, But, by your favour, 

How' near ’s the other army ? 

Gent, Near and on spe^y foot; the m^^^sciy 
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Btands on tho hourly thought. 

Edg, I thank you, sir : that’s alL 

GenU Though that die queen on special cause is here, 
Her army is mov’d on. 

Edg. I thank you, sir. [^Exit Gent. 

Glo. You cver-gcntle gocls, take my breath from me ; 

Let not my worsor spirit tempt mo again 
To die before you please I 

Edg. Well pray you, father. 

Glo. Now, goo<l sir, what are you ? 

Edg. A most poor man, made tame to fortune’s blows 
^ho, by the art of known and fec‘ling sorrows, 
fAm pregnant to good pity. Give me yoiir hand, 

I’ll lead you to some biding. 

Glo. Hearty thanks : 

Tlio bounty and the benison of heaven 
To boot, and boot ! 

Enter Oswald. 

Osftv. A ])roelaini’d prize I Most happy ! 

Tliat eyeless head of thine was tii’st fram’d flesh 
To raise my fortunes. — Tliou old unhappy traitor. 

Briefly thyself remeinbcu* : — tlie sword is out 
Tliat must destiHiy thee. 

Glo. Now let thy friendly hand 

Put strength enough to it. \lildgar interposes. 

Osxi\ Wherefore, bold peasant, 

Dar’st thou support a iniblisird traitor ? Honco ; 

Lost that th’ infection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. 

Edg. Cliill not let go, zir, wdlhout vurthcr ’casion. 

Owe. Let go, slave, or thou diest ! 

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gait, and let poor volk 
pass. An ehud ha’ bec»n zwaggered out of my life, ’twould 
not ha’ been zo long as ’tis by a vortnight Nay, come not 
near the old man ; keej) out, eho vor ye, or iso try wrhether 
your coste d or my hallow bo tho harder : chill be plain with 
you. 

Osw. Out, dunghill ! 

Edg. ChiU pick your teeth, zir : come ; no matter vor 
your-foins. [They JigM, and Edgar knocks him daum. 
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Offw. ■'Slave, tliou hast slain mo : — ^villain, take my purse : 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body ; 

And give the letters which thou finil’st; about mo 

To Edmund earl of Glostcr ; seek him out 

Ul)on the English party: — O, untimely doatlil^^^®^ \jDies. 

Kdg. I know thee well : a ser\'icoable vilhiin ; 

As duteous to the vices of thy mistress 
As badness would desire. 

iilo. What, is he dead ? 

Kchj. Sit you down, fatlier ; rest you. — 

Let’s see his pockets : these letters that he speaks of 
May be my friends. — He’s dead ; I’m only sorry 
He liad no other death ’s-msiii. — Lot us see : — 

Leave, gentle w’ax ; and, manners, blame us not : 

T<i know our enemies’ minds, we’d ri]> tlu^ir hearts ; 

'I’heir papers, is more lawful. 

\_]icads~\ “ Let our rccii)rocal vows be roincnibered. You have 
many opportunities to cut hiiu off : if your will want not, time and 
])lacc will be fruitfully offered. There is nothing done, if he return 
the conqueror : then am 1 the prisoner, and his bed luy gaol ; from 
the loathed warmth whereof deliver me, and supply the place for 
your labour. 

Your — wife, so I would say — affectionate servant, 

“ Goneril.” 

O uiidistinguisli’d space of woman’s will 
A jdot upon her virtuous husband’s life ; 

And the exchange my brother I — Here, in the sands. 

Time I’ll rake up, the jiost unsaiictified 
Of murderous lechers : and, in the mature time. 

With this ungracious paper strike the sight 
Of tlie deat h-practi s’d duke : for liim ’tis well 
That of thy death and business I can tell. 

Glo. The king is mad : how stiff is my vile sense, 

That I stand up, and have i ngeniou s feeling 
Of my huge sorrows ! Better I were distract : 

So should my thoughts be sever’d from my griefs. 

And woes, by wrong imaginations, lose 
The knowledge of tliemselves. 

Edg. Qive me your hand : 

[Drum afar 
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Far off, mothinks, I hear the beaten drum ; 

Como, fatlior, I’ll bestow you witli a friend. [^Exeunt. 


Scene VIL A tmt in the French camp, Lear on a heel asleep j 
soft music plat/in*/ ; Doetor, Gentleman, and others attending, 

Enter Couuklia and Kent. 

Cor, O thou ^ood Kent, how shall 1 liv(3 and work, 

To ]nat(*]i tliy goodm^ss ? My life will be too short. 

And every nicasuro fail me. 

Ke?if, To be aekjiowled^’d, mfwhini, is o'erpaid. 

All my r(j^)^ts with tlu* modest truth ; 

Nor more nor elipp’d, hut so. 

(^or, H(‘ better suited : 

These weeds are nuMiiories of tlit)se worsor hours : 

I ]>rithe(3, put them oil'. 

Fcnf, Pardon, dear madam ; 

Yet to he known shortens my iiiadt* iiittmt ; 

My boon I make it, that you know nu* iH)t 
Till time and I think meet. 

(^or. Then he’t so, iin ^ood lord . — [^To the Uocioi'^ How 
does tin* kin;^? 

IMadaiu, sleejis still, 
f ()/*. () you kind ^<m1s, 

Cure this ^n»at breach in Jiis abused nature! 

Th’ untiuiM and jairin^ senses, t>, wind up 
Of this ehild-ehau^ed lather ! 

Ihcf, So j)h*ase your majesty 

Tliat we may wake th(' kinc; : Im‘ hath slept loii^. 

Cor, Ik' ^in ern’d by your knowledge, and proceed 
P the sway of ^ our own A>ill, Js hc' array’d 
Gent, Ay, madam ; in the heaviness of sleep 
Wo j)ut tresh gjirmonts on him. 

IJoct, Bo by, good madam, when wo do awake liim ; 

I doubt not of hia toinperancc.^^^^^ 

Cor, Very well. 

Doct, Please you, draw\near, — Louder tlio music there ! 
Cor, O my dear fatlior ! Restoration hang 
Thy medicine on my lips ; and let tliis kiss 
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Impair thoflo violent harms that my two sisters 
Have in thy reveronco marie ! 

Kent. Kintl and dear princess 1 

Cor. Had you not been their father, tliese whitt» flakes 
Had ehalleng’d pity of Was this a face 

To bo oppos’d against the Avjirriiig winds ? 

To stand against the dt*(‘]) dreatUboItcHl thumlor ? 

In the most terrible and nimble stroke 

Ol quiek, cross lightning? to watch — j)oor perdu! — 

With this tliin helm? Mine column’s dog, 

Thougli li(‘ had bit me, should hn»t* siuod that night 
Against my fire ; and wast thou lain, poor hitlier, 

To lunel thee \\ith swine, and rogues forlorn, 

In nIjoi’I and musty straw ? AlaeL, ahu^k ! 

'Tis wonder that thy lift' and wits at onet* 

Had not concluded all. — lit' wakt's ; spt'ak to him. 

J)ori. Madam, do you ; ’tis fitti'st. 

Cor. How does my rt>\al lortl? hmv fares your majesty? 
Liar. You do me wremg to take me out o’ the gra\<* : — 
Thou art a soul in bliss x but 1 am bound 
rptai a w'heel of' firt‘, that mine ow n tears 
i)(» scald like molten lead. 

( \>f. ►Sir, do you know me ? 

//C( 0 '. You are a spirit, 1 know : when did you die ? 

Co7\ Still, still, far wdtle ! 

l>oct. He’s scarce awake: h*t bim alone awhile. 

Lear. Whore have 1 been ? Whore am 1 ? — Fair day- 
light ? — 

I’m miglitily abus’d. — I shouhl c’t'ii die wdth l>ity. 

To set* aiiotlier thus. — 1 know not what to say. — 

1 will not sw’ear thi'se are my hands : — Plot’s see ; 

I feel this pin prick. Woidd I were assur’d 
Of my condition ! 

Cor. O, look upon me, sir. 

And hold your hands in benediction o’er mo : — 

No, sir, you must not knock 

Lear. I^ray, do not mock me : 

I am a very foolish fond old man, 

Fourscore and upward, not an hour more nor less 
And, to deal plahily, 
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I foar I am not in my perfect mind. 

MethinkH I fthould know you, and know this man ; 

Yet I am doubtful : for I’m mainly ignorant 
Wliat ]»laoo this is ; and all the skill I have 
llomoinbers not these garmoiiis ; nor I know not 
WhcTO I did lodge last night. Do not laugh at me ; 

For, as 1 am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor. And so I am, I am. 

Lear. Bo your h'ars wet ? yc‘s, faith. 1 pray, weep not : 
If you lia\c ]>oison f<ir me, 1 will drink it. 

I know^ you do not love mo ; for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong : 

You have some cause, tliev have not. 

Cor. No cause, no c^usc. 

Lear. Am 1 in France ? 

Kent. In your own kingdom, sir. 

Lear. Do not abuse mo. 

J)oct. Bo comforted, good madam : the great rage,. 

You see, is kill’d in him ; and ^et ’tis clanger 
To make him e\<*n <»Vr the tiim» he has lost. 

Desire him to go in ; tronhh^ him no more 
Till furtlu»r settling. 

Cor. AViirt please your highness walk? 

Lear. You must bear wdtli mo : 

Pray you now", forget and forgi\e : I'm old and foolish. 

[^Kxetnif all earept Kent and Gentleman. 
Gent. Holds it true, sir, that tlio Duke of Cornw'all was 
so slain ? 

Kent. Most certain, sir. 

Gent. AVho is e()ndiicU)r of his people? 

Kent. As ’tis said, tlic bastard s<^n of Gloster. 

Gent. The}' say Edgar, his banished son, is wdth tlie Earl 
of Kent ill Germany. 

Kent. Report is changoahle. ’Tis time to look about ; the 
powers of the kingdom approach apace. 

Gent. Tlie arbitrement is like to bo bloody. Fare you 
well, sir. \_Exit. 

Kent. My point and period wdll bo throughly wrought, 

Or well or ill, as this day’s battle's fought [Easii. 
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Scene I. The camp of the J3citlsh foi*ces^ near Dover, 

Enter, with drum aud colours, Edmund, Reoan, Officera, Soldiers, 

and other's. 

Kdm, Know of tlio <luko if liis last purpose hold, 

Or whether since lie is advis’d nii^bt 
To change the courscj : lie’s full of altoi^ation 
And self-reproving : — ^bring his cjonstant pleasure. 

I] To an Officer, who goes out, 
lleg. Our sister’s man is certainly miscarried. 

Kdm, ’Tis to bo doubted, madam. 

lieg* Now, sweet lord, 

You know the goodness T intend upon you : 

Tell me, — but truly, — but then speak the truth, 

Do you not love my sister ? 

Edm, In honour’d love. 

Reg, But have you never found my brother’s way 
To the forfended jdaec* ? 

Edm, That thought abuses you. 

Reg, I am doubtful that you have been conjunct 
And bosom’d with her, as far as we call hors. 

Edm, No, by mine honour, madam. 

Reg, I never shall endure her : dear my lord,’ 

Be not familiar with her. 

EJdm, Fear me not : — 

She and the duke her husband ! 

Enter, with dnim and colours, Albany, (jONEUil, and Soldiers. 

Gon, frz.s«/e] I had rather lose the battle than that sister 
Should loosen him and me. 

Alh, Our very loving sister, w'cll be-met. — 

Sir, this I hear, — the king is come to his daughter. 

With others whom the* rigour of our state 
Fon*’d to cry out. Where I could not bo honest, 

I never yet was valiant : for this business, 
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It toucheth UR, as France invades our land, 

Not bolds the king, with others, whom, I fear. 

Most just and heavy causes make opi)oso. 

Kdm, Sir, you sjjcak nobly. 

Uey, Why is this reason’d ? 

Gofi, Combine together ’gainst tlio enemy ; 

For these domestie and ]>artieu]ar broils 
Are not tlio question licrc. 

Alh. Let’s, then, determine 

With the ancient of war on our proecodings.^^^7) 

JFldm. 1 shall attc*nd you presently at your tent. 

Hog. Sister, you’ll go with us ? 

Gon, No. 

l^eg, ’Tis most convenient ; i)ray’ you, go with us. 

Gon, O, ho, I know the riddle. — I will go. 

Ar theg are going onf^ enter Eixjar fJisgnisefL 

JFJdg. If o’er your grace had spec'eh with man so poor. 
Hear me one word. 

Alh. ril overtake ycm. — Speak. 

all ea'«e2>t Albrntg and Uldgar. 
Tldg. Before you fight the battle, ope this letter. 

If you have victory, let the trumpet sound 

For him that brought it : wretidied though I seem, 

I can produce a ehainpion that will prove 
What is avouched there. If you iniseany’, 

'Your busiiu'ss of the world hath so an end, 

And ninehination ceases. Fortune love you ! 

A Ih. Stjiv till 1 've read th(i letter. 

Kdg, I was forbid it. 

When time shall serve, let but the herald cry. 

And I’ll appear again. 

Alh, Why, fiu’e tlw^c w'ell : I will o’erlook thy paper. 

\_Exit Edgar. 

"Re-enter Edmund. 

Edm. Tlie enemy ’s in view ; ilraw uj) your powers. 

Here is the guess of their true strength and forces 
By diligent discovery ; — Imt your haste 
Is now urg’d on you. 

Alh. We will greet the time. 


\EsciU 
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Edm. To both those sisters have I sworn my love ; 

Each jealous of the other, as^e stun^ < 

Arc of die adder. Which of diem sliall I take ? 

Both ? ono ? or neidier ? Neither can be enjoy’d, 

If both remain alive : to take the widow 
Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril ; 

And hardly shall I carry out my s ide,^^^^^ 

Her husband being alive. Now, tlieii, we’ll use 
His coimtenaiico for the batde; which being done, 

Let her who would be rid of him dev ise 
His sj)ec(ly taking ofll As for dio mercy 
Which lie intends to Loai* and to Cordelia, — 

Tlic battle done, and diey within our power, 

Phall never see his pardon ; for my state 

Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [^Ea'tL 


Scene II. A field heiwem the two camps, 

Alanm within. E7itei\ with dt*iwi and colours, Lear, Cordelia, 
and their Forces ; and exeunt. 

Elder Edoar and Gloster. 

Ed(j. Hero, father, take the shadow of this tree 
For your good host ; pray tliat die right may thrive : 

If ever 1 return to you again. 

I’ll bring you comfort 

6rfo. Grace go widi you, sir! [Exit Edgar, 

Alarum and retreat within. Ee-eider Edgar. 

T^dg. Away, old man, — give mo thy hand, — away I 
King Lear hath lost, ho and liis daughter ta’en : 

Give me thy hand ; come on. 

Gh, No furdier, sir ; a man may rot oven here. 

Edg^ Wliat, in ill thoughts again ? Men must 
Tlieir going hence, even as their coming hither : 

R ipenes s is all come on. 

Gh. And that’s true too. [Exeunt. 
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Scene III. TIte British campj near Baver. 

Enter ^ in conquest^ with drtim and colours, Kdmukd ; Lear and 
prisoners ; Officers, Soldiers, 

Kdm. Some officers take them away : good guard. 

Until tlicir greater pleasures first be known 
That are to censure them. 

Cor. We are not the first 

Who, witli best meaning, have incurr’d the worst. 

For thee, oppressed king, am I cast down ; 

Myself could else out-frown false fortune’s frown. — 

Shall we not see those daughters and these sisters ? 

Lear. No, no, no, no ! Come, let’s away to prison : 

We two alone will sing like birds i’ the cage : 

When thou dost ask me blessing. I’ll kneel down, 

And ask of thee forgiveness : so we’ll live, 

And pray, and* sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 

At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 

Talk of court Jie ws ; and we’ll hdk w ith them too, — 

Who loses and wdio wins ; who’s in, who’s out ; — 

’And take upon ’s the mystery of things, 

As if we were God’s spies : and we’ll wear out, 

III a wall’d ])rison, packs and sects of great ones. 

That ebb and fli>w by the moon. 

Edm. Take them away. 

Lear. U])on sii<‘h sacrifices, my Cordelia, 

Tlie gods theiii'sc'lves throw incense. Have 1 caught thee ? 
Ho tliat parts us shall bring a brand from heaven, 

And fire us hence lik<' foxes. Wipe thine eyes; 

The goujeers shalb^*'^^ devour them, flesh and fell. 

Ere they shidl make us weep ; we’ll see ’em starve first. 
Come. \_K.reunt Lear and Cordelia^ gwirded. 

Edtn. Come hitlier, captain ; hark. 

Take thou tliis note [^Givitiff a paperl ; go follow them to pri- 
son : 

One step I have advanc’d tliee ; if tliou dost 
As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way 
To noble fortunes : know thou this, that men 
Are as the time is : to be tender-minded 
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Does not become a sword : — thj- groat employment 
Will not bear question ; either say tliou*lt do ’t, 

Or thrive by other means. 

Off* I’ll do ’t, my lord. 

Edm* About it ; and write liappy when thou liast done. 
Mai'k, — I say, instantly ; and carry it so 
Aft 1 have set it down. 

Off, I cannot draw a cart, nor cat dried oats ; 

If ’t be man’s work, I’ll do ’t. 

Flourish, Enter Albany, Gonbuil, Officers, and 

Attendants. 

AlJb. Sir, you have shown to-day your valiant strain, 
AikI fortune led you well : 3’’ou have the captives 
Who wore tlio oppositevs of this day’s strife : 

do rc(piire tlioiu of you, so to use tlieni 
-Vs we shall find their merits and our safety 
May e(|ually determine. 

Edm. Sir, I thought it fit 

To send the old and miserable king 
To soifie retention and ajj]>olnted guard ; 

Whoso ago lias eliarins in it, whose title more, 

To ])lu(*k the common bosom on his side. 

And turn our impress’d lances in our eyes 

AVhich do command them. With him 1 sent the queen ; 

My reason all the same ; and they arc ready 

To-morrow, or at further space, t’ ajipear 

Adhere you shall hold ^'our session. At this time 

W e sA\ cat and bleed : tiic friend liatli lost his friend ; 

And the best quarrels, in the heat, are curs’d 
lly those that feel their sharpness : — 

The question of Cordelia and her fatlier 
llequires a fitter xilacc. 

Alb, Sir, by your patience, 

I hold you but a subject of this war, 

Kot as a brother. 

Ef'g* That’s as wo list to grace him. 

Methinks our pleasure might have been demanded. 

Ere you liad spoke so far. He led our powers ; 

Bore tile commission of my place and person ; 

VOL. VII. z 
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The which immediacy may well stand up 
And cull itself your brother. 

Gou, Not so hot : 

In liis own ^race ho dotli exalt himself, 

More than in your addition. 

Met/. In my rights 

By mo invostc3d, he eompoors the best. 

(ron. Tliat were the most, if he should husband you. 

Jesters do oft prove ju'opliets. 

Go/i. Holla, holla I 

That oy(' that told you so look’d but a-squiiii. 

Lady, 1 am not well ; else I shcmld answer 
From a full-flowing sj^macli. — General, 

Take tlioii my soldiiTs, prisoners, jjatrimony ; 

Dispose of tliem, of me ; the walls are thine 
Witness the world that 1 erc»ato thee here 
My lord and master. 

(ton. Mean you to <*iijoy him? 

^\lh. Tli(* let-alone lies not in your good will. 

Jufni. Nor in thine, lord. 

Half-hlooded fellow, y-es. 

Rqf. /iJ<lnnnnf~\ Tj('t the drum strike, and prove my 
title thine. 

AJb, Stay }o\. ; hear reason. — Edmund, I merest thco 
On capital treason; and, in tliy arrest, 

'Tliis gilde<l s<*r|)eut to (moh .], — For your claim, fair 

sister, 

T bar it in tli(‘ interest of inv wife ; 

’Tis she is suh-eontraeted to this lord, 

And 1, luT husband, contradict your bans. 

If you will mariw , mak(‘ \our lo\es to mo; 

M\' la(l> is bt*sj)oke. 

Goiu An inti*rliide I 

AIL Thou art ariiiM, Glost(*r: — let the trumpet sound: 

If none appear U» ])ro^o iqion thy person 
Tliy heinous, manifest, and many treasons. 

There is inv' idedge {throwiwj down a tjlove\ ; I’ll prove it on 
tliy’" heart, . 

Ere 1 taste bread, tlu)u art in nothing loss 
Thau 1 hav e here proclaim’d thee. 
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JReg, Sick, O, sick I 

Gon, \a8lde] If not, I’ll ne’er trust medicine. 

JE^nu There’s my exchange [throwitig down a glove] : what 
in the world he is 

That names me traitor, villain-like ho lies : 

Call by thy trumpet : he that dai'cs appi'oacli. 

On him, on you, wlio not ? I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 

Alh, A herald, ho ! 

Edm. A herald, ho, a herald ! 

AIL Trust to thy single yi^o ; for thy soldiers. 

All levicnl in my name, have in my name 
Took their discharge. 

Reg, My siekness grows uj)on mt'. 

AIL She is not well ; convey luir to my tt*nt. 

\_Exit Regan j led. 

Enter a Herald. 

Come hither, herald, — Let the trumpet sound, — 

And read out tliis. 

Off. Sound, trumj)et I [^1 trumpet mtindn. 

Tier, [rends] “ If any man of qualify or degre** within the lists 
of the anny will luaiiitain upon Kdiimnd, supposed Earl of (lloKtor, 
that he is a manifold traitor, lei him ap]>oar by the tliird sound of the 
tnmipet : he is bold in his defence.” 

Edni. Sound! [First trumpet. 

Tier. Again ! [Second trumpet. 

Her. Again ! [ Third trumpet. 

[Trumpet ausirers within. 

Enter Edgar, armed^ and preceded hy a trumpet. 

AIL Ask him his purposes, why he a2)i)ears 
U])on this call o’ the trumpet. 

ITcr. What arc you ? 

Your name, your quality? and why you answer 
This ])resent summons ? 

Edg. Know, my name is lost ; 

By treason’s tooth baro-gnawn and canker-bit : 

Yet am I noble as the adversary 
I come to cope.^'^^^ 

Alb. 


Which is that adversary ? 



840 KING LEAB. [ACT v. 

JEefy, What's ho that speaks for Edmund earl of Qloster? 
Edm. Himself : — ^what say’st thou to him ? 

Edg. Draw thy sword^ 

That^ if my speech offend a noble heart, 

Thy arm may do thee justice : hero is mine. 

Behold, it is tlie privilege of mine honours. 

My oatli, and niy ))rofession : I protest, — ^^^2) 

Mau gre tliy strength, youth, place, and eminence, 

Despite tliy victor sword and fire-new fortune, 

Tliy valour and thy heart, — tliou art a traitor ; 

False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy. father ; 

Conspirant ’gainst this high illustrious prince ; 

And, from th’ oxtrcniost U 2 )wiu:d of thy head 
To the descent and dust bedow thy foot, 

A most toj|id-8j)otted traitor. Say thou “ no,” 

Tliis sword, this arm, and my best sjnrits, are bent 
To prove u})on thy heart, whereto 1 S 2 )eak, 

Thou liest. 

Edm. In wisdom I should ask thy name ; 

But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike, 

And Uiat thy tongue some say of breeding breathes, 

AVhat safe and nicely 1 might well delay 
By ride of knighthood, I disdain and simrn : 

Back do 1 toss these trc*asoiis to thy hc^ad ; 

With the hell-hated lie overwhelm thy heart; 

Which, — for they yet glance by, and scarcely bruise, — 

Tliis sword of mine shall giM* them instant way. 

Where they shall rest for ever, — Trum[)cts, s^icak ! 

I jf. They figliU Edmund falls, 
AJh, Save him, save him ! 

Gon, Tliis is pr actice , Gloster ;^123) 

By the law of arms tluiu wast not bound to answer 
All unknown o 2 i]><»site ; thou art not vanquish’d. 

But cozen'd and beguird. 

Alh, Shut your moutli, dame. 

Or with this 2 )aper shall I sto 2 ) it : — Hold, sir ; 

Thou worse than any name, read thine own evil : — 

No tearing, lady ; I jieroeivo you know it. 

[ Gives the letter to Edmund, 
Gon, Say, if I do, — the laws are mine, not thine : 
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Who can arraign me for’t? 

Alb. Most monstrous I 

Know^st thou this paper ? 

Gon. Ask mo not what I know. 

Alb. Gto after her : she’s desperate ; govern her. 

[ To an Officer y who goes out. 
Edm. What you have charg’d me with, that have I done; 
And more, much more ; the time will bring it out : 

’Tib past,L so am L — But what art thou 

Tliat hast tliis fortune on me ? If thou’rt noble, 

1 do forgive thee. 

Edg. Let’s exchange charity. 

I am no less in blood than thou art, Edmmid ; 

If more, the more tliou hast wrong’<l me. 

My name is Edgar, and tliy father’s son. 

Tlie gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to plague us : 

The dark and vicious placo where tlieo he got 
Cost him his eyes. 

Edm. Tliou hast sjioken right, ’tis true ; 

The wheel is come full circle ; I am here. 

A lb. Methought thy very gait did prophesy 
A royal nobleness : — I must embrace tlice ; 

Lot sorrow split my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee or thy father I 

Edg. Worthy prince, 

I know ’t. 

Alb. Where have you hid yourself? 

How have you known the miseries of your father ? 

Edg. By nursing them, my lord. — List a brief tale ; — 
And when ’tis told, O, that my heart would burst ! — 

The bloody proclamation to escape. 

That follow’d me so near, — O, our lives’ sweetness I 
That with the pain of death we’d hourly die^^^G) 

Bather than die at once I — taught me to shift 
Into a madman’s rags ; t’ assume a semblance 
That very dogs disdain’d : and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings. 

Their precious stones new lost ; became his guide. 

Led him, begg’d for him, sav’d him from despair ; 
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Never — O fault ! — reveal’d myself unto him, 

Until some half-hour past, when I was arm’d, 

Not sure, though ho 2 >ing, of this good success, 

1 ask’d his blessing, and from first to last 
Told him my pilgrimage : but his flaw’d heart. 

Alack, too weak the conflict to support, 

’Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief. 

Burst smilingly. 

Edin, This speech of yoims hatli mov’d me, 

And sliall jKTchancc do good : but speak you on ; 

You look as you Jiad soinotliiiig more to say. 

Alh. If there bo more, more woful, liold it in ; 

For 1 am almost ready to dissolve, 

Hearing of this. 

Kdij. This would have soc'in’d a period 

To such as love n(»t sorrow ; but another, 

To amplify too-much, would make much more. 

And top extreiiiity. 

Whilst 1 was big in clamour, came there a man. 

Who, having stsm me in my worst estate, 

Shunn’d my abliorr’d society ; but then, finding 
Who ’twas tliat so endurM, with his strong m’lns 
He fasten'd on my neck, and bellow'd out 
As lie’d burst lieu\en ; threw hiiif 1-7) on my father; 

Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him 
That I'ver ear rec(*iv’d : wliich in rt*counting 
His grief grew ])iiissaiit/l-^) mid tlie strings of life 
Began to crack : twice then the trumpets sounded, 

And thi'rc I left him tranc'd. 

AUk But who was this? 

EiUj. Kent, sir, the banish’d Kent; who in disguise 
Follow’d his enemy king, and did him service 
Improper for a slave. 

Enter a Gentleman hasiiltf with a bloody knife, 

GenU Help, help, O, help I 

Edg. What kind of help ? 

AJIk Speak, man. 

Edg, What means diat bloody knife ? 

‘Gent. ’Tis hot, it smokes ; 
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It came even from the heart of — O, Hhe’s dead I 
A Uk Who dead ? speak, man. 

Gent. Your lady, sir, your lady : and her sister 
By her is poisoned ; she hath confess’d it. 

Kdm. I was cpntract< ?d to thorn both ; all tlirce 
Now marry in an instant. 

KiJg. Here comes Kent. 

Alh. Produce their bodies, be they alive* or dead : — 

Tills judgment of the heavens, that makes us tremble. 

Touches us not with jiity. Gentleman. 

Enter Kknt. 

O, is this he ? 

Th(‘ time will not allow the compliiiKuit 
AN'hich very manners urges. 

Kent. I am c^omc 

To bid my king and mastcT aye good night : 

Is he not here ? 

Alh. Groat thing of us forgot ! — 

f^poak, Edmund, whore’s the king? and whero’s Cordelia? — 
[ The hint ten of (ioneril mid Reijan are hnait^ht in. 
See’st thou tliis object, Kent? 

Kent. Alack, wliy thus ? 

Edni. Yet Edmund was belov’d : 

The one the other poison’d for my sake, 

And after slew herself. 

Alh. Even so. — Cover their faces. 

Kdm. 1 pant for life : — some good I mean to do, 

Dcsjiitc of mine own nature. Quickly send — 

Bo brief in it — to the castle ; for my writ 
is on the life of Lear and on Cordelia : — 

Kay, send in time. 

Alb. Hun, run, O, run! 

Kdy. To who, my lord ? — Who has tlio office ? send 
Tliy token of reprieve. 

Edm. Well thought on : take my sword ; 

Give it the captain. 

Alh. Haste thee, for thy life. \_ExU Edyar. 

Edm. Ho hath commission from thy wife and me 
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
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To lay the blame upon her own despair, 

That she fordid herself. 

AO), The gods defend her I — Bear him hence awhile. 

\_JiIdmund w home off. 

Re-enter Lear, loith Cordelia dead in hie amis ; Edgar, Officer, 
and others following. 

Lear, Howl, howl, howl, howl I — O, you are men of 
stone :<^29) 

Had I your tongues and eyes, I’d uso them so 

Tliat heaven’s vault should crack. — Slio’s gone for ever I — 

I know when one is dead, and when one lives ; 

She’s dead as earth. — Lend me a looking-glass ; 

If that her breath will mist or stain the stone, 

Why, then she lives. 

Kmt, Is this the promis’d end? 

Kdg, Or image of that horror ? 

Alh, Fall, and cease ! 

Lear, Tliis f(*ather stirs ; she lives ! if it bo so, 

It is a chanei‘ which does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent, O my good master ! [Kneeling, 

Lear, Prithee, away. 

Kdg, ’Tis noble Kent, your friend. 

Lear, A jilague ujion y<m, murderers, traitors all I 
I might have sav’d lior ; 'now she’s gone for ever ! — 
Cordelia, Cordelia ! stay a little. Ha I 
What is’t thou say’st ? — Her voice was over soft. 

Gentle, and low, — an excellent thing in woman. — 

I kill’d thcf^lave that w^as a-hanging thee. 

Off, ’Tis true, my lords, he did. 

Lear, Did I not, fellow ? 

I’ve seen the day, with my good biting falchion 
I would have made them skip : I am old now, 

And these same crosses spoil mo. — Who aro you ? 

Mine eyes are not o’ the best : — I’ll tell you straight. 

Kent, If fortune brag of two she lov’d and hated, 

One of them we behold. 

Lear, This is a dull sight. ^^30) Are you not Kent ? 

KenJt, The same, 
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Your servant Kent^ — ^Wliere is your servant Cains ? 

L,ear. He ^s a good fellow^ I can tell you that ; 

He’ll strike, and quickly too : — he V dead and rotten. 

Kent. No, my good lord ; I am the very man, — 

Lear. I’ll see tliat straight. 

Kent. That, from your first of difference and decay, 

Have follow’d your sad stops. 

Lear. You’re welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no man else : — all ’s cheerless, <lark, and 
deadly. — 

Your eldest daughters have fordone tlu nisclvos, 

And dosporateljr are dead. 

Lear. Ay, so I tliink. 

Alb. He knows not vrhat ho says ; and vain is it 
That we present us to him. 

Edff. Very bootless. 

Enter an Officer. 

Off. Edmund is dead, my lord. 

Alb. That’s but a trifle here. — 

You lords and noble friends, know our intent. 

What comfort to this great decay may como 
Shall be applied : for us, wo will resign, 

During the life of this old majesty. 

To him our absolute power: — [To Edgar and Kent\ you, to 
your rights ; 

With boot, and such addition as your honours 
Have more than merited. — ^All friends shall taste 
Tile wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cup of their deservings. — O, see, see ! 

Lear. And my poor fool is hang’d I No, no, no life I 
Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life. 

And thou no breath at all ? Thou’lt come no more, 

Never, never, never, never, never ! — 

Pray you, undo this button : — ^thank you, sir. — 

Do you see this ? Look on her, — ^look, — her lips, — 

Look there, look there ! — 

Edg. He faints 1 — My lord, my lord I — 

Kent. Break, heart ; I prithee, break I 

Edg. Look up, my lord. 
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Kent, Vox not his ghost : O, let him pass I he hates him 
That would upon the rack of this tough^^^^^ world 
^ Stretch him out longer. 

Kdg, Ho is gone indeed. 

Kent. Tlie wonder is, ho liath endur’d so long : 

Ho but usurp’d his life. 

Alh. Boar them from lienee. — Our present business 
Is general woo. — [To Kent and Edgar'] Friends of my soul, 
you twain 

Bulo in this realm, and the gor’d state sustain. 

Kent. I have a journey, sir, shortly to go ; 

My master calls me, — I must not say no. 

Alh. The weight of this sad time wc must obey; 

Speak what wo feel, not what we ought to say. 

The oldest hath borne most : we that are young 
Shall ne>er see so much, nor live so long.^^'^2) 

{^Exeunt y with a dead march. 
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P. 250. (i) 

Attend tlie Lorda of Jih^a nee and Burgundy^ Gloater,^' 

Walker, who ( Veraification of Shalu’ajfeare, ifcc. p. 240) has a section on the 
Fpelling and pronunciation of the name Burgundg" observeH (hat in this 
pas<«age ‘*the j>ronunciatum ISurgogne would roslt>rc harmony.*' But see 
note 2 on The Second Part of King Jlenry VI, vol. v. p. 109. 


P. 2 .*i 0 . ( 2 ) ** more than words can wudd fht matter 

So tho quartos. — Tins folio has *‘^7nore then word can,'' iSlc.; wliich U retained 
by Mr. Knifflit and Mr. ('oilier; and by Delius, who defends it by citing as 
poraUel^ from act iii. sc. 2 , “ When priests arc more tn 7rord titan matter," 
Mr. Knight and Mr. Collier at loobt, being Kiiglishnien, ouglit to have frit 
dud here the author must have used the plural. — ISO.". Mr. Collier in the 
‘ •‘ond edition of his Hhaltespearc prints words," 


r. 251. ( 3 ) ^^What shall Cordelia do? Love^ and he silent," 

So the quartos. — The folio has “ What shall Cordelia speake 7 Lone, and he 
silent which is rclained by Mr. Knight, Mr. ('oilier, and Delius. (“Tlic 
quartos,” says Mr. Knight, ” read ‘ What shall Cordelia do ?' This feebler 
n*ading destroys the force of the answer, ‘ Love, mid he silent'," Now, to 
my thinking, ” the answer” shoAvs most distinctly that the readmg of the 
folio is the wrong one.) 


P. 251. ( 4 ) “ Our dearest Began, wife to (brntrall? Speak," 

So the quartos. — The folio omits f^pcah but Lear lias concluded his 
address to Coneril with "speak lirst;” and he afterwards finishes that to 
Cordelia with " Speak," 

P. 251.(5) "Sir" 

Omitted in the folio, is now added from the quartos, which have 

“ Sir I am made of the j?eZ/i?- 8 ame mcttall that my sister is," See. 
Compare Goneril’s speech, 

” Sir, 

1 love you more,” See, 
and Cordelia's, " Nothing, my lord?' 


P. 251. (6) 

” Which the most preoUms sgytare of sense possesses;" 

So the quartos. — The folio has ** — sense profosseH.” — By “ sqnas’e" John- 
son understands “ compass, comprehension :** Edwards " believes that Shake- 
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flpeare lueB * square' for the full complement of all the Benfles.**—- Mr. Collier's 
Ms. Corrector alters ** square" to “ sphere.” 


P. 251. ( 7 ) “ iVbw, owrjoy^ 

Although ou/r laat, not least/ to whose young love 
The vines of France and mUh of Burgvndy 
iftrive to be interess'd; what can you say to dram 
A third more opulent than your sisters ? Speak," 


The quartos have 


“ but nom our ioy^ 

Although the last^ not least in our deere loue^ 
What can you say to win a thirds more opulent 
Then your sisters ?" 


The folio has 


“ Note our Toy, 

Although our last and least ; to whose yong loue. 

The Vines of France^ and MiVke of Burgundie, 

Strive to be interest. What ean you say^ to draw 
A third f more opitent then your Sisters^ speahe " — 

with a flofin'CLnt error in the second line, which (instead of correcting it by 
means of the qtfartos) Mr. Knight, Mr. Collier, and Delius [and, 18C5, Mr. 
Grant White] retain. So, in the old anonymous play, King Leir speaking 
to Mumford, 

* to thee last of all ; 

Not greeted last, 'cause thy desert was small'.” Steeyens. 
Again, in Jlie Spanish Tragedy^ written before 1593 ; 

* The third and last, ruot least, in our account'.” Malone.) 


P. 252. ( 8 ) good my lord" 

So tho quartos. — ^Tho folio has “ my good Lord but compare Cordelia's 
preceding s^Hiceh. 


P. 252. ( 9 ) ** mysteries" 

So the second folio. — The quartos have “mistresse;” while the first folio 
has ** miseries.” 


P. 252. ( 10 ) ” Henee, and avoid my sight ! — ” 

These words are in all the [modem] editions directed to Cordelia, which 
undoubtedly are addressed to Kent. For in the next words Lear sends for 
France and Burgundy, in order to tender them his youngest daughter,” Ac. 
Heath. — ^And compare what Lear afterwards says to Kent, Out of my 
sight !” p. 258. — Malone, however, has no doubt that the direction ** To Cor» 
dcUa" is right ; and he remarks truly enough, that ** Kent has hitherto said 
nothing that could extort even from the choleric king so hardi a sentence,” 
Ac. 
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P, 253. (i i) “ Hererge thy doom ;** 

So tho quartos. The folio has ‘^resorue thy Btate.”»**I am iuclined to 
think that ‘ reverse thy doom' was Shakespeare's first reading, as more appo- 
site to the present oooasion, and that he changed it afterwards to * reserve 
thy state,' which conduces more to the progress of the action.'* Johnson. 


P. 254. (i 2 ) 

“ 2b come between our sentence and ovr ptnrer, — " 

In this line the folio has ** sentences as, by the same sort of error, it has, 
p. 251, "'To thine and Albanies issues," 4 ^c. ; and Mr. Knight adheres to it 
in both places 1 Delius also retains and defends senteiicos" I 


P. 254. (i 3 ) “ diseases of the world 

‘•Thus the quartos. Tho folio has ^disasters of the world.* Tho altera- 
tion, 1 believe, was mode by the editor in consequence of his not knowing 
thi meaning of the original word. Diseases, in old language, meant tho 
^ uhter inconveniences, troubles, or distresses of the world .... The provi- 
k'loii that Kent could make in live days might in some measure guard 
him against the diseases of the world, but could not shield him from its 
disasters," Malone. 


P. 256. ( 14 ) “ little seeming" 

“ Read * little-seeming' ** Walker's Crit, Exam, Acc. vol. iii, p, 276. 


P. 256. ( 15 ) 

“ That she, irlut even hut tunv was your best object," 

The quartos have 

“ that she that euen hut tw/v 
Was your best ohicct ," — 

Tlie folio has “ That she whom euen but noir, was your obiect," i-c.— (Mr. 
Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads ** your bleat object,'") 


P, 256. ( 16 ) Most best, most dear'st" 

So the (iuartoB. — The folio has “ The best, the deerest," (Compare, at p. 283, 
“ To take the basest and most poorest shape and in the speech preceding 
the present one we have “ T’ avert your liking a wwre worthier way.”) 


P. 265. ( 17 ) since what I well intend," 

So the quartos. — ^Tho folio has “ since what 1 will intend as afterwards, 
p. 2C8, it has, by the same mistake, “ If but as wiJX I other accents borrow ;** 
yet here Mr. Knight adheres to the folio ; and so does Delius, 
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P. 255. (i8) *^It is iw vUfUnts hlot^ murder^ or foulnesa^*^ 

In this line the RpellinK of the quartos is ** mwrder^'* that of the folio 
ther.'' — Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector Bubstitutes 

It is no virUnta blot, nor other /ovZness .*** 
and undoubtedly the original reading is a very suspicious one, though a 
critic ill Jflaokwfwd's Magazine for Oct. IH.jS, p. 4G4, defends it as follows ; 
** The King of Franco has just before said, 

* Sure her offence 
Must be of such nmiatural degree 
That monsters if 

that is, that makes a monster of it — it can lie nothing short of some crime 
of the deepest dye ; and therefore ^murder* does not seem to be so much out 
of place in the mouth of C’ordelia — ^who hnd lieen described by Lear as 
** a wretch whom nature is asham'd 
Almost t’ acknowledge hers.” — 

18G5. “Wliat has * imirthr' to do here ? Bead ‘ timber' ” Walker’s Crit, 
Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 275. 


r. 250. (19) lithgundij !'' 

Bee note i. 

i». 257.(20) It JnvelH^ 

Tlie old eds. have “The owv7a'.'’ — S f«‘ iiole if *7 on The Third Part of King 
Henry 1 7. vol. v. p. .‘il 2 ; note 43 on f oradanns, vol. a i. p, 245 ; and note 107 
on JuliHis Casai\ aoI. vi. ji. 70s. — Walker ( ^V//. Krnni. cS^r. vol. iii. p. 27G) 
would siip]u>rt the old le\l by passages of Spenser and Browne, which are 
not parallel t<i the jiresent one. 


r. 257. ( 21 ) 

“ Time shall unfold leliat plighted en lining hides: 

Who eon r fault. at last shame iht m dcridts. 

Will may you prosper!" 

“So the ({iiiirtus (eweplimr that ‘co\er,’ by n very common error, is mis- 
printed eorers\ correct l\ ; and the folio, eorrujitly, ‘at last nith shame de- 
rides’.” COLLILU. — Jtnl Mr, Kniirht and Delius ha\e brought back the 
reading of llie fedio. “ 11 //^/ covers fault Sy at last with shame derides'^ — 
understanding “ll/ze” ns the relative to **fimVy'^ and supposing, — very erro- 
neouhly, 1 tlilnk, — Unit tlie line unaltered will hear the sumo meaning as it 
does w'ith Hanmer's tilter&tion, “H7«i cover’d [Mason proposes “covert”] 
faults at hist with shame dendts " — I adhere to the quartos, because I feel 
couviuced that “ Who" ^e£o^^ to jicviple in general, — “Thofe^t* Win,” &c. : — and 
it certainly would seem that here, a.s Henley observes, Cordelia alludes to a 
passage in Scripture, Proe. xxviii. 18. “ Ho that eovereth his sins shall not 
prosper^'* &c. As to the “with*’ of the folio (which, by the by, Mr, Collier’s 
Ms. Corrector changes to “ them"\ 1 can no mom account for it, than for 
the hundreds of other strange things w'hich the folio exhibits. 
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P, 257. (2») ** the obgcnfotioi^ we have made of it hath not "been little .*** 

Herp the ** not'' happens to have dropt out of the folio ; and accordingly 
Mr. Knight and Delius, in defiance of common sense, print “ the obser- 

vation we have made of it hath been little.'* 


P. 257. ( 23 ) “ hit together: if our father carry authorUy with tueh dUt~ 

j^aitlons''* 

So the quartos (“ hit, i. c. ngroc.” Steevisns) — The folio hos “ sit together, 
if our Father carry authority with each disposition /vj*,” Ac, ; which Mr. 
Knight gives, though “sit** is a stark misprint. As to dieposition*'*' or 
“ disposition,” — cither reading may stand : wc have afterwards from the 
mouth of the present speaker, p. 262, 


aud p. 271, 


“ and put away 

These di^positiona 

“ But let his diajwaition have that scope." 


P. 268 . (24) 

“ Sfuill top the legit inutte. I grow ; 1 prosper : — ** 

The quartos have ** shall tootli* legitimate: I grow, J prosper — ^Tlio folio 
has 

Shall to* th’ Tegitimate : T grow, I prosper '' — 
liowe printed ** Shall to th’ legitimate — 7 grow, I prosper siip])Osing the sen- 
tence to he imperfect; which it evidently is ntd. — Theobald reads “*S7/rtW 
be ///’ legitiniati ,”&c. — llannicr gives ** Shall too fF ItgUimafe,'* Aco, — 1 have 
adoidcd the more i)robablc* correction of Kilwards. 


[’. 260. ( 25 ) “ though the wisdom oj nature . . . yet •nature," Ac. 

^'J*o^Mhly wrong.” Walker’s Cnt, Exam, Ac. \ol. i. p. 2H7. — For the first 
" uatiin" Ilanmer substituU'd “mankind.” — Johnson's explanation of the 
tevt is, “though natural idiilosophy can gU’^c account of eclqiscs, >et we 
feel their consequences.” 


P. 201 . ( 26 ) 

The folio omits tliis interjection ; but i\ithout it the sentence has a bald- 
ness, (In all the (|uartoR 1 have seen it stands “ Kut which seems to bo 0 
misprint for “ Tut," rather than intended for “ Foot” or “ ’Sfoot.”) 

P. 205. ( 27 ) “ dependants" 

“ ^ Depcndance' 7” Walker’s Crit, Exam, Ac. vol. iii. p. 277. 


P.266. ( 28 ) “Kent. miy,fooir 

So tlie quartos. — The folio has “ Lear. T^hg my Boy ?” — the eye of the tran- 
scriber or compositor having most probably caught the next sireech but one. 
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-—Here Mr. Collier and Delius adhere to the folio, and consequently mark 
the words ** Why, for taking one's part that's out of favour" (which they 
wrongly point, with the folio, ** Why? for taking," &c.) as ^oken by the 
Fool to Lear. But it is plain that the Fool addresses the king for the first 
time when he says “ How now, nuncle," Slq. 


P. 266. (*9) “ when the lady hrach" 

So the folio. — The quartos have *‘^when lady oth'e hretch .''' — This has been 
altered to “ when the lady's hrach,'* and to “ when Lady, the hrcuch" (as in 
Tlu‘ First Part of King Henry IV. act iii. sc. 1, “ Lady, my braoh"). — 
Rteevens cites from “ the old black-letter Booke of Huntyng," &c., no date, 
“and small ladi jpopies^" &c. : and sec Nares's Olose. in v. “ Brach." 


P. 2CC. (30) “ Lear. Po." 

Capell gives this to Kent. 


P. 267. (31) “ lordft and great men will not let me ; if I had a mono- 

gmly out, they would have part oit^i : and ladieit too^ they will not hst 
me hare alffool to mynelf; they'll he snatehing." 

From “ Fool, That lord that counsell'd thee" down to the end of the present 
quotation is only in the <iunrtos ; wliich have hero “ loades" apd “ lodes" 
instead of “ ladiett ." — “ Modem editorb," observes Mr. Collier, “ without the 
slightest authority, rend ^ and ladtett too,’ whem the old copies have not a 
word about Indies ; all the fool means to say is, that if he had a monopoly 
of folly, great men would have part ol it, and a large part too." But 
mark the ridiculous inconsistency of cxprcbbion in the passage, if the Fool 
be speaking of lords only, — “they would haveywr^ on’t” — “and loads too” 
— “ they'll bo snatching." 


P. 26J). (32) “ That it had Us head hit off hy its young." 

The old eds. have ''‘That it [and “itVj had it lu-ad hit fi^beit [and “ Jy 
it”] young ," — See Preface to the present edition, p. xv., note. 


P. 260. (33) I had daughters" 

Walker iCrif, Kxam, &c. vol. i. p. 4) would read “ That I had daughters " — 
This speech is only in the quartos, where it stands as prose. 


P. 269. (34) ** savour" 

**The folios, Stoevens’s reprint of the 4toB, [Rowe], Pope, Theobald, [Han- 
mer], and I:^ight have * savour' here ; while Capell, Yar. 1821, and Collier, 
[Staunton, and Grant Wliitojhove ^favouVy all in silence." W. N. Lettsom, 
note on Walker's Shakespeare's Versijicationf &c. p. 280. — “Whether the 
word of some old editions be * favour' or * savour' is hard pronouncing ; nor 
is there much choice between them, in this place : all ^e modems have 
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in^ed towards ‘raiwitr.* •• Capbll, Ncte$^ fto. toI. L P. ii, p. 162.—“ •/«- 
fttmr,' i. e. oampUasU^n, So in Julius diBsar, ‘ In favour's like the work we 
have in band."’ Btbevbkb. 


P. 269. (35) “As you are old and reverend^ should he wise** 

So the folio. — ^The quartos have “As you are old and reverend^ yon should 
he wise” — Howe printed “ You, as you are old and reverend^ should he wise,** 
— Steevens proposes “As you are old and reeerend^ he wise,*' 


P, 270. (36) “ The worships of their name*' 

Qy. ** The worsMps of their names,” or “ The wor8h]x> of their name" ? 


P. 270. (37) “ Lear. It may he ro, my lord" Slo, 

So this passage (which, slightly different, stands as prose in the quartos) is 
divided in the folio. — modem arrangement is 

“ Lear, It may be so, my lord. — Hear, nature, hear ; 

I>ear goddess, hear ! Suspend thy purpose, if 
Thou didst intend to make this creature fruitful ! 

Into her,” &c. 


P. 271. (38) “I have another daughter ^** 

So the folio ; which I follow in preference to the reading of the quartos, 
“ yet haue I left a daughter" because we have already had, p. 270, 

“ Degenerate bastard ! Pll not trouble thee : 

Yet have I left a daughter" 


P. 271. (39) “Alb. I cannot he so partial^ QoneriJ^* &c. 

“ Arrange 

* I cannot be so partial, Goncril, 

To the great love I bear you, — 

Qon, Pray you, content. — 

What, Oswald, ho 1 — ^You, sir, more knave than fool, 

After your master.’ ” Walker’s Crit, Exdm, &c. vol. iii. p. 277. 


P. 272. (40) “ As may compact it more. Get you gone ;** 

** Qu. * GOf get you gone.’ ” Walker’s Crit, Exam. &c. vol. ii. p. 268.— Most 
probably a word has dropt out from this line, though our old poets seem 
occasionally to have used “ more" as a dissyllable. 


P. 272.(41) “it” 

Not in any of the old copies, as far as 1 know. 
VOL. VU. AA 
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T, 278. (4*) “ hraitu'* 

•‘^^BrairC surely ; and so Pope and some others.'* WaUter’s Orit. Hosem, &0. 
Yol. i. p. 25G. 


P. 270. (43) “ the revenging gods 

' (hbimsdi jHirrieides did aU their thvnders bond;'' 

So the quartos. — The folio has “ did all the thunder bend,'' — « vile 

leading ; which, however, Mr. Knight, Delius, and Mr. Grant White prefer. 


P. 270. (44) “Awdl/oimd — dAspatoK^' 

“ Warburton reads ‘And found, dispafehd ;* as also docs Mr. Collier's an- 
notator. But the <ild text is right : thus in [Middleton’s] ‘ Blurt, Master 
('’onstahle,* Act v. Sc. 1 , — ‘ There to find Fontinelle : found to kill him.’ ” 
Staunton. — 1 cannot see that Mr. Staunton’s quotation supports the old 
reading. 


P. 270. (45) potential sjynra'' 

In this passage spurs " which is the reading of the quartos, means, of 

course, incitements. — The folio lias “ potent iall spirits which Delius 

adopts, and defcTnls by what he considers to be a parallelism^ — “As he is 
very potent with such sjfirits'' IJamlet^ act ii. sc. 2. But here 4;ho lection 
of the folio, “spirits,” is as oidently wrong as is its reading “strange,” in 
the commencement of the next sjieech ; “ O alrunge [instead of “ Strongf' 
i. o. determined] and fast end ciUaine which, however, Mr. Knight and 
Delius prefer. 


P. 277. (46) “ g(mr Edgar r 

Some slight mutilation here. 

P. 277. (47) “ YeSj madam ^ ho was of that consort^' 

Qy. “ he was one of that consort” ? — Here the quartos have merely 

“ Yes, madam ^ lie was" 


P. 270. (48) " Edna, Jlow 7fow / What's the matter? 

Kent. With you^ goodmaai boy" &c. 

So the quartos. — ^Tho folio has 

“ Bast. How noWj what's the matter ? Part. 

Kent. With you goodmoen Boy" &c. 

But “ Part” is undoubtedly a stage-direction. This is clear from its inter- 
ference with the dialogue : Edmund asks “ What’s the matter ?” and Kent 
immediately replies, “ With you [i. e. tlic matter is with you, I will deal 
witli you], goodman boy,” &o, — The stage-direction “Part” is found in 
other old dramas : r.y. 
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Moh, Art thou content to breath ? part imoe or twlae:' 

A PUaaawt Commodie^ oallffd Looke about you^ 1600, sig. I 8.— • 
(Here the quartos have Enter Edmund with hia rapier dremne^ OUteeater^ 
the Duhe and Dutchesee while the folio has Enter Bastardy Cornerrally 
Began, Gloster, Seruante,'* — the entrances, as is often the case in copies 
of early plays, being marked en maeae : but it is evident that the persons in 
question enter as 1 have made them enter in my text.) 


P. 279. (49) “ The meaaengera f rom our Hater and the king'* 

On this line Mr. Collier observes, ‘‘All the old copies have 'messengers,' 
but Oswald is the only one upon the stage." — The old copies are quite 
right: — Oswald is the messenger “from our sister," Zent the messenger 
“ from the king.” 

18G5. In the second edition of his Shakespeare, Mr. Collier silently prints 
** messengers." But Mr. Grant White, to my surprise, gives “messenger," 
observing that “ the old copies add a superfluous s to the word." 

P. 280. (50) “ smooth every passion 

That in the natures of their lords rebel 
8ee note 114 on Love's Labour's lost, vol. ii. p. 251 . 


P. 280. (51) “ Knowing naught," &c, 

A lino slightly mutilated. — The usual modem emendation is “ As knowing 
nauglvt," ko. — Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector roads “And knowing naught," &c. 


P. 282. (5a) “ Come, bring away the stocks ! 

[Stocks brought out.” 

In the folio the stage-direction ^'‘Stocks brought out" is placed two lines 
earlier (as it no doubt stood in the i>romptcr’b book, that the stocks might 
be in readiness) ; and so ii is given by the modem editors, without any 
regard to the present speech. — Here the quartos have no btage-direction. 
— 18(»5. Mr. Staunton, Mr. Grant White, and the Cambridge Editorb (^Olebe 
SJiakespeare') place this stage-direction rightly. 


P. 282. (53) 

“ Is such as basest and contemned^st wretches" 

So Capell here corrected the quartos, which have “ Is such, as basest and 
temnest wretches." — This passage, from “His fault is much" to “Are 
punish’d with” inclusive, is not in the folio (where, in consequence of that 
omission, the words “ The king must take it ill” are altered to “ The King 
his Master needs must take it ill”). 

P. 282. (54) “ and shall find time," &o. 

Of this obscure, and, it may be, corrupted passage, no satisfactory exjdana- 
tion or emendation has yet been given. 
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P. 288. (55) •* Strike i»” 

i. e. Strike into. — But Walker (^Orit, Exam. Ac. yol. ii. p. 86) proposes, with 
great probability, “ Stick in*' 


P. 283. (56) « Turlygood /’* 

So the quartos. — The folio has Turlygod.” — “ Warburton would read T«r- 
Ivpitif and Hanmer Turluru ; but there is a better reason for rejecting both 
these terms than for preferring either ; viz. that Turlygood is the corrupted 
word in our language. The Turlupins were a fanatical sect that overran 
France, Italy, and Germany, in the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries. 
They were at first known by the names of Beghards orBeghinSy and brethren 
and sisters of the free spirit. Their manners and appearance exhibited 
the strongest indications of lunacy and distraction. The common people 
alone called them Turlupine ; a name which, though it has excited much 
doubt and controversy, seems obviously to be connected with the woVovth 
howliuge which these people in all probability would make when influenced 
by their religious ravings. Their subsequent appellation of the fraternity 
of poor men might have been the cause why the wandering rogues called 
Bedlam heggara, and one of whom Edgar personates, asbumed or obtained 
the title of Turlvjyins or Turlygoods, especially if their mode of asking alms 
was accompanied by the gesticulations of madmen. Turlupitw and Tur- 
Iwru are old Italian terms for a fool or madman ; and the Flemings had a 
proverb, As unfortunate as Turlupin and his children'' Douce,— “ Turly- 
good. Seemingly a name for the sort of beggsur described in the preceding 
lines, which Shakespeare calls a hcdlauh-heggfir, I cannot persuade myself 
that this word, however similar in meaning, has any real connection with 
turlupin, notwithstanding the authority of Warburton and Douce. It seems 
to be an original English term, being too remote in form from the other, 
to be a corruption from it.** Nabes's Gloss. 


P. 286. (57) “ The knave turns fool that runs away; 

Tlw fool no knave, perdy." 

** The sense will bo mended if we rend 

‘ 27ie fool turns knave that runs away ; 

The knave m ±oo\, perdy.' ** .#»; Johnson. 
And so Capcll in the first line. 


P. 286. (58) “ images" 

Walker (^Shakespeare's Versification, Ac. p. 255)] proposes to road ** image*,’* 
marked as a plural. 

P.287. (59) ^'knapped?' 

Bo t3ie folio.— The quartos have ** rapt/’ 
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P. 288. ( 6 o) " * Dewr daughter ^ I eon feu that I ami old;' 

[Kneeling/’ 

The ** [Kneeling** is not in the old eds. (which are generally sparing of 
stage-directions) : but even if the present speech were not sufficient (and 
I think it is) to show that Lear, ToUhing to impreu Regan with the utter 
absurdity of his asking forgiveneu of her sister , drops upon his knees, the 
immediately following words of Kogan would be decisive on the point, 

** Good sir, no more ; these are unsightly tricks ,*' — 

Here Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector also inserts Kneeling^** in accordance with 
what was the stage-practice of his time, just as it is of ours, and as it will 
no doubt continue to be, in spite of what Delius has said to the contrary. 


P. 288. ( 6 i) “ To fall and blast her pride .'** 

So the quartos. — The folio has ** To fall, and blister a mere blunder (pos- 
sibly for To fall and blast her,” as Walker observes, Orit, Exam. &c. vol. 
in. p. 278) ; which, however, Mr. Knight finds a rt^ason for preferring. — 
lK(i 6 . It will be understood that I quote what follows merely a/iimi causa: 

That the folio is right, 1 have no doubt, and that the quarto {^which was 
printed FIFTEEN YEABS BEFOBE THE FOLIO] substituted Ho blast her pride* 
for * blister^ from an inability to give to the latter expression an applicable 
signification. Now, the state of atmosphere caused by the falling fogs, 
renders us extremely obnoxious to skin diseases, and to none more so than 
to erysipelas — known in Shakespeare’s time as St. Anthony’s fire. The 
moisture drawn up by the sun, and held suspended by its influence during 
the day, condenses quickly when that influence is withdrawn, and falling 
agaiu to the earth, causes a great and sudden degradation of temperature. 
The skin, excited by the previous heat, feels this rapid transition, and ery- 
sipelas follows, attacking for the most part the face, '‘infecting its beauty,* 
and covering it over with extensive vesications or * blisters' ” Notes on 
Hhake^eame, No, 11, by James Nichols, M,R,C,P,, Eng., p. 1 . 


P. 289. ( 62 ) To be a comrade with the wolf and owl , — 

Necessity's hard pinch /” 

Mr. Collier prints, with his Ms. Corrector, 

** To be a comrade with the wolf, and howl 
Neceuity's sharp pinch 

and observes (Preface to the second edition of his Shake^eame, p. xxvii.) 
that “ Mr. Dyce has an antipathy to the old corrector’s aspirate, and de- 
clines to adopt tile reading * howl,’ because in one of Beaumont and Fletcher’s 
plays (‘ The Custom of the Country,’ A. i. sc. 2), he allowed the laughable 
cockneyism me high to stand instead of * my eye.’ ” Now, there can be no 
stronger proof of Mr, Collier’s downright infatuation than his blindness to 
the glaring absurdity of “ the old corrector’s aspirate” in the present speech, 
— ^the alteration of to “howl,” which will inevitably be treated by 

every future editor with the contempt it deserves. — ^Tlie passage of Beau- 
mont and Fletcher’s Custom of the Country, in which, according to Mr. 
Collier, I “ allowed a laughable cockneyism to stand,” is this ; 
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“ Clod, Now fetch 3roiir daughter ; 

And bid the coy wench put on all her beauties, 

All her enticements ; out-blush damask roses, 

And dim the breaking cast with her bright crystals. 

1 am all on fire ; away I 

{7uir, And I am frozen. with Servants, 

Enter Zenocia with how and qniver, an arrow hent; after her, Abnoldo 
and Rutilio, armed, 

Zen, Come fearless on. 

Hat, Nay, an I budge from thee, 

Beat me with dirty sticks. 

Clod, What masque is this? 

Wliat pretty fancy to prurokr me hlqh?''‘ &o. ; 
and I have no hesitation in asserting that the old reading provoke me 
high" (l.e, excite me highly — ^Wtigh" being used adverbially), is what the 
poet raally wrote ; and that Mr. Collier’s “ What pretty fancy to provoke 
mg ege" is an emendation utterly uncalled for. 


P. 291. (63) 

“ You hedwns, girrme that jmtu'/icr, paticner I need!" 

Capell says this lino “was to bo altered of course [by the modem editors], 
for having a middle redundancy, and a rcjietitiou of which they saw not the 
moaning ; and so its tame conclubion is tljis, in the four latter moderns 
— giro mr that pat ir nee which I need, Ac.” Ettlex, Ac. vol. i. P. ii. p. 102. 
—Other alterations have boon huggested by Malone, Ilitson, Mason, and Mr, 
Collier’s Ms. Corrector ; nor would I assert, with Capell, that the old text is 
uncorru])ted. — 18G5. “1 would eximngo the second ^patience;'* or perhaps 
adopt lUtsou’s secoiul buggcstioii, 

* You heavens, gi\e me ])atiencc 1 — that I need.’ ” 

Walker’s Celt, Erami, &c. vol. iii, p. 278. 


P, 293. (64) “ elements 

So the folio. — The <pinrtofl liavc “element which Malone adopts, explain- 
ing jt, “the air." But e<mi]Jttre, in the next scene, p, 295, “1 tax not you, 
you elemenU, with unkinduebs.’’ 

P, 293. (65) “ out-scorn" 

Steovens proposes “ oMt-storm.” 

P. 298. (66) “ Throne" 

The folio has “ Thron’d.” — This part of thb speech is not in the quartos. 

P. 298. (67) “ Which are to France the spies and peculations' 

Mr. Collier prints, at his Ms. Corrector’s bidding, “ Which are to France the 
spies and spectators ;** and, to make the matter more laughable, seriously 
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tolls OB that the substitated word is to be pronounced ** Bpdctfttore/' — Mr. 
Singer {jShaihe^Mfre Vimdicated, &o. p. 272) says, “ There can bo no doubt 
that it ^ould be ^ecalatorny as I find it corrected in my second folio ; and 
Mr. Collier, in a supplemental note, has seen that this is most probably the 
true word.” (Johnson too, in his Diet, sub v., suggested “ speculators.”) — 
I must refer the reader to note 140 on Love's Labour's losty vol. ii. p. 254. 

P. 296. (68) pother'^ 

Here the spelling of the folio is “ pudder,” — ^which Mr. Knight retains, ob- 
serving “ this is always modernized into poilutry" Acc*. But one of the quartos 
(considerably less “ modern” than the folio) has *• powther and in Corio- 
lanuSy act ii. sc. 1, the folio has 

“ such a poothevy 

As if that whatsoever God,” &c. ; 
where Mr. Knight prints “ such a pother." 


P. 290. (69) “ Thouperjur'dy and thou simnlar of virtue" 

the folio. — The quartos have “ thou simnlar man tf rertur" — Theo- 

bald and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector read “ Thou perjure,” — a substantive 
which occurs in Love's Labour's losty act iv. sc. 3. 

P. 297. (70) “ I will seek hiuiy" 

So the quartos. — The folio has “i " will looke him" (which is e(iuall> good 
sense : sec note 141 on King Ilenrg V. vol. iv, p. 629). 

P. 299. (71) Expose thyself to feel what wretvlws feel" 

Walker (^Crit. Exam. &c. vol. i. p. 292) cites this line with a ** Qn . but I 
see no reason for &iq)po8ing it to bo cornii»t. 

P. 299. (71) to thy cold bed, and warm, thee." 

So the quartos : and the very same words (wliich appear to have passed 
into a sort of proverbial expression) occur in the Induction to The Taming 
of the Shrew ; see foot-note, vol. iii. pp. 105-(», — Here the folio has only ^*gpe 
to thy bed and warme tlu'c and Delius, who, with tlie folio, omits ” cold" 
conjectures that Shakcsiiearo himself may have struck out the word, in 
order to get rid of tlio comic turn which it gives to the sentence : — if so, 
why did not Shakespeare also strike out what Edgar presently says about 
“ eating cow-dung for sallcts” 2 The fact is, the poet has studiously made 
the assumed madness of Edgar somewhat akin to the comic, that it might 
contrast the better with the real insanity of Lear. — Mr. Staunton observes ; 
“The commentators, with admirable unanimity, persist in declaring this 
line go to thy cold body and warm, thee'~\ to be a ridicule on one in The 
Spanish Tragedy [by Thomas Kyd], act ii. ; 

‘ What outcries pluck mo from my naked bed 2' 

But to an audience of Shakespeare’s age there was nothing risible in either 
line. The phrase to to a oold bed meaTit only to go cold to bed / to rise 
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from a naked bed signified to (jiet vp naked from bed; and to say one lay on 
a tdok bed (a form of expression far from uncommon even now) implied 
merely that he was lying sick a-^bed” 


P. 800. (73) “ keep thy word justly f* 

The quartos have keepe thy words iustly'* — The first folio has keeps thy 
words lustice and the second folio keepe thy word, justice.'* — Mr. Knight 
and Delius make out from the first folio the ridiculous reading, ** keep thy 
word's justice," &c. 

P. 801. (74) “ wiW' 

Bead ^^vide;' see context. And so the 1770 edition of Kmg Lear, * col- 
lated with the old and modem editions with a note, — * All editions read 
mild; but wide is better opposed to Uttle\'' Walker's CriU Exam, Ac. vol. ill. 
p. 278. 

P. 306. (75) “ All the power of hie wits have given may" 

See note 1 14 on lyve's Labour's lost, vol. 11. p. 251. 


P. 306. (76) '•^justieer ; — " 

The quartos have ** iusticc." — This portion of the scene, from the preceding 
speech but one, Edg, The foul fiend bites my^ack" to "False justicer, why 
hast thou let her scape ?" inclusive, is omitted in the folio. 


P. 306. (77) bourn" 

The quartos have " broome.” — Sec the preceding note. 

P. 806.(78) store" 

Mr. Collier prints “ stone." 

P. 806.(79) place!" 

Altered by Mr. Grant White to ** palace." 


P. 807. (80) « lym" 

The old eds. have ** him" and " Hym." 

P.808. (81) **Hnews" 

Here Theobald's very q>eoious alteration of " sinews" to ** senses" is generally 
adopted (and without any note by Mr. Knight, who seems to take it for the 
ori^al reading).— This speech, and all that follows to the end of the scene, 
excepting ** Olo, Come, come, away," is omitted in the folio. 
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P. 808. (8a) “ thoughU dejilo'* 

In my former edition I altered this (with Theobald) to ** thought defliee 
eee note 48 on The Two Gentlemen, of Verona^ Toh i. p. 882. 


P, 310, (83) ** Be aimple-ansmer’^d" 

** The old quarto reads * Be simjfle anmerer^ Either is good Bense : Hmple 
metaiB plain,'* Stbevenb. 


P. 311. (84) “ To see some mischief an them," 

The old eds. have “ an him.** But the Servant is evidently speaking of 

Cornwall and Regan ; and “ them" (and “ 'em"') are often confounded with 
him’* by transcribers and printers : so afterwards in this play, p, 844, the 
folio has erroneously I would have made him [the quartos rightly *‘them*'] 
skip,” &:c. And compare what the other Servants say at the close of the 
I>reBent scene, ** If this mam come to good** — If slui live long,** &c. 


P. 312. (85) « and knomn" 

** I think with Mr. Tyrwhitt that Dr. Johnson’s conjecture [“ unknown**] is 
well founded.** Malone. And so Mr. Collier*8 Ms. Corrector. 


P. 312. (86) “ Our means scewre us" 

Pope printed “ Our mean secures us;" Mr. Oollier*B Ms. Corrector substitutes 
“ Our wants secure us Mr. Singer {Shakespeare Vindicated, &c. p. 272) 
proposes “ O^ir needs secure us and Walker ( Crit. Bxam, &c. vol. iii. p. 281) 
is confident that Johnson’s conjecture, “ Our maims secure us," is the right 
reading. — In some remarks on this passage {Nates and Queries, vol. xii. 
p. 98), Mr. Arrowsmith says ; “ I affirm that not only is mea/ns or meanes 
the right reading, but secure is so likewise ; that is, I affirm the correctness 
of the two first folios in both these words.** Now I, in my turn, “ affirm** 
that neither the first nor the second folio has ** securES ;** they both agree 
with the other old eds. in reading ** secure.” 


P. 818. (87) “ 'Tis the times' plague^' 

Bowe printed “ 'Tis the time’s plague" But compare See, Part of S^ng 
Senry IV., “ The times are wild,” act i. so. 1 ; “to dignify the times" ibid. ; 
“ as the times do brawl,” act i. so. 3 ; “the visage of the times," act ii. sc. 8 ; 
Ring John, “ the times conspire wi^ you,” act iii. sc. 4 : Ilie Merchant of 
Venice, “ the chaff and ruin of the times," act ii. sc. 8. 


P. 814. (88) « of lust, as Ohidicut;" 

Walker {Crit, Exam, &o. vol. ii, p, 249) proposes “ as Obidicut, of lust,” 
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P. 816. (89) **thete" 

The quartos have *‘tho’* and “this.” — ^The present speech, and indeed the 
greatea portion of the dialogue between Albany and Gfoneril, is omitted in 
the folio. 


P. 316. (90) “ itel/‘Cover*d** 

Altered by Theobald to ** sip^-convertod.** 


P. 316. (91) “ 2b let these hands obey my bhtod^' 

A mutilated line. — Theobald printed “ my boiling blood ," — This speech 

is not in the folio. Hw note 89. 


P. 818. (92) “ T7ie Marshal of France^ Monsieur La Far" 

Here “ Mao*shal" is usually altered to " Mnreschal” (see note 126 on The 
First Fart of King Henry VI, vul. v. p. 9.s); and “ La Far" to “Le Fer,” 
because there is \n King Henry T' act iv. sc. 4, a common soldier of the 
latter name, whom Pistol threatens U> fer, Jirhj and ferret , — The whole of 
this scene is omitted in the folio. 


r. 318. (93) 

Theobald's correction, — Tlic quartos ha-ve “Isay she " — Sec the preceding 
note. 


P.818. (94) strove" 

Pope’s correction,— The quartos have “ streme.” — Sec note 92. 


P.318. (95) ^*day:" 

The quartos have “ way which, tliough retained and defended by Delius, 
cannot be right. — T preler, on the lu»le, tlie reading in the text to the other 
modem alteration, “ May.” — See note 92. 


P. 318. (96) “ As jfearls from diamonds dropf, — In brief sorrow" 

** I think Shakespeare wrote * In brief, sir, sorrow*.” Walker’s CWf, Exam, 
&o« yol. ii. p. 253. An insertion made lung ago. 


P. 818. (97) There sh^ shook 

The holy water from her heavenly eyes, 

And clamour moisten'd : then away she started 
To deal with grief alone," 

The quartos have ** And clamour moistened her, then awa/g she started" &c. 
—See note 92. — Theobald, at Warburton’s suggestion, printed 
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Tfhere sfts tlutok 

The holy mater from 1i£r heavenly eyes; 

Andy clamour-motion *d, then areay sluf etwrted^' &o. 

Walker Exam. Slq. vol. i. p. 157) bids ub writo 

“ There she shook 

The holy mater from 7u*r heavenly eyes 
And olaTnowr^moigten'd Quctu madentes): then amay she 
. startedy" Acc. 

Mr. Grant Wbito gives 

“ There Uie shook 

The holy mater from Ju‘r heaevnly eyes; 

Andy oUwumr-molstetddy then amay she started &o. 


P. 319. ( 98 ) ^^fumUer^' 

The quartos have ** femitor the folio has “ Fenitar.” 


r. 81 9 . ( 99 ) “ hnrdocks,^' 

s . ITanmer. — The quartos have “ hoar-docks” and “ hor-docks the^folio 
Ujw “ Hardokes.” — Farmer would read “ harlocks” (u plant mentioned by 
Drayton). 


P. 322. ( 100 ) ^*th(* murmAtring surgoy 

TJuit on ilC 'unnumherd idle pchhhis chafes^’' 
“ The folios give 

* The murmuring Surge, 
That on th’ vnnumbrcd idle Pehhk chafeSy* 


while Steevens’s reprint of the quarto reads ^ jjechles chafe' rorhaps *‘peVbles 
chafe' is the true reading, and * surge' coiihequeiilly a ]>lurul. The ordinary 
reading, ^jtchhles chafes,' which sounds awkward even to modem ears, would 
have been still more olfensive to those of our ancestors.” Note by Lettsom, — 
Walker’s Shakespeare's Versification, &o, p. 2 (JH, 


P. 323. (loi) “ Ten masts at each," 

Which means, I believe, “ Ten musts joined each to the other,” — has given 
rise to sundry bad conjectural emendations. 

P. 324. ( 102 ) “ To say *ay' and ‘ no' tv every thing that I said I — ^Ay' 

and ‘ no' too was no good divinity." 

The following reading was suggested to Pye by a friend ; “ To say * ay' and 
* no' tv every thing [tltat^ I said ‘ ay' and ‘ no' to was no good divinity" 

P. 326. ( 103 ) “ When I do stare, see June the sulgect quakes/" 

‘‘ I think Shakespeare wrote quake. Sulgeot, more prisco, meaning, not sub* 
jectus but subgeoti; as we say the elect, the reprobate. Old writers 
indeed the usage occuxb as late as Burke.” Walker’s Crit. Exam, &c, vol, i« 
P.246. 
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P. 826. ( 104 ) ** Th/rough tatter'd olotTiea inuUl vices do a^pewr ;** 

The quartos have ** through tattered ragges emaVL vices," Ac. — ^The folio has 
“ Thorough tatter'd cloathes great Vices" Ac. 

P. 326. ( 105 ) “ Plate sin" 

The folio has “ Place sinnes." — From those words to “ accuser’s lips’* inclu- 
siye is only in the folio. 


P. 327. ( 106 ) ** This' a good block : — ” 

Here I follow Walker (^Shakespeare's Versification^ p. 80) in altering ** This” 
to “ This'" the contraction of ” This is" which the folio has in Mea^trefor 
Measure^ act v. sc. 1 . — After these words an interrogation-point or an excla- 
mation-point is usually put, in opposition to the old eds. — “ Upon the king's 
saying, * I will preach to thee^ the poet seems to have meant him to pull o£E 
his hat^ and keep turning it and feeling it, in the attitude of one of the 
preachers of those times (whom I have seen so represented in ancient prints), 
till the idea of felt^ which the good hat or block was made of, raises the stra- 
tagem in his brain of shoeing a troop of horse with a substance soft as that 
which ho held and moulded between his hands. This makes him start from 
his prcaohment.--iJ5ftocA anciently bignilicd the head part of the hat, or the 
thing on which a hat is formed^ and somciimes the hat itself.” Steevens, 
— ^who borrowed this explanation from Cupell. — Mr. Collier's Msk Corrector 
substitutes ** 'Tis a good plot.” 


P. 827. ( 107 ) have a surgeon;" 

The folio has ” haue Surgeons.” — The quartos read “ haue a chirurgeon.” 


P. 327. ( 108 ) “Ay, and for laying autumn's dust," 

So the quartos, except that they omit These words are not in the 

folio. 

P. 828. ( 109 ) "made tame to fortune's blows;" 

So the folio. — The quartos have “ made lame by fortunes blowes" (which 
Malone considers to be the right reading, because in our author's xxxvii^ 
Sonnet we find “ So I, made lame by fortune's dearest spite,” Ac.). 


P. 829. (no) “ O, untimely death I" 

Here the old eds. have the word ” death" twice. 


P. 829. (in) “ undUthnguish'd space oftcoman's will!" 

The quartos have ** O vndistihguisht space of womans wit the first folio 
has ” Oh indinguitdi’d space of Womans will;" the second and third folios 
have “Of indinguish'd spa^e of Womans will;" and the fourth folio has 
“ Of indistinguish'd space of Wdma7is will," — The reading of the quartos, 
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except in the last word, is no doubt the right one : and the sense is plain 
enough, ^'undigtlnguUh'd spae^' meaning whose limits are not to be 

distinguished. — Here Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector makes one of his unhap- 
piest emendations, — ** unextinguish’d blaze ofwoman^s will!** 


P. 380. (i la) “ Boot.” 

“According to the folio, the two parts of the Doctor and the Gentleman 
were combined, and played by the same actor : in the 4tos they are distinct 
characters, and have separate prefixes. We have followed the latter, be- 
cause the scene was, in all probability, so originally written, and because 
merely the economy of the old stage seems to have led to the union of the 
two characters in the folio. It is singular that, at the earlier date, the mora 
expensive course should have been pursued.” Collier. 


P. 330. (i 1 3) ** Is he array'd ?** 

After these words Delius inserts, with the folio, the stage-direction Enter 
JiLAB on [in] a chair carried by Servants;** and he says that “ from Cordo- 
ba's question it is plain that Lear is not on the stage at the beginning of 
this scene.” But, as Capell long ago observed, “ their [the folios’] mode of 
bringing in Lear was a mere btagc-convcnience.” NoteSy Ac. vol. i. P. ii. 
p. 181. Cordelia has evidently come with Kent into the chamber where her 
father is asleep on a bed, the curtains of which conceal him from view ; 
and a subsequent exclamation of the Physician, “ Louder the music there I” 
shows that soft music is playing while he sleeps. 


P. 330. (114) 

“ Gent. Ay, madam ; in the heaviness of sleep 

We put fresh garments on him. 

Doct. He byy good madam y 7vhen wc do aovake him; 

I doubt not of his temperance^ 

One quarto gives the first of these speeches to “ Doct** and the second to 
Kent ;'* the other two quartos give the first to “ Doct** and the second to 
“ Qent. :** and the folio gives both to “ Gent.** — Mr. Collier adheres to the 
quartos which assign the first speech to “ Doct.** and the second to “ Kent ;** 
and remarks that “ some modern editors (following Malone) have adopted a 
course consistent with no authority, by giving the two first lines to the Gen- 
tleman, and the two next to the Doctor.” But where the old copies are so 
strangely at variance with each other, some liberty may be allowed to an 
editor ; and the usual modem distribution of these speeches appears to me 
the only one which is at all Satisfactory. 

P.831. (115) 

“ Of guiohy cross lightning ? to watch— poor perdu ! — ” 

“ Is not lightning a trisyllable ? Pronounce, I think, plrdu; the flow of the 
■verse shows this ; and the instances I have met with of the use of the word 
mostly agree with this supposition.” Walker’s Shahetpewre's FersifeatioHf 
p. 17. 
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** Ibursoore and nproard, not an hour more nor 

In this passage the folio alone has the words “ not an hour more nor lete,** 
— ^Walker (^Shahesjtrare^s Vereijiratimt, See. p. 160) observes, “They are non- 
sense, it is true : but are they out of place in the mouth of Lear ?” 


P. 834. ( 117 ) 

“ With the ancient of war on our jtroceedings'' 

“ Possibly, * With th’ ancient men of war,* &c.*' Walker's Orit, JExam» Sua, 
vol. iii. p. 283. 


P. 336. (i 1 8 ) “ carry out my sidCy" 

Walker (^Orit. Exam. &c. vol. iii. p. 283) proposes to substitute “suit** for 
“ «rftf.** But the old reading is quite right : see Glossary. 


* P, 386. ( 119 ) “ The govjeers sTuilV' 

The quartos bavt? “ The good shall ." — ^The folio has “ The good yeares shall" 


P. 838. (lao) “ the walls are thiae ;** 

80 the second folio. — Tlio first folio has “ the walls is thine ." — This lino is 
not in the quartos. — “A metaphorical phrase taken from the camp, and 
signifying t(f surrender at discretion." Warbttrton. — Hanmer printed 
“ they all are thine ." — “ Has not the editor of the second folio altered this 
improperly? and may wc not read *yea, all is thine' ?" W. N. Lettbom. 


P. 889. (lai) “ Tot am I noble as the afhersary 
I come to oope." 

Here most of the modem editors insert, from the quartos, “withal” after 
*^oope;" but unnecessarily: compare Troilus and Oressida^ act ii. so. 8, 
“ Ajax shall cope the best.** 


P. 840, (laa) “ Behold^ it the privilege of mme hontmrs^ 
My oath, and my profession: I protest , — ** 

The quartos have 

“ Behold H is the prluiledge of my tongue. 
My oath and profession" &o« 

The folio has 

Behold it is my priuiledge. 

The priuiledge of mine Honours, 

My oath, and my prof ession," &c. 
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P. 840. (i»3) 

** Alb. Save Mnif save hivi / 

Gon. 2%i8 U praetiee, Qloeter ;** 

Theobald (printing *‘0, save Scq.) gave these two hemistiohs to Oone- 
rilf and remarked, “ ’Tis absurd that Albany, who knew Edmund's treasons 
and his own wife's pasbion for him, should bo solicitous to have his life 
saved." — ^According to Johnson, ** Albany desires that Edmund's life might 
be spared at present, only to obtain his confession, and to oonviot him 
openly by his own letter." — Walker CCrif, ISjtam, &o. \ol. ii. p. 185) says, 
Theobald was right in giving the words < O, save him, save him’ (as he 
properly road) to Goneril,” 


P. 840. ( 1 x 4 ) “ TTold, sir; 

Thou worse tliati any name^ read thme own erll : — ’’ 

Delius says that Jlold^ sir^'' is a command to Edgar to forbear further vio- 
Ifiice on Edmund, and that the next line is addressed to Edmund, to whom 
Albany hands Goneril’s letter found on Oswald. About "the next line'* 
Dt^lius is no doubt right ; but (like Malone and Hr. Collier, as shown by the 
IK te of the former and the punctuation of the latter) he is quite mistaken 
sibout the “ Hold, sir,'' which is also spoken to Edmund, — " Hold" being 
iormerly a word commonly used when any one presented any Ihing to 
another : compare our author’s Measurt^fm' Measure, “ Hold, therefore, An- 
gelo,” Aco. act i. BO. 1 (see note 4, vol. i. p. 628) ; and Juhiut Veesar, “ Hold, 
my hand," &c. act i. sc. 8 ; Bur, hold thee, take this garland on thy brow,*’ 
Ate. act V. so. 3 (sec note 106, vol. vi. p, 708). — 18G5. Mr. Grant White prints 
“ [7b Edo.] Hold, sir I—’’ Ac. 


P. 341. (125) ** Gon. Ash me not what I know, [Exit.” 

So the quartos. — “ The folio,’* as Mr. Collier observes, “ having erroneously 
fixed Goneril's ewif earlier, transfers * Ask me not what 1 know’ to Edmund.’’ 
And to Edmund both Mr. Knight and Deliub assign the words, though they 
arc manifestly those of Goneril in her desperation, and proved by Edmund's 
next speech not to belong to him. 

r. 841. (ia6) 

“ That with the pain of death we'd lumrly die" 

So the quartos, except that, instead of *^we'd" (Malone's alteration), they 
have “ would.” — The folio has ” That we the paine of death would hourely 
dye," 


P. 842. (127) « him" 

The quartos have ** me,”— This speech and the two next speeches are not in 
4he folio. 

P. 342. (lag) ^‘puUsamt," 

“ Possibly ‘ piersant’,” Walker’s Crit, Exam, Ac. vol. iU. p. 284. 
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P.8U.(is9) 

Xhe old eds. have stones.’’ (So in Xing Riohard III, act ill. so. 7, the old 
edfl. make Gloster say “ I am not made of gtanea,'*) 

P. 844. (130) “ This is a dull sight'' 

Here Walker {Shakespea/re's Versification, &c. p. 80) would alter This is" 
to the contracted form “ This’ ” (see note 106) ; and with the following 
arrangement ; 

« One of them we behold. 

Lear. This' a dull sight : 

Are you not Kent ? 

Kent. The same ; your servant Kent.” — 

Mr. Grant White prints ** This is a dull light.” 


P.846. (131) tough" 

Pope substituted " rough.” 


P, 346. (13a) 

” TTie weight of this sad time we must obey ; 

^eah what we feel, not what we ought to say. 

The oldest hath harm most : we that are young * 

Shall never see so much, nor lice so hmg." 

** This speech from the authority of the old quarto is rightly plaoed to Al- 
bany : in the edition by the playerb it is given to Edgar, by whom, I doubt 
not, it was of custom bpoken. Aud the case was this * he who played Edgar 
being a more favourite actor than he who personated Albany, in spite of 
decorum it was thought proper he should have the last word.” THEOBALD. 
—“Here, however, it seems to me just possible — yet hardly so— that the 
folio may bo right.” Walker’s Crit. Exam. &c. vol. ii. p. 185. — Hanmer altered 
the last line of this speech (which is certainly obscure in meaning) to "ShaV 
never see so much, live e’er so long," 
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OTHELLO. 

“ I HAVE evidence to produce which very clearly shows that this play was 
written before 1600 ; for in a Ms. entitled * The Newo Metamorphosis, or a 
Fcaste of Fancio, or Toeticall Jjcgendes, written by J. M. Gent. 1G(K),' occurs 
the following passage, evidently imitated from Shakespeare’s well-known 
lines act iii. sc. 3] beginning ^ Who steals my purse, steals trash 

' The highwayman that robs one of his purse 
Is not soe bad ; nay, these are ten tyines worse 1 
For these doe rob men of their pretious name, 

And in exchange give obloquic and shame.’ 

It should be i-emarked that some additions were made by the author of this 

M.'veral years after the date he assigim its coni]>osition ; but there is 
no reason to suppose that the part in which the above passage occurs was 
written after the year 1000.” Halli well’s Ijife of Uluiki^i^pmre^ p. 190. ed. 8vo. 

Jlul,” observes Mr. Staunton, after citing the above four lines of J. M., 
“tlie reflection is sufiicieiitly trite, and in both instance^, as in many others 
where it occurs, was probably founded on the following i>assages ; 

‘Th not that Trea^-orv, which, before all other, is mobt regarded of honest 
per«^ons, tlw good Fame of Man and Woman^ lost through whoredom V 
Homily xi. pt. 2. 

‘ Kow here conbidcr that St. Paul numbreth a Scolder, Brawler, or a 
Picker of Quarrels, among Thieves and Idolators, and many Times there- 
Cometh lesb Hurt of a Thief c tlian of n railing tongue. For the one taketh 
aw'ay a Mans good mtme^ fhr other taketh Itnt his Jtiehfs, irhieh is of inuvh 
Ics^ \aliu‘ and JSstimafion than is his good tuimt ' ITomily xii. pt. 1.” 

— According to one of the Ellesiuci*c papers, Othdlo was acted before Queen 
£lixnl>eth at ITareflcld Place about the beginning of August 1(502; but it 
hecius to bo now agreed that the paper in <iueBtion is not genuine . sei* 
the Memoir of Shakespeare, p. 77, note. — The earliest authentic notice of 
the j)ertormuncc of this tragedy is in Thi Accounts of tht Il( eels, which 
show that it was played at court Nov. 1st, 1001 : see the Memoir of hliake- 
sjienre, ji. 92. — The story of Othello is to he found in f’iiithio’s H( eatomnnfhij 
l*artf Hr’nna^ Hera Werza^ Koedla 7, '‘"Vn cajntano Moro pigUa per moglura 
Vila ciftadina Venetiana : nn suo alfirri V accusa di adulterio a1 martto; 
circa eht V aljiirl veeida colui elC igli credeu V adulftro: il eapitauo uceide 
la vtaglle^ c areusato daW alferi, non eonfessa il Moro, vm essendoei chiari 
inditu ( hand Ho ; e lo scelerato aljicri, credendo nuocvre ad a It ri, procure la 
a se la morte miser amentc'' The novel, however, not only differs conbitlci- 
ahlj from the play in incident, but Cinthio’s characters have no names with 
the exception of Desdemona. “ I have not hitherto met wdth any transla- 
tion of this novel of so early a date as the age of Shakespeare; lun un- 
doubtedly many of those little pamphlets have perished between his time 
ftnd ours. It is highly probable that our author mot with the name of 
Othello in some talc that has eBcajicd our researches; as 1 likewise find it in 
Ilt-'ynoldb’s * God’s Revenge against AdqJ^ry,’ standing in one of his Argu- 
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mentfl as follows : * She marries Othello, an old German soldier.* This His- 
tory (the eighth) is professed to be an Italian one. Here also occurs the 
name of lago. It is likewise found, os Dr. Farmer observes, in * The History 
of the famous Euordanus Prince of Denmark, with the strange Adventures 
of logo Prince of Saxonie ; b1. 1. 4to, London, 1605. It may indeed be urged 
that these names were adopted from the tragedy before us : but I trust that 
every reader who is conversant with the peculiar style and method in which 
the work of honest John Reynolds is composed will acquit him of the 
slightest familiarity with the scenes of Shakespeare. This play was first 
entered at Stationers* Hall, Oct. 6, 1621, by Thomas Walklcy [who pub- 
lished it in quarto during the next year].** Steevens. — “I have seen a 
French translation of Cinthio by Gabriel Chappuys, Par. 1584. This is not 
a faithful one ; and I suspect through this medium the work came into 
English.*’ Fabmeb. (An English version of Cinthio’s novel by W. Parr is 
in Collier’s Shakeajjeare's Lihrofry^ vol. ii.) 



THE STATIONER TO THE READER.* 


To set forth a book without an epistle were like to the old English 
proverb, A blue coat without a badge ; and the author being dead, I 
thought good to take that piece of work upon me. To commend 
it, I will not ; for that which is good I hope every man will com- 
mend without entreaty ; and I am the bolder because the author’s 
name is sufficient to vent his work. Thus leaving every one to the 
liberty of judgment, I have ventured to print this play, and leave it 
to the general censure. 

Yours, 

Thomas Walklby. 


* Prefixed to the quarto 1622. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


Duke op Venice. 

Dhabantio, a Hcnator. 

Other Sonahirs. 

(iUATiANO, lm)thcr to Bmhantio. 

LodovK'O, kiiiKmaii to Drabaiitio. 

Otukllo, a iiolilo Moor in tlic bcrvicc of the Venetian state. 

Cassio, his lieutenant. 

Tago, his ancient. 

liODKUKio, a Venetian j^entleman. 

Montano, Othello'.^ predecchbor in the government of C3'prus. 
Clown, servant to Othello. 

Di:si)i:mona, dtiugliier to llrnbantjo nrul wife to Othello. 

Kmii.ia, >\ire to litgo. 

Bianca, inistrobs to (iabbio. 

Sailor, Met>heiiger, llemUl, Oilieers, Oentleineu, Mublcians, and Attendants. 


Scene — Thi jU'A ort in M uin ; tlurintj ilu re^i of t hr play ^ of a 
uroport in ('yprnx. 



OTHELLO, THE MOOR OP VENICE. 


ACT L 

Scene I. Verne. A 
Enter IloDF.ni(.o and Iaoo. 

E(x1. Tusli, tel] im*; J tiilvc it inuoli niikiiidly 
That tliou, lago, who hast had jmrso 
As if the strings wore thino, shotildst know of tliia, — 

Tayo. ’tShlood, hut ) on will not hear ino : — 

If o\(T I (lid dream of such a matter, 

Abhor me/^* 

Jiod. Thou told’st me* thou didst hold him in tliy hato. 
loffo. Despise me, if I do not. Throe great ones of tlic 
city, 

In personal suit to make mo his lieutenant, 
t )ft eapp’d to liim — and, by tlic faith of man, 

I know my price. I’m worth no worse a place : — 

Ihit ho, as loving his owi pride and jnu^wses,'*^ 

Evades them, with a bombast ci rcumstan ce 
Horribly stuff’d with epithets of war ; 

And, in conclusion,^^^ 

Nonsuits my mediators ; for, “ Cortes,” says ho, 

“ I liavc already chose my officer.”^®^ 

And what was he ? 

Forsooth, a great aritiunetician, 

One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 
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A follow almost damned in a fair wife 
That nover sot a squadron in the field, 

Nor the division of a battle knows 
'More than a sjnnstcr; unless the bookish theorie, 

Wherein the to^ed consuls^^^ can propose 
As masterly as he : more prattle, without practice, 

Is all his Holdierslij}). But ho, sir, had th’ election : 

And I— of whom his eyes had soon the proof 
At Khodes, at Cyprus, and on other grounds 
Christian and heathen — must be be-lcoVl and calm’d 
By debitor and creditor, this countor-cf^ter ; 

He, in good time, must his lieutenant be, 

And I — (^d bless the mark ! — his Moorship’s ancient. 

liod. By lieavon, I rather would have been his hangman. 
lago. Why, there’s no renunly ; ’tis the curse of service, 
Profcrinont goes by letter and affegUoib 
And not by old gf*adation, where each second 
Stood heir to tlie first Now, sir, be .judge yourself, 
WhetluT 1 in any just t^’in am affi n’d 
To love the Moor. 

Iio(h 1 would not follow him, then. 

Jagon O, sir, eontimt you ; 

I follow him to servo my turn ujwm him : 

Wo cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
- Cannot be truly follow'd. You shall mark 
{Many a duti'ous and knec-erooking knave, 

That, doting on his own obsequious bondage, 
tWears out his time, much like his master’s ass, 

^'’or naught but provender; and, when he's old, cashier’d : 
Whip me such honest knaves. Others there are. 

Who, trinim’d in forms and visages of duty. 

Keep yet their hearts attending on tliomselves ; 

And, tlirowing but shows of service on their lords, 

Do well thrive by them, and, when tliey’ve lin’d their coats. 
Do themselves homage : these fellows have some soul ; 

And such a one do I profess myself. 

For, sir. 

It is as sure as you are Boderigo, 

Were 1 the Moor, I would not be lago : 

In following him, I follow but myself ; 
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Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty, 

But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 

For wben my outward a^ion doth demonstrate 
The native act and figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, ’tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart u}K)u my sleeve 
For daws to peck at : I am not what I am. 

Hod, What a fidl fortmie does die thick-lips owe, 

If he C4in carry’t thus ! 

logo. Call up her fatlier. 

House him : — ^makc after him, i>oison his delight, 

Proclaim him in tlio streets ; incense her kiiibineii : 

And though he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flics ; though that his joy be joy, 

^'et throw such changes of vexation on’t. 

As it may lose some colour. 

Hod, Hero is her fatlicr’s house ; I’ll call aloud. 
liujo. Do ; with like timorous accent and dire yell 
As when, by night and negligenC/C, the fire 
Is sj)ied in populous cities. 

Hod, What, ho, Brabantio 1 Rignior Brnbantio, lio ! 
logo. Awake ! what, ho, Brabantio ! thieves ! thieves ! 
thieves 1 

Look to your house, your daughter, and your bags I 
Thieves I thieves ! 

BiiAitANTio appears ahovc^ at a window. 

Bra, What is the reason of this terrible summons ? 

What is the matter tliore ? 

Hod, Signior, is all your family within ? 
logo. Are your doors lock’d ? 

Bra, Why, wherefore ask you this ? 

logo. Zounds, sir, you’re robb’d ; for shame, put on your 
gown ; 

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your soul ; 

Even now, now, very now, an old black ram 
Is t uppin g your white ewe. Arise, arise ; 

Awakel;he snorting citizens with the bell. 

Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you : 

Arise, I say. 
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2?m. What, have you lost your wits ? 

Rod. Most reverend signior, do you know my voice ? 

Bra. Not I : what are you ? 

Rod. My name is liodcrigo. 

Bra. The worser welcome : 

IVe cliargM thee not to haunt about my doors : 

In honest plainness tliou hast heard me say 
My daugliter is not for thee ; and now, in madness, 

Being full of sii})j)cr and distoiniiering draughts. 

Upon inalioious bravery, dost thou come 
To start my quiet ; — 

Rod. Sir, sir, sir, — 

Bra. But thou must needs bo sure 

My spirit and my place have in tlicin power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patl(‘nco, good sir. 

Bra. What tcll’st tliou me of robbing? this is Venice 
My house is not a grange. 

Rod. Most grave Brabantio, 

In siiiiph* nii<l ]niro soul 1 coiiu' to you. 

laijo. Zounds, sir, you are one of those that will not 
serv'o God, if the di'vil bid \ou. B<‘fause wo come to do 
you si»rvi(M', and you think ^>0 an* rufKans, you’ll liave your 
ilaughter eovored m ith a Barbary horse ; you’ll liave your 
nc^jdioAv.s neigh t«) you; you'll lune coursers for cousins, and 
gennets for giTuians. 

Bra. What profane wretch art thou? 

Jatjo. 1 am one, sir, that eonies to tell you your daughter 
and the Moor are now making the beast with two backs. 

Jira. Thou art a villain. 

Joijo. You are — a senator. 

Bra. Tliis thou slialt answer : 1 know thee, Roderigo. 

Rod. Sir, J will answiT any thing. But, 1 beseech you, 
If ’t l>o your ])h*asuro aud most wise eonsi'iit, 

As partly 1 iind it is, that your fair daughter, 

At Uiis qdd-eveii and dull watcli o’ the night, 

Transported, witli no worse hor bettor guard 
But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier, 

To tlio gross clasps of a lascivious Moor, — 

If tliis be known to you, and your allow'ance, 
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We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs ; 

But, if you know not this, my manners tell me 
Wo have your wrong rebuke. Do not beliovo 
That, from the sense of all civility, 

I thus would play and trifle witli your reverence : 

Your daughter, — if you have not given her leave, — 

I say again, hath made a gross revolt ; 

Tying lior duty, beauty, wit, and Ibrhmos^ 

In an extravagant and wlicoliiig KtrangiT 

Of hero and every whore. Straight sarisfy yourself : 

If she bo in her chamber or your house, 

Let loose on mo the justice of tlie state 
For tlius deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on tlie tinder, ho f 

tJive mo a taper ! — call up all iny people I — 

This accident is not unlike my dream : 

Belief of it oppresses mo already. — 

Light, I say ! light 1 \^EaU above. 

lacfo. Farewell ; for I must leave you : 

Tt seems not meet, nor whoh'Hoino to my jdace, 

To be produc’d — as, if 1 stay, I shall — 

Against tlu» Moor : for, 1 do know*, tlu' state — 

Howe\(»r this may gull him with s<»ine cli(*ek — 

C^aiinot with safety east liiin ; for he's t'lnharkM 
With such loud rc*a.son to the Cyprus wars, 

Which oven now stand in act, that, for their souls, 

Anoth(*r of his fathom they have none 
To lead their business : in which regard, 

Tliougli I do hate him as I do liell-3)ains, 

Yet, for necessity of present life*, 

I must show out a flag and sign of love, 

Wliieh is indeed but sign, Tliat you shall surely find him, 
Lead to the Sagittary the raised search ; 

And there will 1 l)e with him. So, farewell. \^Exit. 

Kntcr, below, Bkabaxtio, and Servants with torches. 

Bra. It is too true an evil : gone she is ; 

And what’s to come of my d espisdd time 
Is naught but bitterness. — ^Now, Hoderigo, 

Where didst thou see her ?— O unhappy girl I — 
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With the Moor, say’st thou ? — Who would be a father I — 
How didst thou know ’twas she ? — O, she deceives mo 
Past iliought I — What said she to you ? — Get more tapers ; 
Baise all my kindred. — Are tliey married, think you ? 
liod. Truly, I think they are. 

3ra. O lieaveii ! — How got she out I — O treason of the 
blood 1— 

Fathers, from lieiico trust not your daughters’ minds 
By what you see tliem act. — Is there not charms 
By which tlio property of youth and maid hood 
May bo abus’d ? Have you not read, Bodcrigo, 

Of some such thing ? 

IUkL Yes, sir, I have indeed, 

j^ra. Call up my brother. — O, would you had had her ! — 
Borne one way, some another. — Do yon know 
Whore wo may m^jirehond her and the Moor ? 

lioiL I think 1 cun discover him, if you please 
To get good guard, and go iilong with me. 

iira. Pray you, lead on. At every house I’ll call ; 

I may command at most. — Get weapons," ho I 
And raise some s])ccial ofKeers of night. — 

On, good lloderigo ; — I’ll deserve your pains. \IlxeunU 


Scene II. The same. Another street, 

Knter Otiikllo, Iauo, ajid Attendants with torches, 

lago. Though in tlie trade of war I have slain men, 
Yet do I hold it very stutf o’ tlio conscience 
To do no contriv’d murder ; I lack iniquity 
Sometimes to do me service : nine or ten times 
I had thought t’ have yerl^d him hero under the ribs. 

Oth, ’Tis better as It is. 

logo, Nay, but he prated, 

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honour, 

That,, with the little godliness I have, 

I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray you, sir, 

Are you fast married ? Be assured of tUs, 
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That the magnifioo is much belovM ; 

And hath, in his effect, a voice j>otentiaI 
As double as the duke’s : ho will divorce you ; 

Or put upon you what restraint and grievance 
Tlio law — with all his might t’ enforce it on — 

Will give him cable. 

Lot him do his spite : 

My services which I have done the signiory 

Shall out-tongue his eom])lainis. ’Tih yet to know,— 

Which, when I know that boasting in an honour, 

I shall iwomulgatc, — I fetch my lile and being 
From men of royal siege ; and my demerits 
May speak, unbonneted,^^^ to as proud a fortune 
As tliis that I have reach’d : for know, lago. 

But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 

1 would not my unhoused free condition 
Put into circumscription and confine 

For the sea’s worth. But, look ! what lights como yond ? 

lago. Tlioso are the raised father and his friends : 

You were best go in. 

OiK Not I ; I must be found : 

My parts, my title, and my perfect soul 
Shall manifest mo rightly. Is it tliey ? 
lago. By Janus, I think no. 

Enter Casbio, and certain Officers with torches. 

0th. The servants of the duke, and my lieutenant. — 
Tlic goodness of tlio night upon you, friends 1 
What is the news ? 

Cas. The duke does greet you, general ; 

And ho requires your hastc-post-haste appearance 
Even on the instant. 

0th. What is the matter, think you ? 

Cas. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine : 

It is a business of some heat ; the galleys 
Have sent a dozen sequent messengers 
This very night at one another’s heels ; 

And many of the cmsuls, rais’d and met, 

Arc at the duke’s already : you have been hotly call’d for ; 
When, being not at your lodging to be found, 
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The senate sent about throe several quests 
To search you out^^^^ 

0th. Tis well I am found by you. 

I will but spend a word here in the house, 

And go wifli you. [jEIeft. 

Cos. Ancient, what makes he here ? 

la^o. Faith, lie to-niglit hath boarded a laud carack : 

If it prove lawful prize, he’s ms^e for ever. 

Ciut. I do not understand. 

laffo. He’s married. 

Cas. To who ? 


Re-enter Othello. 

la^o. Marry, to— Come, captain, will you go ? 

0th. Have with you. 

Cas. Hero comes anotlier troop to seek for you. 
logo. It is lirabantio : — ^general, bo a(Uns’d ; 

ITc comes to bad intent. 

Kntei' liiiAnANTici, TloTn:iii<a<), and Oflicors %'ith torches and weapons. 
Oih. Hfdla ! stand there I 

Hod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

lira. Down with liim, tliicf I 

[ Tiicg draw on both sides, 
lago. You, l?od<*rigo! come, sir, I am for you. 

Oth. Keej) up your bright swords, for^i^^ the dew will rust 
tliem. — 

Good signior, you shall more command with years 
Tlian with your wcajions. 

7ira. O thou foul tliief, where hast tliou stow’d my 
dauglitor ? . 

Damn’d as thou art, thou liast enchanted her; 

For I’ll refer me to all things of sense, 

If she in diains of magic w'oro not bound. 

Whether a maid so tender, fair, and happ y. 

So opposite to marriage tliat she sliunn’cr 
Tlie wealtliy curled darlings of our nation, 

Would ever have, t’ incur a general mock, 

Hun from her guardage to the 8o<)ty bosom 
Of such a thing as thou, — ^to fear, not to delight. 
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Judge me flie world, if ’tis not gross in sense 
That thou hast practis'd on her witli f(>ul ohamui ; 

Abus'd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals 
That weaken motion — j»]] have ’t disputed on ; 

'Tis probable, and palpable to tliinkiiig. 

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee 
For an abuser of Uio world, a j>ractiber 
Of arts inhibited and out of Warrant. — 

Lay hold upon him : if he do resist, 

Subdue him at his peril. 

(Hh, Hold your hands, 

Botli you of iny inclining, and <ho rest : 

Were it my qae to fight, I should have known it 
Without a ]»rom])tcr. — Whore will you that I go 
To answer tliis your charge? 

hnt, Tt> jirison ; till lit time 

f »f law, and course of direct session, 

(^idl thee to answer. 

(Hh, 'Whai if I do obey? 

How may the duke bo thorewilh satisHt'd, 

Whose' messengers are here about my side, 

H|k>u s<nno present business of tlie state 
To bring me to him? 

ZV/v/ ’Tis true, most worthy sigiiior; 

The diikc^’s in eouneil, and yoiir noble self, 

I’m sure, is sent for. 

Ufa. How ! the duke in council 1 

111 ihiA time of the night ! — Bring him away ; 

IVIine’s not an idle cause : tlie duke himself, 

Or any of my brothers of the state, 

Cannot but feel this wrong us 'twe^’c tlicir own ; 

For if such actions may have iiabsago free, 

Bond-slaves and pagans shall our statesmen be. [^ExtaifiU 


Scene III. Tlie same. A counciUchamher. 

The Duke and Senators sitting at a table ; Officers attending. 
Dtihe. There is no co^igos^on in these news 
That gives them credit. 
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First Sen. Indeed, they’re disproportion’d ; 

My letters say a hundred and seven galleys. 

Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty. 

Sec. Sen. And mine, two hundred : 

But though they jump not on a just account, — 

As in these cases, where the ^m reports, 

’Tis oft with difference, — ^yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to C3rprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment : 

I do not BO secure me in the cn*or, 

But tlie main article I do approve 
In fearful sense. 

Sailor. What, ho ! what, ho ! what, ho ! 

First Off. A messenger from the galleys. 

Eater a Sailor. 

Duke. Now, — ^what’s the business ? 

Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes j 
So was I bid rej)ort here to the state 
By Signior Angelo. 

Duke. How say you by this change ? 

First Sen. This cannot be. 

By no assay of reason : ’tis a pageant. 

To keep us in false ga/e. When we consider 
Th’ importaney of Cyprus to the Turk ; 

And let ourselves again but understand, 

Tliat as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 

So may he with more facile <iuestion boar it. 

For that it stands not in such warlike Waco, 

But altogether lacks th’ abilities 

That Rhodob is dress’d in : — if we make thought of this. 

Wo must not think the Turk is so unskilful 
To leave that latest which concerns him first. 

Neglecting an attem})t of case and gain, 

To wal^ and wage a danger profltlcss. 

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he’s not for Rhodes. 

First Off. Hero is iitore news. 

Enfei* a Messenger. 

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious, 
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Steering with due course toward the isle of Hhodos, 

Have there injointed thorn with on after 

First Sen, Ay, so I thought — How many, as you guess ? 

Mess, Of thirty sail : and now tlioy do re-stem 
Their backward course, bearing with fraiik appearance . 

Their purposes toward Cyprus. — Signior Montano, 

Your trusty and most valiant servitor, 

"With his free duty recommends you tiius,^^*^ 

And prays you to .believe him.^l^^ 

Duke. ’Tis certain, then, for Cyprus. — 

Marcus liuccicos/^®^ is not he in tow n ? 

First Sen. He’s now in Florence. 

Duke. Write from us to him ; ]>i»st-post-liaste dispatch. 

Firhi Setu Here comes Brubantio and tlie valiant Moor. 

Enter Bradantio, Othello, Iaoo, Bodeuioo, ami Officers. 

Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight employ you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman, — 

[ 7b Brahantic^ I did not see you ; welcome, gentle signior ; 
We lack’d your counsel and your help to-mglit. 

Bra. So did I yours. Good your grace, pardon mo ; 
Neitluir my place, nor aught I heard of business, 

Hath rais’d me from my bed ; nor doth tho general care 
Take liuld on ino ; for my jiarticular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and o’orbearing nature 
That it cngluts and swallows other sorrows, 

And it is still itself. 

Duke. Why, what’s the matter ? 

Bra. My daughter 1 O, my daughter ! 

Duke and Sen. Dead ? 

Bra. Ay, to mo ; 

?>he is abus’d, stol’n from mo, and corrupted 
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks ; 

For nature so preposterously to err, 

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense, 

Sans ’witchcraft could not. 

Duke. Whoe’er ho bo tliat, in this foul proceeding, 

Hath thus beguil’d your daughter of herself, 

And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You sliall yourself read in the bitter letter 

VOL. vn. cc 
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After your own sense ; yea, iboagh onr proper son 
Stood in your action. 

J^ra, Humbly I thank your grace. 

Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems, 

Your special mandate, for the state-affairs, 

Hath hither brought. 

Duke and Sen, We’re very sorry for’t. 

Duke, [to Othello'] Wliat, in your own port, can you say 
to this? 

Dra, Notliiiig, but this is so. 

0th. Most j)otent, grave, and reverend signiors, 

My very noble and aj)prov’d good masters, — 

That I have ta’en awa^ tins old ninirs daughter, 

It is most true ; true, I ha^ o married her : 

The very heaxl and fioiit of mj offoiidiug 

Hath this extent, no more. Ttud(‘ am I in my speech, 

lAnd little bless'U with the soft jdiraso of ])eaee ; 

For since these arms of mine had se\en years’ j)ith. 

Till now some nijie moons wasted, they lia\o us’d 
Tlioir deaiHjst action in llie tent( d field ? 

And little of this great world can I s])eak. 

More than iioHains t(^ feats of bi'oil and battle ; 

And therefore little shall I grace my cause 

Li sp(»aking for iu>'^eJf. Yet, b> lour gracious patience, 

I will a round un^arnisli’d tale deli\er 

Of my 'whole eour’>e of Ioac; what clrugs, what charms. 

What e(»njuration, and what mighty magic, — 

For such j)roee('ding 1 am charg’d withal, — 

I won liis daughter.^17) 

Dm. A maiden nei er bold ; 

Of sjjirit so still and quiet, that her motion 
Blush’d at herself ; aud she — in spite of nature, 

Of jears, of country, credit, eiery thing — 

To fall in lo>o with what she fear’d to look on I 
It is a judgment maim’d^'''^ and most lm 2 >orfect, 

Tliat will confess perfection so could err 
Against all rules of naturo; and must bo driven 
To find out practices of cunning hell. 

Why this should be. I therefore v ouch again, 

That witli some mixtures powerful o’er the blood. 
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Or with some dram oonjur’d^to thiB effeot^ 

He wrought upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof, 

Without more wider and more overt tost 
Than these thin habit s and poor likelihoods 
Of modem seeming do prefer against him. 

Fir^t Sen. But, Otliello, s])eak : 

Did you by indirect and forc(Vl eourses 
Sulxlue and j>oison this young maid's ofFootions ? 

Or came it by re<iuest, and such fair qitostion 
As soul to soul afibrdeth? 

0th. I do beseech you, 

Rond for the lady to the Ragitbiry, 

And l('t her speak of mo before her father : 

It you do find mo foul in her report, 

The trust, the office, I do hold of you. 

Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even full ujion my life. 

J>uke. Fetch Dcsdeniona hither. 

Otli. Ancient, conduct tlioni, you best know the place. — 

[Exeunt Itujo and Attendants. 
And, till she come, as truly as to heavQii 
1 do confess the vices of my blood, 

Ro justly to your grave cars I’ll j)resent 
How I did thrive in this fair lady’s love, 

And she in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

0th. Her father lov’d mo ; oft invited mo ; 

Still question’d mo the story of my life. 

From year to year, — the battles, sieges, fortunes, 

That I have pass’d. 

I ran it through, oven from my boyish days 
To the very moment that ho bade mo tell it : 

Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances, 

Of moving accidents by flood and field ; 

Of liair-breadtli scapoa i’ th’ imminent deadly breach ; 

Of being taken by the insolent foe. 

And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence. 

And po rtanc e in my travels’ history 
Wherein of antres vast and deserts idle, 
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Hough quarries, rocks, aud hiUs whose heads touch heaven, 

It was my hint to speak, — such was the process ; 

And of t!io Cannibals that each other eat, 

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders. This to hear 
Would Desdemona s eriousl y incline : 

But still the housc-aifairs would draw her thence ; 

Which ever as she could with haste dispatch, 

She’d come again, and witli a greedy car 
Devour up my discourse : — ^which I observing, 

Took once a pli wt hour ; and found good moans 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart 
That I would all iny jHlgriniagc dilate, 

Whereof by parcels she had something hoard, 

But not iutentively : I did consent ; 

And often did beguile her of her tears. 

When I did spoalc of some distr<*hsful stroke 
That my youth suffer’d. My story being done, 

She gave mo for my pains a world of sighs : . 

She swore, — in faith, ’twas strangi‘, ’twfrs passing strange ; 
’Twas pitiful, ’twas wondrous pitiful : 

^fihe wish’d she bad not heard it ; yet she wish’d 

That licavon had made her such a man : she thank’d me ; 

And bade me, if I had a friend that lov’d her, 

I should but teach him how to tell my story, 

And that would woo her. Uj>on this hint I spake : 

She lov’d me for the dangers 1 had j)as.s’d ; 

And 1 lov’d her that slie did pity them. 

This only is the witcheraft I have us'd: — 

Hero comes the lady ; let her witness it. 

Kntcr Desdemona with Iago and Attendants. 

Duke. I think this talc would win my daughter too. — 
Gnod Brabantio, 

Tako up this mangled matter at the best : 

Men do tlioir broken woa}>ons ratlier use 
Than their bare liands. 

J5m. I pray you, hear her speak : . 

If she confess that she was half the wooer, 

Destruction on my head, if my bad blame 
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Light on the man I — Como hfiltor, gwile ipistEess : 

Do you perceive in all this noble eoBO^j^illiy 
Where most you owe obodienoer? 

Des. My iiebfe fiither, 

I do perceive here a divided duiy : 

To you I’m bound for life and education ; 

My life and education both do loam mo 
How to respect you ; you’re the lord of duty,— p*» 

I’m liitherto your daughter : but here’s ray husband ; 

And so much duty as my mother *« bow'd 
To you, preferring you before her father, 

So milch I challenge that 1 may jirofess 
Duo to the Moor my lord. 

Dra, God b’ w i’ you 1 — I have done.— 

Please it your grace, on to the siatc-aflairs : 

I hatl ratlier to adopt a child than got it. — 

Come hither. Moor : 

I here do gi'v o thee that witli all my heart 
Which, but tliou hast already, with all my heart 
I would keep from thoo. — ^For your sake, j^ol,^20) 

I’m glad at soul I have no other child ; 

For thy escape would teach mo tyranny, 

To hang clogs on them. — T have done, my lord. 

Duke, Let me speak like yoursedf ; and lay a sentence, 
Wliich, as a grisc or step, may help these lovers 
Into your favour. 

When remedies arc past, the griefs are ended 
By seeing tlie worst, wliich late on hopes depended. 

To mourn a mischief that is past and gone 
Is tlie next way to draw new mischief on. 

What cannot bo preserv’d when fortune takes, 

Patience her injury a mockery makes. 

The robb’d that smiles steals something from the thief; 

Ho robs himself that spends a bootless grief. 

Bra, So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile ; 

Wo lose it not, so long as wo can smile. 

He bears the sentence well that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears ; 

But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow 
That to pay grief must of poor patience borrow. 
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These sentenoes, to sugar, or to gall, 

Being strong on both sides, are equivocal : 

But words are words ; I never yet did hear 

That die bruis’d heart was pierced through die car. — ^21) 

I humbly beseech you, proceed to the aftairs of state. 

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty preparation makes 
for Cyprus: — Othello, the fortitude of the place is best 
known to you; and though wo have tliero a substitute of 
[most allowed sufficiency, yet opinion, a sovereign mistress of 
effec ts, throws a more safer voice on 3'ou : you must there- 
fore bo content to slubber the gloss of your now fortunes 
with this more stubborn and boisterous expedition. 

Oilu The tyrant custom, most grave senators,^ 

Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 
My thrico-d^iven bed of down : I do agnize 
A natural and jirompt alacrity 
I find in hardness ; and do undertake 
Tills present war^^i*) against the Ottoinitos. 

Most humbly, tliereforo, bending to your state, 

I cra^o fit disposition for niy wife ; 

Duo reference of place and exhibition ; 

With such aecominodation and besort 
As levels u ith her breediiig- 

Duke. If you please, 

Bo ’t at her fatlier’s. 

Dra. I’ll not have it so. 

OtL Nor I, 

Des, Nor I ; I would not tliere reside, 

To put my father in imjiatieiit thoughts 
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke, 

To my uiifobling lend your prosperous car ; 

And let mo find a cliarter in your voice, 

T’ assist my simpleness. 

Duke. What would you, Desdomona ? 

Dea. That I did love the Moor to live with liim. 

My downright violence and storm of fortuncs^22) 

May trumpet to the world t my heart’s subdu’d 
Even to the very quality of my lord : 

I saw Otliello’s visage in Ids mind ; 

And to his honours and his valiant parts 
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Did I my soul and fortunes oonsecrate. 

So that, dear lords, if 1 bo left behind, 

A mot h of peace, and ho go to tlie war, 

Tlie rites for which I love him are bereft mo, 

And I a heavy interim shall support 
By his door absence. Let mo go with him. 

OtJi. Your voices, lords : bcsoech you, lot her will 
Havo a free way. 

Vouch with me, heaven, I tlicr(*foro beg it not, 

To please tho palate of my a]>])etite ; 

Nor to comijJy witli heat — tho y<miig affects 
Tn mo defunct — and ]>ropor satisfaction 
But to be free and bomitoous to lior mind : 

And heaven ^fend your good souls, that you tliink 
T will your serious and great business scant 
For she is with me : no, when light-wing’d toys 
Of feather’d Cupid seed witli wantem dullness 
My speculative and o ffic ’d instruments. 

That my disports corrupt and taint my business, 

Let housewives make a skillet of my holm, 

And all indign and base adversities 
Make head against my estimation I 

Duke, Be it as you shall ])rivately determine, 

Eitlier for her stay or going : tli’ affair cries haste, 

And speed must answer it. 

First Sm. You must away to-night. 

0th, With all my heart. 

Duke, At nine i’ tho morning hero we’ll meet again. — 
Othello, leave some offi<*cr behind, 

And he shall our commission bring to you ; 

With such things else of quality and respect 
As doth import you. 

Oih, So please your grace, my ancient ; 

A man ho is of honesty and trust : 

To his conveyance I assign my wife, 

Witli what else needful your good grace shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Duke, Let it be so. — 

Ghxid night to every one. — [2b -Brab.] And, noble signior, 
If virtue no d elighte d beauty lack, 
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Your 8on-in-liM7 is far more iiur than black. 

First Sen, Adieu, brave Moor ; use Desdemona well. 

Bret, Look to her, Moor, if thou hast eyes to see : 

She has deceiv’d her father, and may thee. 

[Exeunt Dukcy Senators^ Officers^ 

0th, My life upon her faith I — Honest lago, 

My Desdemona must I leave to thee : 

I prithee, let thy wife attend on her ; 

And bring them after in the best advantage. — 

Como, Desdemona ; I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and direction, 

To spend with thee : wo must obey the time. 

[Exeunt Othello and Desdemona, 

Rod, lago, — 

layo, AVhat say’st thou, noble heart ? 

Rod, What will I do, thinkest thou ? 

lago. Why, go to bed, and sleep. 

Rod, I will incontinently drown myself. 

lago. If thou dost, I shall no\er love thee after. Why, 
thou silly gentleman ! 

•Rod, It is silliness to live when to live is torment ; and 
then have we a prescription to die when death is our phy- 
isiciau. 

lago, O villanou«» I T have looked upon the world for four 
times seven years ; and since I could distijiguish betwixt a 
benefit and an injury, I never found man tliat knew how to 
jlovo himself. Ere I would say, I would drown myself for 
(the love of a guinea-hen, I would change my humanity witli 
a baboon. 

Rod, What should I do ? I confess it is my shame to bo 
BO fond ; but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 

lago. Virtue ! a fig I ’tis in om’selves that we are thus or 
thus. Our bodies are gardens; to the which our wills are 
gardeners : so tliat if wo will plant nettles, or sow lettuce ; 
sot hyssop, and weed-up thyme ; supply it with one gender 
of herbs, or distract it with many; either to have it steril 
with idleness, or manured Vith industry ; why, the power and 
corrigible autliority of this lies in our wills. If the balance of 
our "lives had not one scale of reason to poise another of sen- 
suality, the blood and b^ness of our natures would conduct 
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119 to most preposterous coudusions : but we hnve reason to 
cool our raging motions, our carnal stings, our unbittod lusts ; 
whereof I take this tliat you call love to be a sec^ or scion. 

Hod. It cannot be. 

lago. It is merely a lust of tlie blood and a permission 
of the will. Come, be a man: drown thyself I drown cats! 
and blind ppppies. I have professed me thy friend, and I 
confess mo knit to thy deserving witli cables of perdurable 
toiiglmess ; I could never better stead thee tlian now. Put 
money in tliy purse ; follow thou the wars ; defeat tliy favour 
witli an usurped beard ; I say, ]>ut money in thy purse. It 
cannot bo that Desdcmoiia should long continue her love to 
the Moor, — jmt money in thy purse, — nor ho his her : it 
was a violent commencement, and tliou shalt see an answer- 
able sorjuestratiqn ; — put but money in thy purse. — Theso 
Moors are changeable in their wills: — fill thy purse ivith 
money: — the food that to him now is as luscious as locusts 
shall bo to him shortly as bitter as coloQuintida. She must 
change for youtli: wdicn she is sated ivitli his bod}', she 
will find the error of her choice: she must have change, she 
must: tliereforo put money in tliy purse.^*^'"^^ — If thou Vilt 
needs damn thyself, do it a more delicate way than drowning. 
Make all the money thou canst: if sanctimony and a frail 
vow betwixt lui erring barbarian and a supersubtie Venetian 
be not too hard for my wits and all the tribe of hell, thou 
shalt enjoy her ; therefore make money. A pox of drowning 
thyself I it is clean out o£ the way : seek thou rather to bo 
hanged in compassing thy joy tlian to be drowned and go 
without her. 

Hod. Wilt tliou be fast to my hopes, if I depend on the 
issue ? 

laffo. Thou art sure of mo : — go, make money : — I have 
told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and again, I hate the 
Moor : my cause is hearted ; thine hatli no less reason. Let 
us bo conjunctive in our revenge against him : if thou canst 
cuckold him, thou dost tliysclf a pleasure, mo a sport. There 
are many events in tlio womb of time, which will be delivered. 
Tr averse ; go ; provide thy money. We will ha\o more of 
this to-morrow. Adieu. 

Bod. Where shall we meet i’ the morning ? 
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logo. At my lodging. 

B>od. I’ll be with thee betimes. 

lago. Gk) to ; farcwelL Do you hear, Boderigo ? 

Rod, What say you ? 

logo. No more of drowning, do you hear ? 

Hod, I am changed : 1^11 go sell all my land. 
logo. Thus do I ever make my fool my purse ;^25) 

For I mine own gain’d knowledge should profane, 

If I would time expend with such a snipe. 

But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor ; 

And it is thought abroad, that ’twixt my sheets 
’Has done my office : I know not if ’t be true ; 

But I, for mere susijicion in that kind, 

Will do as if for surety. lie holds me well ; 

Tlie bettor shall my purpose work on him. 

Cassio’s a ] )ropejc man : let mo see now ; 

To got his place, and to pluine up my will 
In double knavery — How, how ? — Let’s see : — 

Aftef .some time, t’ abuse Othello’s ear 
That ho is too familiar with his wife : — 

Ho hath a pcTSon, and a snuK>th dispose, 

To be suspected ; fram’d to make women false. 

The Moor is of a free and open nature, 

Tliat thinks men honest that but seem to bo so ; 

And will as tenderly be led by the nose 
{As asses are. 

I have ’t ; — it is engender’d : — ^liell and night 

Must bring this monstrous birth to tlio world’s light. \_ExU. 


ACT II. 

Scene I. A seaport town in Cyprus, A plcdform, 

EiUer Montano and two Gentlemen. 

Mon, What from the cape can you discern at sea ? 
First GenU Nothing at all : it is a high- wrought flood ; 
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I cannot ’twixt the heaven and the 
Descry a saiL 

Mon. Methinks the wind hath spoke aloud at land ; 

A fuller blast ne’er shook our battlements : 

If it hath ruffian’d so upon the sea, 

What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them. 

Can hold tlio mortise ? What sliall we hear of this ? 

Sec. Gent. A se^cgatioii of tlio Turkish fleet : 

For do but stand upon the foaming shore, 

Tlie chiding billow scorns to p(»lt the clouds ; 

Tlio wind-shak’d surge, with high and monstrous mane, 

Seems to cast water on the burning bear, 

And quench the guards of tli’ ever-fixed polo : 

1 never did like m olestatio n view 
On the cnchafed flood. 

Mon. If tliat the Turkish fleet 

Bo not ensheltcr’d and embay’d, tliey’ro drown’d ; 

It is impossible tlioy bear it out. 

Enter a tim'd Gentleman. 

Third Gent. News, lads I our wars are done. 

The desperate tempest hath so bang’d tlio Turks, 

That their desigument halts : a noble ship of Venice 
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufleronce 
On most part of their fleet. 

Mon. How 1 is this true ? 

Third Gent. The ship is hero put in, 

A Veronesa ; Michael Cassio, 

Lieutenant to the warlike Moor Othello, 

Is come on shore : the Moor himself at soa,^2G) 

And is in full commission hero for (vyprus. 

Mon. I’m glad on’t ; ’tis a worthy governor. 

Third Gent. But this same Cassio, — though he speak of 
comfort 

Touching the Turkish loss, yet ho looks sadly, 

And prays the Moor be safe ; for they wore parted 
With foul and violent tempest. 

Mon. heavens ho be ; 

For I have serv’d him, and the man commands 
Like a soldier. Let’s to the seaside, ho ! 
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Ab woU to BOO tlio vessel that^B come in 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello, 
Even till wo make the main and tli’ aerial bluo 
An indistinct regard. 

Third Gent Come, let’s do ao ; 

For oveiy minute is oxpoctancy 

Of more arrivancc.^^^) 


Enter Casbio. 

Cos. Tlianks you, the vdiant of this warlike i8le,^28) 

That so api)rove the Moor ! O, let the heavens 
Give him dc*fence against the elements, 

For I have lost liim on a <langerous sea I 
Mon. Is ho well shijip’d ? 

Cm. His bark is stoutly timber’d, and his pilot 
Of very exporl; and approv’d nllowanco ; 

Tliereforo iny hoi)es, not surfeited to death, 

Stand in bold cure. 

[^IVithui] A sail, a sail, a sail I 

Enter a fimrth Oonilenmn. 

Cos. What noise ? 

FoxiHli Gent TIic town is emj>ly ; on the brow o’ the sea 
Stand ranks of people, and tluy cry A sail !” 

Cm. My hopes do shaj)e him for the governor. 

[ Guns loithin. 

Sec. Gexit Tliey do discharge their shot of courtesy : 

Our friends at least. 

Cm. I i)ray you, sir, go forth. 

And give us truth who ’tis that is arriv’d. 

Sec. Gent 1 shall. [Exit. 

Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv’d ? 

Cm. Most fortunately : ho hatli achiev’d a maid 
That paragons description and w^ild fame ; 

One tliat excels tlio quirk s of blazoning pens, 

And in tli’ essential vestoo of creation 
Does tire the ingener.^29)^ 

Re-enter second Gentleman. 

How now I who has put in ? 
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Sec. Gent. *Tis oiio lago, ancient to the general. 

Cos. ’Has had most favourable and happy speed : 
Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds, 

Tlio gutto’d rocks, and congregated sands, — 

Traitors ensteop’d to clog the guiltless keel, — ^^0) 

As having sense of beauty, do omit 
Tlieir mor^ natures, lotting go safely by 
The divine jDesdemona. 

Mon. Wliat is she ? 

Cos. She that I spake of, our great captain's captain, 

Left in the conduct «of the bold lago ; 

Whoso footing hero anticipates our thoughts 
A sc’nnight’s speed. — Great Jovc,^^^^ Othc^llo guard, 

And swell his sail with thine own powcTful hrcaUi, 

That ho may bless this bay with his tall ship, 
lilako love’s quick pants in Desdemona’s arms. 

Give renew’d fire to our cxtincted spirits. 

And bring all Cyprus comfort ! — O, behold. 

Enter Desdemoxa, Emilia, Iaoo, EoDnaioo, and Attciidantfi. 
Tlic riches of the ship is come on shore ! 
y<' men of Cyiirus, let her have your knees. — 

Hail to thee, lady ! and tlio grace of heaven. 

Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 

Enwhccl thee round I 

Dee, I thank you, valiant Cassio. 

AVhat tidings can you tell me of iny lord ? 

Cas. Ho is not yet arriv’d : nor know I aught 
But that he’s well, and will be sliortly hero. 

Dee. O, but I fear — How lost you company? 

Cas, The great contention of the sea and skies 
Parted our fellowship : — but, Imrk 1 a sail. 

[^Vithhi] A sail, a sail I \_Ghin8 witJdn. 

Sec. Gent. They give their greeting to the citadel : 

Tliis likewise is a friend. 

Cas. See for the news. — 

[Exit Gentleman. 

Good ancient, you are welcome: — [ToEmilm] welcome, mis- 
tress : — 

Let it not ^all your patience, good lago. 
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That I extend my maimers ; ’iis my breeding 

That gives me this bold show of courtesy. \_SS>88ing her. 

logo. Sir, would she give you so much of her lips 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on mo, 

You’d Imvo onouglu 

Dcb. Alas, she has no speech. 

lago. In faith, too much ; 

I find it still, when I have list to sleep : 

Marry, before your ladyship, I grant, 

She jmts her tongue a little in her heart. 

And chides with thinking. 

EmiL You have little cause to say so. 
lixgo. Como on, come on ; you’re pictures out of doors. 
Bells in your parlours, wild-cats in your kitchens, 

Saints in your injuries, devils being offended. 

Players in your housewifery, and housewives in your beds. 
Des, O, fic*U[)on thee, slanderer ! 
logo. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk : 

You rise to l)lay, and go to bed to work. 

Emil. You shall not write my praise. 

lago. No, let mo not. 

What would st thou write of me, if thou shouldst 
j)raiso me ? 

lago. Ogt'iitle lady, do not put mo to’t; 

‘ For I am' nothing, if not critieid. 

Como on, assay. — ^TJiere’s one gone to tlie harbour? 
liigo. Ay, madam. 

DiH. 1 am not merry; but I do beguile 
Tlio thing I am, by seeming otherwise. — 

Come, how wouldst thou ])raise me ? 

Tago, I am about it ; but, indeed, my invention 
Comes from my jiate as birdlime does from frize, — 

It plucks out brains and all : but my Muse labours, 

And tlius she is deliver’d. 

‘ If she bo fair and wise, — fairness and wit, 

TIio one’s for use, the other useth it. 

Ees. Well prais’d ! How if she be black and witty? 
lago. If she be black, and thereto have a wit, 

Bho^U find a white that shall her blackness fit. 

Des, Worse and worse. 
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JEmiL How if fair and fi)olk}if 

logo. Bhe never yet was foolish that was fair ; 

For even her folly help’d her to an heir, 

Des. These are old fond paradoxes to make fools langh i’ 
the alehouse. What miserable praise hast thou for her that’s 
foul and foolish ? 

Tago, Tliore’s none so foul, and foolish thereunto, 

But docs foul j)ranks which hiir and wise ones do. 

Dfis. O heavy ignorance ! — ^thou pruisest tlio worst best. 
But wlmt praise couldst thou bestow on a deserving woman 
indeed, — one that, in the authority of her merit, did justly put 
on the vouch of very malice itself? 

logo. She that was ever fair, and never proud ; 

Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud ; 

Never lack’d gold, and yet went never gay; 

Fled from her wish, and yet said ^^Now 1 may;” 

She that, being anger’d, her revenge being nigh, 

Bade her wrong stay, and her disideasure fly; 

She that in wisdom never was so trail 
To change the cod’s head for the salmon’s tail ; 

She that could think, and ne’er disclose her mind ; 

See suitors following, and not look behind ; 

She was a wight, if ever such wight wore, — 

Des, To do what ? 

lago. To suckle fools and clmoniclo small beer. 

Ihs. O most lame and im])otcnt conclusion! — Do not' 
learn of him, Emilia, though ho bo thy husband. — How 
say you, Cassio ? is he not a most profane and liberal coun- 
sellor ?^32) 

Cas, Ho speaks home, madam : you may relish him more 
in tlic soldier than in the scholar. 

Tago, [u/fidtf] He takes her by the palm : ay, well said, 
wliisper : with as little a 'web as this will I ensnare as gi*eat 
a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon her, do ; I will gyve thee in 
thine o-wn courtship. You say true ; ’tis so, indeed : if such 
tricks as these strip you out of your lieutenantiy, it had boon 
better you had not kissed your three fingers so oft, which 
now again you are most apt to play the sir in. Very good ; 
well kissed! an excellent courtesy! ’tis so, indeed. Yet 
again your fingers to your lips? would they were dyster* 
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pipes for yoor sake I [Trumpet wifhvfu ^ — ^The Moor I I know 
his trumpet 

Cos. ’Tis truly so. 

iJes. Let’s meet him, and receive him. 

C<i8. Lo, where he comes I 

Enter Othello and Attendants. 

Otiu O my fair warrior I 
Des. My dear Othello I 

Otli, II gives me wonder great as niy content 
To see you here before me. O my soul’s joy 1 
If after every tempest eomo such calms, 

May the winds blow till they ha\e Awaken’d death ! 

And lot the labouring bark climb hills of seas 
Olympus-high, and duck aojdn as low 
As hell’s from hca\cn ! 11 it were now to die, 

’Tworo now to bo most hap])y ; for, I fear. 

My soul hath her content so absolute. 

That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in nnkno^^ n fate. 

Des, The lica^ ens forbid 

But that our Ioa cs and comforts should increase, 

Even as oiu* da} s do grow ! 

0th, Am<»n to that, sweet powers ! — 

I cannot speak enough of this content ; 

It stops me here ; it is too much of joy : 

And this, anil this, the greatest discords bo [Kissing her. 
That o’er our hearts shall make ! 

Jago. O, you are well tun’d now ! 

But I’ll set dow n^3J) pegs that make this music. 

As honest as I am. 

0th, Come, let us to tlie castle. — 

Nows, fi'iends ; our wars arc done, the Turks arc drown’d. 
How does my old aeipiaintanco of this ible ? — 

Honey, you shall be w ell desir’d in Cyprus ; 

I’ve found groat Ioa o amongst them. O my sweet, 

I prattle out of fashion, and I dote 

In mine own comforts. — I prithee, good lago. 

Go to tlio bay and disembark my coffers ; 

Bring thou the master to the citadel ; 
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He is a good one, and his worthiness 

Does chaUenge much respect. — Come, Desdemona, 

Once more well met at Cyprus. 

\Ex€u^ii Othelloj Deademonaj and Attendants, 
logo. Do thou meet me presently at the harbour. Gome 
liither. If thou bo’st valiant, — as, tliey say, base men being 
in lovo have then a nobility in their natures more than is 
native to them, — list me. The lieutenant to-night watches 
on the court-ofngpard : — ^first, I must tell thee this — Dosde- 
mona is directly in love with him. 

Rod. With him I why, ’tis not possible. 
logo. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy soul bo instructed. 
Mark me with what violence she first loved the Moor, but 
for bragging, and telling her fantastical lies : and will she 
lo\ t* him stiU for prating ? lot not thy discreet heart think it. 
Her eye must be fed ; and what delight shall she have to 
look on the devil? When tlie blood is made dull with the 
act of sport, there should be — again to inflame it, and to 
give satiety a firesh appetite — ^loveliness in favour, sympathy 
in years, manners, and beauties ; all wliich the Moor is de- 
fective in : now, for want of those required convoniencos, her 
delicate tenderness will find itself abused, begin to heave the 
gorge, disrelish and abhor the Moor; very nature will in- 
struct her in it, and compel her to some second choice. Now, 
sir, this granted, — as it is a most pregnant and unforced po- 
sition, — ^who stands so eminent in tlie degree of this fortune 
as Oassio does ? a knave very voluble ; no further conscion- 
ahle than in putting on tlie mere form of civil and humane 
seeming, for the better compassing of his salt and most hidden 
loose atfoction ? why, none ; why, none : a slipper and subtle 
knave ; a finder of occasions ; that has an eye can s^mp and 
counterfeit advantages, though true advantage never present 
itself : a devilish knave I Besides, the knave is handsome, * 
young, and hath all those requisites in him that foDy and 
green minds look afi^r : a pestilent-complete knave ; and the 
woman hath found him already. 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her ; she’s full of most 
blessed condition. 

logo. Blessed fig’s-end I the wine she drinks is made of 
grapes : if she had been blessed, she would never have loved 
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OTHSLLO. 


402 


Laotil 


the Moor : blessed pudding ! Didst thou not see her p eddl e 
with the palm of his hand ? didst not mark that ? 

Rod, Yes, that I did ; but that was but courtesy; 

logo. Lechery, by this hand ; an index and obscure pro- 
logue to the history of lust and foul thoughts. They met 
so near with their lips, that tlieir breaths embraced together. 
Villanous thoughts, lloderigo ! when these mutualities so 
marshal the way, hard at hand comes the master and main 
exercise, the incorporate conclusion : pish I — But, sir, be you 
ruled by mo : I have brought you from Venice. Watch 
you to-night ; for the command. I’ll lay^’t upon you : Gassio 
knows you not : — I’ll not be far from you : do you find some 
occasion to anger Gassio, either by speaking too loud, or taint- 
ing his discipline ; or from what other course^^ you please, 
which the time shall more favourably minister. 

RodL WelL 

lago. Sir/ he is rash, and very sudden in choler, and 
haply may strike at you : provoke him, that ho may ; for 
even out of that wiU I cause these of Gyprus to "mutiny ; 
whose qualification shall como into no true taste again but 
by the displanting of Gassio. So shall you have a shorter 
journey to your desires, by tlie means I shall tlien have to 
prefer tliem ; and the imjxMlimont most profitably removed, 
without the which tliero were no expectation of our pros- 
perity. 

Rod, I will do tliis, if I can bring it to any oppor- 
tunity.^3^^ 

logo, I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the citadel ; 
I must fetch his necessaries ashore. Farewell. 

Rod, Adieu. 

logo. That Gassio loves her, I do well believe it ; 

That sho loves him, ’tis apt, and of great credit : 

The Moor — ^howbeit that I endure him not — 

Is of a constant-loving noble nature ; 

And I dare think he’ll prove to Desdemona 
A most dear husband. Now, I do love her too ; 

Not out of absolute lust,-*— though peradventure 
I stand accountant for as great a sin, — 

But partly led to diet my revenge, 

For that 1 do suspect the lusiy Moor 
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Hath leaped into my seat : the thought whereof 
Dotti, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my inwards ; 
And nothing can or shall content my soul 
Till I am even’d with him, wife for wife ; 

Or failing so, yet that I put the Moor 

At least into a jealousy so strong 

Tliat judgment cannot ciu'o. Which thing to do, 

If tliis poor tra^ of Venice, whom I 

For liis quick liunting/^^^ stand the putting on. 

I’ll Imve our Micliael Cassio on the hip ; 

Alm«»e him to the Moor in tlio rank garb, — 

For I fear Cassio with my niglit-cap too ; 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward mo, 
For making him egrogiously an ass, 

Ai»d practising upon his peace and quiet 
E\cn to madness. ’Tis here, but yet confus’d : 
Knavery’s plain face is never soon till us’d. 


Scene IL A street. 

Enter a Herald with a proclamation ; People following. 

Her. It is Othello’s })lc‘asure, our noble and valiant gene- 
ral, tliat, U])on certain tidings now arrived, importing the 
mere perdition of tlio Turkish fleet, every man put liimself 
into triumj)h ; some to dance, some to make bonfires, each 
man to what sjx)rt. and revels liis addiction leads him 
for, besides those beneficial news, it is the celebration of his 
nuptial : — so much w^as his pleasure should be proclaimed. 
All offices are oiien ; and tliere is full liberty of feasting 
irom this present hour of five till the bell have told eleven. 
Heaven bless^^S) the isle of Cyprus and our noble general- 
Othello I \^ExeunL 


’Scene III. A hall in the castle. 

Enter Othello, Debdeuoka, Cassio, and Attendants. 
0th. Good Michael, look you to the guard to-night : 
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Let’s teach ourselves that honourable stop, 

Not to outsport discretion. 

Cas, lago hath direction what to do ; 

But, notwitlistanding, with my personal eye 
Will I look to’t 

Oih. most honest. 

Michael, good night : to-morrow with your earliest 
Lot mo havo speech with you. — [ Jb Desdemona] Come, my 
dear love, — 

The purchase made, the fruits aro to onsuo ; 

That profit ’s yet to como ’tween me and you. — 

GU)od night.^ [ Exeunt Othelloy Desdeinonay and Attendants* 

Enter Iaoo. 

Cas* Welcome, lago ; wo must to the watcli. 
lago. Not this hour, lieutenant; ’tis not yet ten o’ the 
clock. Our general cast us thus early for the love of his 
Desdemona ; who let us not therefore blame : he hath not yet 
made wanton the night with her ; and sho is sport for Jove. 
Cas. She’s a most exquisite lady.* 
lago. And, I'll warrant her, full of game. 

Cas. Indeed, sho\s a most fresh an<l delicate creature. 
lago. What an eye she has I metliinks it sounds a parley 
to provocation. 

Cas. An inviting eye ; and yet metliinks right modest. 
lago. And when she speaks, is it not an alarum to love ? 
Cas. IShe is, indeed, perfection. 

litgo. Well, liajipincss to their sheets! Come, lieutenant, 
I have a stoop of wine ; and here witliout aro a brace of 
C}q>rus gallants tluit w'ould fain have a measure to the health 
of black Othello. 

Cas. Not to-niglit, good lago : I have very poor and un- 
Lappy brains for drinking : I could well wish comiesy would 
invent some other custom of entertainment. 

lago* O, they are our friends ; but one cup : I’ll drink 
for you. 

Cas. I havo drunk ‘but one cui> to-night, and that was 
cr^ily qualifi ed too, and, behold, what innovation it makes 
Imbto: 1 am unfortunate in the infirmity, and dare not task 
my weakness with any more. 
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logo. What, man 1 ’tis a night of revels : the goUants de- 
sire it 

Cos. Where are they? 

logo. Here at the door ; I pray you, call tliem in* 

Can, I’ll do’t ; but it ilislikes me. \ExUn 

logo. If I can fasten but one cup upon him, 

Widi that which ho liath drunk to-night already, 

He’ll be as full of ciuan'cl and ofFeneo 

As my young mistress’ dog. Now, my Bi(*k fool Bodorigo, 
Whom love hath turn’d almost the nTong side out, 

To Desdemona hath to-night carous’d 
Potations pottlo-de op ; and he’s to watch : 

Tliree lads^^®^ of Cyprus — noblo swelling spirits, 

Tliat hold tlieir honours in a wary distinee, 

Tlw* very elements of this warlike isle — 

Have I to-niglit fluster’d with flowing cups, 

And they watch too. Now, ’mongst tliis flock of drimkards, 

Am I to put our Cassio in some action 

That may offend the isle : — ^but hero they come : 

If conse quen ce do but approve my dream, 

My }>oat sails freely, both witli wind and stream. 

lle-enter Cassio, followed hg Montano, Gentlemen, and Servant 
with tvine. 

Cos. ’Fore God, tlioy have given mo a rouse already. 

Mon, Good faitli, a little one ; not past a pint, us I am a 
soldier. 

logo. Some wine, ho ! 

And let me the canak in clink, clink ; [^Stngs. 

And let me the canakin clink : 

A soldier's a man ; 

A life ’s but a span 

Wliy, then, let a soldier drink. 

Some wine, boys 1 

CcLs, ’Fore Grod, an excellent song. 

logo, I learned it in England, where, indeed, tlioy are 
most potent in potting : your Dane, your German, and your ’ 
swj^-bellied Hollander, — Drink, hoi — are nothing to youTi 
Englbh. 

Caa, Is your Englishman so expert in his drinking ? 
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lago. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your Dane dead 
drunk ; ho sweats not to overthrow your Almain ; ho gives 
your Hollander a vomit, ero the noirf pottle can be filled. 

Caa, To the health of our general I 

Mon. I am for it, lieutenant ; and I’ll do you justice. 

lago. O sweet England ! 

King Stephen was a worthy i)cer,*C4i) ^Stnga. 

Hib breeches cost him hut a crown ; 

He held them sixponco all too dear, 

Witli that he call’d tlie tailor lown. 

He was a wight of high renown, 

And thou ai*t hut of low degree : 

’Tis pride that pulls the country down ; 

Tlicn take thine auld cloak about tlice. 

Some wine, hp ! 

Caa. Why, this is a more exquisite song than tlie other. 

Togo. Will you hoar "t again ? 

Caa. No ; for 1 hold him to be miwortliy of his ])lace 
that docs those things. — Well, — Genfs above all; and tliore 
bo souls must bo saved, and tliore bo souls must not be 
saved. 

Jago. It’s true, good lieutenant. 

Caa, For mine own imrt, — no oireneo to the general, nor 
any man of (luality, — I hope to bo saved. 

logo. And so do I too, lieutenant. 

Caa, A} , but, by your lea^ e, not before mo ; the lieu- 
tenant is to be saved before the ancient. Lot’s have no more 
of this ; let’s to our afiairs. — Forgiv e us our sins I — Gentle- 
men, let’s look to our business. Do not think, gentlemen, 
I am drunk : this is my ancient ; — this is my right hand, 
and this is my left : — T am not drunk now ; I can stand well 
enougli, and speak well enough. 

All. Excellent 'well. 

C€ia. Why, very well, then ; you must not think^ then, 
that I am drunk. [JEant. 

Mon. To the platfoite, masters ; come, let’s set the watch. 

’*♦ Sing Stfpiteti was a worthy pi ic.] These two stanzas (with very 
slight variations) form part of a ballad which may be found in Percy's Msl, 
of A. E. Poetry^ vol. i p. 204, ed. 1794. 
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la^o. You Boe this fellow that is gone bofoio ; — 

He is a soldier fit to stand by Csesar 

And give direction : and do but see his vice ; 

’Tis to his virtue a just equinox^ 

The one as long as th’ other : ’tis x)ity of him. 

I fear the trust Othello puts liim in, ^^2) 

On some odd time of his infirmity, 

Will shake this island. 

M<m, But is lie often thus ? 

lityo. ’Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep . 

He’ll watch the horologe a double set, 

If drink rock not his cradle. 

Mo7i, It wore well 

Tlie general were put in mind of it. 

I'erhaps he sees it not ; or his good nature 
Prize<^ the virtue tliat appears in Cas^io, 

And looks not on liis evils : is not this true ? 

Knter Kodekiuo. 

lofjfo. [a^ule to llodet*i^o'] How now, Hoderigo 1 
I pray you, after the lieutenant ; go. [Kxit Hoderigo. 

Mo7i. And ’tis great pity that tlic noble Moor 
Should hazard such a place as his own second 
With one of an ingraft infirmity : 

It were an lionest action to say 
So to tlie Moor. 

. lago. Not I, for this fair island : 

I do love Cassio well ; and would do much 
To cure him of this evil — But, hark I what noise ? 

\_Cry within ^ — Help I help 

Re-enter Casbio, dmving in Bodeuigo. 

Caa. You rogue I you rascal ! 

Mon. What’s the matter, lieutenant? 

Caa. A knave teach me my duty ! 

I’ll beat the knave into a t wiggen bottle. 

Bod. Beat me I 

Cas. Dost thou prate, rogue ? [^Striking Bodengo. 

Mvn. Nay, good lieutenant ; 

[Staying him. 
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I pray you, sir, hold your hand. 

Cos. Let me go, sir, 

Or I’ll knock you o’er the maza rd. 

M<m. Come, come, you ’re drunk. 

Cas, Drunk! {They figid. 

lago, [aside to Jloderigo'\ Away, I say ; go out, and cry a 
mutiny ! [Exit Roderigo. 

Nay, good lieutenant, — alas, gentlemen ; — 

Help, ho I — Lieutenant, — sir, — Montano, — sir ; — 

Help, masters — Here’s a goodly watch indeed I 

[Bell rings. 

Who’s that which rings the bell ? — Diablo, ho I 
The town will rise : God’s will, lieutenant, hold; 

You will bo sham’d for ever.^^^^ 

Re-enter Othello and Attendants. 

Oth. What is tlie matter hero ? 

Mon. Zounds, I bleed still; I am hurt to the death. 

[Faints. 

Oth. Hold, for your lives ! 

logo. Hold, ho! Lieuteuaiit, — sir, — Montano, — gentle- 
men, — 

Have you forgot all sense of place and duty 

Hold I the general si)eaks to you ; hold, for shame !^^®^ 

Oth. Why, how now, ho ! from wlienco ariseth tliis ? 

Are wo turn’d Turks, and to ourselves do that 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ? 

For Clu'istian shame, put by this bai’barous brawl : 

Ho tliat stirs next to carve for his own ragj^ 

Holds liis soul light ; he dies upon his motion. — 

Silence tliat dreadful bell ! it frights the isle 

From her propriety. — ^Wliat is the matter, masters ? — 

Honest lago, that look’st dead with grieving. 

Speak, who began this ? on thy love, I charge thee. 

logo. I do not know : — friends all but now, even now, 

In q uarte r, and in terms like bride and groom 
Devesting them for bed ; knd then, but now — 

As if some planet liad unwitted men — 

Swords out, and tilting one at otlier’s breast, 

In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 



OTHELLO. 


409 


SCENE XIlJ 

Any beginning to this peevish odds ; 

And would in action glorious I had lost 
Those legs that brought me to a part of it I 

Otiu How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot ? 
Cos, I pray you, pardon mo ; I cannot speak. 

0/A. Wortliy Montano, you were wont be civil ; 

The gravity and stillness of your youth 

The world hath noted, and your name is great 

In mouths of wisest censure : what's tlie matter, 

That you unlace your rc 2 )utation thus. 

And spend your rich 02 >inion for the name 
Of a night-brawler ? give me answer to it. 

Ifon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger : 

Your officer, lago, can inform you — 

'\\'hile I spare speech, which sornetliing now offends mo — 
Of all tliat I do know : nor know J aught 
By me that’s said or done amiss tliis night ; 

Unli^ss self-charity bo sometimes a vice. 

And to defend ourselves it bo a sin 
When violence assails us. 

Ot/i, Now, by heaven. 

My blood begins my safer guides to rule ; 

And passion, having my best judgment colUed, 

Assays to lead the way : — if 1 once stir, 

Or do but lift tliis arm, the best of you 
?>liall sink in my rebuke. Give mo to know 
TTow this foul rout began, who set it on ; 

And ho that is approv’i in this offence. 

Though ho had twinn’d with me, both at a birth, 

Shall lose me. — What 1^^^^ in a town of war, 

Yet wild, the people’s hearts brimful of fear. 

To manage private and domestic quarrel, 

In night, and on the court and guard of safety 1^^^^ 

’Tis monstrous. — lago, who began ’t ? 

Mon, If partially affin’d , or leagu’d in office, 

Thou dost deliver more or less than truth. 

Thou art no soldier. 

Touch me not so near : 

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth 
Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio ; 
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Yot, I persuade myself, to speak the truth 
Shall noiliing wrong him. — Thus it is, generaL 
Montano and myself being in speech, 

There comes a fellow crying out for help ; 

And Cassio following him^®^^ with determin’d sword 
To execute ujx)!! him. Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause : 

Myself the crying fellow did pursue. 

Lest by his clamour — as it so fell out — 

Tlio town might fall in fright : he, swift of foot. 
Outran niy purj)oso ; and I return’d the rather 
For tliat I hoard the clink and fall of swords, 

And Cassio high in oath ; which till to-night 
I ne’er might say before. When I came back, — 
For this was brief, — 1 found tlicm close together. 

At blow and thrust ; even as again they were 
When yon yourself did part them. 

More of this matter cannot I rc]>ort : — 

But men are men ; the best sometimes forget : — 
Tliough Cassio did some little wrong to liim, — 

As men in rage strike those tliat wish them best, — 
Yet, surely, Cassio, T helie^e, receiv’d 
From him that fled some strange indignity, 

Which jiaticnco could not })a&s. 

0th, 1 know, lago. 

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Cassio, — Cassio, I love thee ; 

But never more be officer of mine. — 


Itc-cntcr Desuemona, attended. 

Look, if my gentle love bo not rais’d up ! — 

I’ll make thee an example. 

Des, What’s the matter ? 

0th, All’s well now, sweeting ; come away to bed. — 

Sir, for your liurts, myself will be your surgeon : 

Lead him [Tb Meynta/no^ who ia led ojff'm 

lago, look with care about the town, 

And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted. — 

Come, Desdemona : ’tis the soldiers’ life 
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To have their balmy dumberB wak^d with strife. 

[^Exeunt all except lago and Casrio. 

lago» What, are you hurt, lioutonont ? 

Cas, Ay, past all sur^ery. 

lago. Marry, heaven forbid I 

Cos. Reputation, reputation, reputation I O, I have lost 
my reputation ! I have lost the immortal part of myself, and 
what remains is bestial. — My reputation, lago, my reputa- 
tion I 

lago. As I am an honest man, 1 thought you had received 
some bodily wound ; there is more sense in that than in re- 
putation. Reputation is an idle and nu)st false im 2 >osition ; 
oft got without merit, and lost without deserving : you have 
lost no reputation at all, unless you repute yourself such 
R loser. What, man I there are w'ays to recover llio general 
again : you are but now cast in his mood, a jmnishnient 
more in policy than in malice; even so as one would beat 
his offenceless dog to affright an imperious lion : sue to him 
again, and he’s yours. 

Caa. 1 wdll rather sue to be despised than to deceive so 
good a commander with so sliglit, so drunkc^i, and so indis-j 
creel an officer. Drunk? and s])oak parrpt ? and squabble? 
swagger ? swear ? and discourse fostiaii with one’s own sha - 1 
dow ? — O thou invisible spirit of wine, if thou hast no name 
to be known by, let us call thee devil 1 

lago. What was he tliat you followed with your sword ? 
What had ho done to you ? 

Caa, I know not. 

lago. Is ’t possible ? 

Can, I remember a mass of things, but nothing distinctly; 
a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. — O God, that men shouldf 
pul an enemy in their mouths to steal away their brains ! tliat^ 
we should, with joy, pleasance, revel, and applause, transform 
ourselves into beasts I 

lago. Why, but you are now well enough : how came you 
thus recovered ? 

Caa, It hath pleased the devil drunkenness to give place 
to the devil wrath : one unperfectness shows me another, to 
make me frankly despise myself. 

lago^ Come, you are too severe a morale r : as the time, 
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the place, and tho condition of this country stands, I could 
heartily wish this had not befallen ; but, since it is as it is, 
mend it for your own good. 

Cas. I will ask him for my place again, — ^ho shall tell me 
I am a drunkard I Had I as many mouths as Hydra, such 
lan answer would stop them all. To bo now a sensible man, 
|by and by a fool, and presently a beast I O strange I — Every 
inordinate cup is unblessed, and the ingredient is a devil. 

logo. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar creature, 
if it bo well used : exclaim no more against it. And, good 
lieutenant, I tliink yon think I love you. 

Cas. I have well approved it, sir. — I drunk 1 
7(7^0. You or any man living may bo drunk at a time, 
man. I’ll tell you what you shall do. Our general’s wife 
is now tho general ; — I may say so in this respect, for that 
he hath devoted and given up himself to the eontemjdation, 
mark, and denotement^ of her parts and graces : — confess 
yourself freely to her; imj)ortuno her lielj) to put -you in 
your place again : she is of so free, so kind, so apt, so blessed 
a disposition, she holds it a vice in her goodness not to do 
more than she is requested : this broken joint between you 
and her husband entreat her to splinter ; and, my fortunes 
against any lay woitli naming, this crack of yoiu* love shall 
grow stronger than it was before. 

Cas, You advise me well. 

logo. X i)rotcst, in tlio sincerity of love and honest kind- 
ness. 

Caft. I think it freely ; and betimes in tho morning I will 
beseech tho virtuous Desdemona to undertake for me : I am 
desperate of my fortunes if they clic'ck me here. 

lago. You are in the right Good night, lieutenant; I 
must to tho watch. 

Cas* Good night, honest lago. \Exit* 

lago. And what’s he, then, that says I play the villain ? 
When tliis advice is free I give and honest, 

Probal to thinking, and, indeed, tho course 
To win tho Moor again ? ‘For ’tis most easy 
Th’ inclining Desdemona to subdue 
In any honest suit : she’s fram’d as friihftd 
As the free elements. And then for her 
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To win tho Moor^ — ^wero’t to ronoiinco Ms baptism, 

All seals and symbols of redeem^ bin, 

His soul is so enfetter’d to her love, 

That she may make, immakc, do what she list. 

Even as her ^petite shall play tlie god 

Witli Ms weak fu nction . How am I, then, a villain 

To counsel Cassio to this parallel course, 

Directly to his good? Divinity of hell I 
When devils will tho blackest sins put on, 

They do suggest at first with hoav€*nly shows, 

As I do now : for whiles this honest fool 
Plies Desdemona to repair liis fortunes, 

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 

I’ll pour tMs pestilence into his ear, — 

I'liat she repeals him for her body’s lust ; 

And by how much she strives to do him good. 

She sliaJl undo her credit with tho Moor. 

So will I turn her virtue into pitch ; 

And out of her own goodness make tlie not 
Tliat shall cumosh them all. 

Re-enter RouERiao. 

How now, Boderigo ! 

Rod, I do follow here in the chase, not like a hound that 
hunts, but one that fills uj) tho cry. My money is almost 
sp('nt ; I have been to-night exceedingly well cudgclknl ; and 
1 think tho issue will be — I shall have so much experience | 
for my pains ; and so, with no money at all, and a little more* 
wit, return again to Venice. 

Tago, How poor are they that have not patience I 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees ? 

Tliou know’st we work by wit, and not by witchcraft ; 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Docb’t not go well ? Cassio hath beaten thee. 

And thou, by tliat small hurt, hast cashier’d Cassio : 

Though other tMngs grow fair against tho sun. 

Yet fiMts that blossom first will fost be ripe : 

Content thyself awhile. — By tho mass, ’tis morning ; 

Pleasure and action make ^e hours seem short. — 
lietire thee ; go where thou art billeted : 
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Away^ I say ; thou shalt know more hereafter : 

Nay, got thee gone. [^Eait Bx>derigoJ\ Two things are to be 
done, — 

My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress ; 

I’ll set her on ; 

Myself the while^^^^ to draw the Moor apart, 

And bring him jump when he may Cassio find 
, Soliciting his wife : — ay, that’s the way ; 

Dull not device by coldness and delay. 


ACT III. 


Scene I. C^ptnzs. Before the castle. 


Enter Caasio and some M^^sicians. 


Cas, Masters, jday here, — I will content your i)ains, — 
Something that’s brief; and bid Good morrow, general.” 

\_Music. 


Enter Clown. 


Ch. Why, masters, have your instrumenta been in Na- 
ples, that they speak i’ the nose thus ? 

First Mas. How, sir, how I 

Clo. Are these, I pray you, wind-instruments ? 

First Mas, Ay, marry, arc they, sir. 

Clo. 0, thereby hangs a talL 

First Mas. Whereby hangs a tale, sir ? 

Clo. Marry, sir, by many a wind-instrument that I know- 
But, masters, hero’s money for you : and the general so likes 
your music, that he desires you, of all Ipyes, to make no more 
noise with it. 

First Mm. Well, sir, we will not 

Clo. If you have any music that may not be heard, to’t 
I again : but, as they say, to hear music the general does not 
greatly care. 

First Mm. We have none such, sir. 
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Ch. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for ITl away : 
go ; vanish into air ; away I [Exeunt Muekiaina. 

Cos* Dost thou hear, my honest friend ? 

Clo. No, I hear not your honest friend ; I hear you. 

Cos. Prithee, keep up thy q^uillets. Thore^s a poor piece 
of gold for thee : if tlio gentlewoman that attends the gene- 
ral’s wife be stirring, teh her there’s one Cassio entreats her 
a little favour of speech : wilt tliou do iliis ? 

Clo. She is stirring, sir : if slie will stir hitlier, I sliall 
seem to notify unto her. 

Cos. Do, good my friend. [Exit Chum. 

Enter Iago. 

Li happy time, Iago. 

logo. You have not been a-bcd, then ? 

CcLS. Why, no ; the day had broke 
Before wo parted. I have made bold, Iago, 

To send in to your wife : my suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Dcsdemona 
Procure mo some access. 

Iago. I’ll send her to you presently ; 

And I’ll devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of tlie way, that your converse and business 
May bo more free. 

Cus. I humbly^^®^ thank you for’t. [Exit Iago.'\ I never 
knew 

A Florentine more kind and honest. 

Enter Euilia. 

Emil. Good morrow, good lieutenant : I am sorry 
For your displeasure ; but all will sure be well. 

Tlie general and his wife are talking of it ; 

And she speaks for you stoutly : the Moor replies, 

That ho you hurt is of great fame in Cyprus 
And groat affinity, and that in wholesome wisdom 
He might not but refose you ; but he protests he loves you. 
And needs no other suitor but his likings^®*^^ 

To take the saf ’st occasion by the front 
To bring you in again. 

Cos. 


Yet, I beseech you, — 
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If you think fit, or that it may he done, — 

Give me advantage of Bome brief discourse 
With Desdemon alone. 

EmxL Pray you, come in : 

I will bestow you where you shall have time 
To speak your bosom freely. 

Cae, 1 am much bound to you. [Exeunt, 


Scene IL A room in the castle. 

Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemen. 

0th, These letters give, Iago, to tlio pilot ; 

And, by him, do my duties to the senate : 

That done, I will bo walking on tlie works ; 

Bepair there to me. 

logo. Well, my good lord, I’ll do’t. 

0th, This fortification, gentlemen, — shall wo see’t ? 

Gent, We’ll wait upon your lordahip. [Exeunt, 


Scene III. The garden of the castle. 

Enter Oesdemona, Cassio, and Emilia. 

JDes, Bo thou assur’d, good Cassio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 

Emil, Good madam, do: I warrant it grieves my husband, 
As if the case were his. 

Ees, O, that’s an honest follow. — Do not doubt, Cassio, 
But I will have my lord and you again 
As firiendly as you were. 

Cas, Bounteous madam, 

Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 

He’s never any thing but your true servant. 

Ees, I know’t, — I ihank you. You do love my lord : 
You’ve known him long ; and be you well assur’d 
He shall in strangeness stand no fiirther off 
Than in a politic distance. 
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Cas, Ay, but, lady, 

That policy may eidier last so long, 

Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet, 

Or breed itself so out of circumstance. 

That, I being absent, and my place supplied, 

My general will forget my love and service. 

JJes. Do not doubt that ; before Dmilia boro 
I give tliee warrant of thy place : assure thee, 

If I do vow a friondsliij), I'll perform it 
To the last article : my lord sliall never r<'st ; 

I’ll watch him tamo, and talk him out of jmtionce ; 

His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift ; 

I’ll int(‘rmingle every thing ho does 

With Cassio’s suit : therefore be merry, Cassio ; 

F*n* thy solicitor sliall rather die 
'fimn give thy cause away. 

Emil. Madam, hero comes my lord. 

Cas. Madam, I’ll take my leave. 

Des. Why, stay, and hear me speak. 

Cas. Madam, not now : I’m very ill at case. 

Unfit for mine own purposes. 

Des. Well, do your discretion. Cassio. 

Enter Othello and Lvoo. 

lago. Ha I I like not that. 

Gill. What dost thou say ? 

Ia<jo. Nothing, my lord : or if — I kiiOAV not what. 

Oili. Was not that Cassio jmrted from my wife? 

lago. Cassio, my lord ! No, sure, I cannot tliink it. 

That ho would steal away so guilty-like. 

Seeing you coming. 

ihh. I do believe ’twas he. 

Des. How now, my lord 
I have been talking with a, suitor here, 

A man that languishes in your displcasimo. 

OtJi, Who is’t you mean ? 

Ees. Why, your lieutenant, Cassio. Good m§r lord. 

If I have any grace or power to move you, 

His present reconciliation t^e ; 

For if ho be not one that truly loves you, 

VOL. VII. EE 
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That errs in i^orance, and not in cunning, 

I have no judgment in an honest face : 

I prillioo, call him back. 

Otiu Went he hence now ? 

T>es. Ay, sooth ; so humbled, 

That^^^^^ lie hath left part of liis grief with me, 

To suffer with him. Good love, call him back. 

0th. Not now, sweet Desdemon ; some other time. 

But shall ’t bo shortly ? 

Oth. Tlie sooner, sweet, for you. 

T>efi. Shall ’t bo to-night at supper ? 

Oth. No, not to-night. 

To-morrow dinner, then? 

Oth. I shall not dino at home ; 

I meet the cnjitains at the citadel. 

Ops. Wliy, then, to-morrow night ; or Tuesday morn ; 
On Tuesday noon, or night ; on WcMliu^sday morn : — 

I prithec', name the tiim* ; but let it not 
Exceed three* days : in faith, h(‘’s ])enitent ; 

And yet his lres])ass, in onr common reason, — 

Save tluit, th(*y say, the wars must make* exainjdcs 
Out of th(*ir best,^<’^^ — is not almost a fault 
T’ iiumr a ]iri\ate cheek. When shall ho come? 

Tell me, Othello: 1 wonder in my soul, 

What you 'would ask me, that I should deny, 

Or stand so mammering on. What ! Michael Cassio, 

Tlint cainc' a-woc»iiig with you ; and so many a time, 

When 1 have sj)oke of you disjwaisingly. 

Hath ta’en \onr part ; to ha^c* so innch to do 
To bring him in ! Trust me, 1 eoidd do much, — 

Oth. Ih'ithee, no more : let him eomc when ho will ; 

I will deny thee nothing. 

Des. Why, this is not a boon ; 

’Tis as I should entreat you w(*ar your gloves, 

Or feed on nonrisliing dishes, or ket*p you warm, ^^2) 

Or sue to you to do jiecmliar ]>rofif 

To your o'WH person : nay, when T have a suit 

'Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed, 

It shall bo fiill of ] )oisc and difficult weight, 

And fearful to be granted. 
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Otlu I will deny ihoe nothing : 

Whereon, I do beseech tlioo, grant mo this, 

To leave me but a little to iny.sclf. 

Des. Shall I deny you ? no : farewell, my lord. 

Otlu Farewell, my I^esdemon I’ll come to thee 
straight. 

Emilia, come. — Bo as your fanciers teach you ; 
"SMiato'cr you be, I am obedient. [iiA/V, with Emilia. 

0th. Excellent wretc h 1 Perdition catch my soul, 

But T do love thee I and when 1 lo\o tlici* not, 

Cliaos is come again. 

Idffo. My noble lord, — 

(Hli. What dost tliou say, Ingo ? 

logo. Did Michael Cassio, when you \\oo‘d iiiy lady, 

K now of your love ? 

Oth. H(‘ did, from first to last : why flost thou ask? 

Jago. But for a satisfaction of my tliought; 

Jso further harm. 

Oth. Why of thy tliought, lago? 

lago. I did not think he had been acquainted with her. 

Oth. O, yes; and went bet\N(‘cii us very oft. 

Jago. Indeed ! 

Oth. Indeed ! a}^, indeed : — discorn’st thou aught in that ? 
J'^ he not honest? 

I ago. Honest, my lord ! 

Oth. Honest I ay, lionesl. 

fa go. My lord, for aught I know. 

(>th. What dost thou think ? 
lago. Tliink, my lord I 

Oih. Think, my lord I 

L»y heaven, he echoes inc. 

As if there were some monster in his thought 

To(» hideous to be sho>vn.^^»’*^ — Tliou dost mean something: 

1 heard thee say even now, thou lik’dst not that, 
hen Cassio left my wife : what didst not like ? 

And when I told thee he was of my counsel 

In my whole course of wooing, thou criedst “ Indeed !” 

And didst contract and purse thy brow together, 

As if thfju then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : if thou dost love mo, 
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Show mo thy tliought. 

lago. My lord, you know I love you. 

Otlu I think thou dost ; 

And, for I know thou’rt full of lovo and honesty, 

And woigli’bt thy words before thou giv’st them breath. 
Therefore those stops of thine fright me the more : 

For such tilings in a false disloyal knave 
Arc tricks of c^tom ; but, in a man that’s just 
Tlicy’rc ^pso delations, working from the heart, 

Tliat ])assion cannot rule. 

lago. For Michael Cassio, 

I dare be sworn I think that ho is honest. 

Olh, I tliink so too. 

lago. Men should bo what they seem ; 

Or those that bo not, would they might seem none ! 

0th, Certain, men should bo what they seem. 

lago. Why, then, I think Cassio’s an honest man. 

Oih, Nay, yet there’s more in this : 

I prithee, speak to mo as to thy thinkings, 

As thou dost ruminate ; and give thy worst of thoughts 
The worst of words. 

lago. Good my lord, j)ardon me : 

^Though I am bound to evc'ry act of duty, 

I am not bound to that all slaves are free to. 

Utter iny thoughis? Why, say they’re vile and false, — 
As where’s that palace whereinto foul tilings 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breast so pure. 

But some uncleanly ajiprehonsions 
Kooj> leets and law-days, and in session sit 
With meditations lawful 

0th, Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago, 

If thou but think'st him wrong’d, and mak’st his ear 
A stranger to tliy thoughts. 

lago, I do beseech you — 

Though I perchance am ^jgious in my guess, 

As, I confess, it is my nature’s plague 

To spy into abuses, and oft my jealousy 

Shapes faults that are not — ^that your wisdom yet, 

From one tliat so imperfectly ^nceits. 

Would take no notice ; nor bijild yourself a trouble 
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Out of his scattering and unsure observance : — 

It wore not for your quiet nor your good, 

Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom. 

To let you know my dioughts. 

OtJu What dost thou mean ? 

latjo. Good name in man and woman, dear my lord, 

Is the immediate jewel of their souls : 

Who steals my purse steals trash ; ’tis somotliing, nothing ; 
’Twas mine, ’tin his, and has been slave to thousands ; 

]^ut ho that filches from mo my good naiao 
Ilobs me of that which not enriches him, 

And makes me poor indeed. 

0th. By heaven, I'll know thy thoughts 1 

Icufo- cannot, if my heart were in your hand ; 

Nor shall not, whilst ’tis in my custody. 

Oth. Hal 

Ja(/o. O, beware, my lord, of jealousy ; 

It is tile grecn-cy’d monster, which dotli mock 
Tlic meat it feeds on that cuckold lives in bliss 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger ; 

But, 0, what damned minutes tells he o’er 

Who dotes, yet doubts, suspects, yet strongly loves 1'®^^ 

Oth. O misery ! 

Jago. Poor and content is rich, and rich enough ; 

But riches hnelcss is as poor as winter 
To him that ever fears he shall bo poor : — 

Good heaven, tlio souls of all my ti’ibo defend 
From jealousy ! 

Oth. Why, why is tliis ? 

Tliink’st thou Pd make a life of jealousy. 

To follow still tlio changes of the moon 

Widi fresh suspicions ? No ; to be oncie in doubt 

Is once to be resolv’d : exchange me for a goat. 

When I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such e;^8ufflica te and blown surmises, 

Matching tEy inference. ’Tis not to make me jealous 
To say my wife is fair, feeds well, loves csompany, 

Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well ; 

Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : 

Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
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Tlio smallest fear or doubt of her revolt ; 

For she had eyes, and chose mo. No, lago ; 

I’ll SCO before 1 <loubt ; when I doubt, prove ; 

And, on the j)roof, tliere is no more but this, — 

Away at once with love or jealousy ! 

latjo, I’m glad of it ; for now I shall have reason 
To show the love and duty that T boar you 
Widi franker spirit : tlierefore, as I am bound, 

Ileeoive it from mo : — I speak not ;yct of ])roof. 

Look to ;n our wifi' ; obser\ o her an ell with Cassio ; 

Wear your eye thus, not jealous nor secure: 

I A\ ould not ba\ e ;y our free and noble nature, 

Out of self-bounty, be abus’d ; look to’t : 

I know our country disposition well ; 

III Venice they do let heaven see the pranks 

They dare not show their husbands ; their best conscienco 

Is — not to loaA-e undone, but keep unknown. 

Ot/u Dost thou say so? 

lafto. She did deeci\ e her father, marr^^ing you ; 

And when she seem’d to shako and tear your looks. 

She Ion \l them most. 

Oth. And so she did. 

Itufo, Why, go to, tlien ; 

She that, so young, eoidd give out such a seeming, 

To seel hi'i* father’s e^ es ujj close as oak — 

Ho thought ’tNNas w’^iteheraft : — ^but I’gi much to blame ; 

I humbly do besi*ech ^ ou of yom* pardon 
For too much lining ;)ou. 

Ofh, I’m bound to tliee for ever, 

I sec this hath a little dash’d your spirits. 

Of/i. Not a jot, not a jot. 

/o^o. r faitli, I fear it has. 

I hope you w^ill consider what is spoke 

Comes from my love ; — ^but I do see you’re mov’d : — 

I am to pray you not to strain my speech 
To grosser issues nor 'to larger reach 
Than to suspicion. 

Ot/i. I will not. 

1 ( 7 ^ 0 . Should you do so, my lord. 

My speech should fall into suqli vile success 
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As luy thoughts aim not at. Cassio's my worthy friend : — 
My lord, I see you’re mov'd. 

Otlu No, not much mov’d : — 

I do not think but Dcsdcmona’b honest. 

luffo. Long live she so 1 and long live you to tliiiik so ! 
0th. And yet, how nature erring from itself, — 

Jago. Ay, there’s tlie point : — ais — ^lo be bold with you— 
Not to affect many proposed matelios 
01* her own clime, comidexion, and degroo, 

AVheivto wo see in all things iiatnn^ tend^, — 

! one may smell in such a will most rank. 

Foul dis]3roportion, thoughts unnatural : — 

Ihit pardon me : 1 do not in |)ositi<m 
I distinctly speak of her; though 1 may fear 
Her will, rocoiling to her better judgni<‘nt, 
l\Iay fall to match you with her comitry forms. 

And happily repent. 

Otlu Farewell, farewell : 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more ; 
b(‘t on thy wdfo to observe: leave me, ]ago. 

Jago. My lord, 1 take my leave. \^(9oing. 

0th. Wily did 1 marry? — This honest creatnre doubtless 
Sees and knows more, much more, thaji he unfolds, 

Jago. My lord, 1 would I might entreat your honour 

\_Jietummg. 

To scan this thing no further ; leave it to time : 

Although ’tis fit that Cassio Jiavo his place, — 

For, sm’c, he fills it up with gTi'at ability, — 

Yet, if you please to hold him off* awhile, 

Y\}u sliaU by tluit perceive him and Jiis moans : 

Koto if your lady s train his entertainment 
With any strong or vchomeiit importunity ; 

Much will bo seen in that. Li the mean time 
Let me be tliought too busy in my fears, — 

As 'worthy cause I have to fear I am, — 

And hold her free, 1 do beseech your honour. 

Oth. Fear not my government. 
logo. I once more take my leave. 

Oth. Tliis fellow’s of exceeding honesty, 

And knows all gi mliti es, with a learned spirit, 


\_Exit. 
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Of human dealings. If I do prove her h agga rd, 

Tliough that her j osse s were my dear heart-strings, 

I’d whistle her off, and let her down the wind, 

To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black. 

And have not those soft parts of conversation 
That chamberers have ; or, for I am declin’d 
Into the vale of years, — yot that’s not much ; — 

She’s gone ; I am abus’d ; and my relief 
Must be to loathe her. O curse of marriage, 

That we can call these delicate creatures ours, 

{And not their appetites I I had rather bo a toad, 

I And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 

Than keep a corner in the thing I love 

For others’ uses. Yot, ’tis the plague of great ones ; 

Prerogativ’d are they less than tho base ; 

’Tis destiny tinshunnable, like death : 

Even tlien this forked plague is fated to ns 
When wo do (jiiickcn. — Dcsdeinona comes : 

If she b(? false, 0 , then heaven inoeki:) itself ! — 

I’ll not believe "t. 

Re-enter DitsDEMONA and Emilia. 

JDea, How now, my dear Othello I 

Your dinner, and the generous islanders 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 

OtJu I am to blame. 

Des. Why do you speak so faintly ? 

Are you not well ? 

Oih. I have a pain upon my forehead here. 

Dea, Faith, that’s with watching ; ’twill away again : 

Let mo but bind it hard, witliin tliis hour 
It will be well. 

0th, Your napk in is too little ; 

\_lle pids the handkerchief from him ; and she drops it. 
Let it alone. Come, I’ll go in with you. 

Des. I’m very sony that you are not well. 

\_Exeunt Othello and Desdemona, 
Emil, I am glad I have found this napkin : 

This was her first remembrance from the Moor : 

My wayward husband hath a lymdred times 



OTHELLO. 


425 


BCENB ni.] 

Woo’d mo to steid it ; but slio so loves tlie token,- - 
For he conjur’d her she should ever keep it, — 

That she reserves it evermore about her 

To kiss and talk to. I’ll have tlio work ta’en out, 

And give ’t lago : 

What ho will do with it heaven knows, not I ; 

I nothing but to please his fantasy. 

Re-aiter Iacjo. 

latjo. How now what do you hero alone ? 

EmiL Do not you chide ; I have a thing for you. 

Itigo. A thing for me ! — ^it is a common thing — 

KmiL Ha! 

lago. To have a foolish wife. 

Emil. O, is that all ? What will you give mo now 
For that same haiidkorchiof ? 

logo. What handkerchief? 

Emil. What handkerchief 1 
Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdomona ; 

TliJit which so often you did bid mo steal. 
logo. Hast stol’ii it from her ? 

Emil. No, faith ; she lot it drop by negligence. 

And, to th’ advantage, 1, being here, took ’t up. 

Look, here it is. 

logo. A good wench ; give it me. 

Emil. "What will you do witli ’t, that you have been so 
earnest 
To have me filch it ? 

logo. Why, what’s that to you ? \Snaicliing it. 

Emil. If ’t be not for some purpose of import, 

Give ’t mo again : poor lady, she’ll run mad 
When she shall lack it 

lago. Be not you acknown on’t; 

I have use for it. Go, leave me.^7t) [Exit Emilia. 

I will in Cassio’s lodging lose this napkin. 

And let him find it. Trifles light as air 
Are to the jealous confirmations strong 
As proofs of holy writ : tliis may do sometliing. 

The Moor already changes with my poison : — 

Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poisons, 
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Wliicli at tlio first arc scarce found to distaste, 

But, witli a little act ui)on the blood, 

Bum like tJie mines of sulphur. — I did say so : — 

ILook, where he comes 1 Not poppy, nor mandragora, 
iNor all the drowsy syrups of the world, 
f Shall ever medicine iliee to tliat sweet sleep 
Which thou ow’dst yesterday. 

Re-enter Othello. 

OtJu Ha ! ha ! false to me ? 

lofjo. Wliy, how now, general ! no more of that. 

Olh, Avaunt ! ho gone ! diou hast set me on die rack :■ 
I swear ’tis better to be much abus’d 
Than but to know ’t a little. 

lago. How now, my lord ! 

Oth, What sense had I of luT stol’n houi's of lust ? 

I saw ’t not, thought it not, it luu’inM not me : 

I slept the next night w(‘l], was free and merry * 

I foun<l not Oassio’s kisses on her lipi^: 
tHe that is robb’d, not wanting what is stol’n, 

PLict him not know ’t, and he’s not robb’d at all. 

Jatjo. 1 am sorry to hear diis. 

Oth, 1 had bot*ii haj)j)y, if the general camp, 

Pioners and all, had tasted her sweet body, 

So I had nothing known. O, now, for ever 
tFarowell die traiKiuil mind ! farewell content ! 
jFarewell the plumed troop, and the big wars, 

E liat make ambition virtiu' ! O, farewell ! 
arewell the neiglung stecnl, and the shrill trump, 
lie siiirit-stirring cbnim, th’ ear-i>iercing fife, 

I riie royal banni»r, and all quality, 

Pride, poinj), and circurastjuice of glorious war ! 
iAnd, O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
iTli’ immortal Jove’s dread clamours counterfeit, 
iParewcll I Othello’s occupation’s gone 1 
lago, Is’t possible, my lord ? 

OtJi. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a wliore, — 
Bo sure of it ; give me the ocular proof ; 

Or, by the worth of man’s eternal soul, 

^lou hadst been better have boep bom a dog 
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Than answer my wak’d wrath I 

lago. Is’t come to tliis ? 

OiJu Mako me to seo’t ; or, at the least, so prove it, 
Tliiit the probation- bear no hinge nor loop 
To hang a doubt on ; or woo uj)on thy life ! 
logo. My noble lord, — 

0th, If thou dost slander her, and torture me, 

Never pray more ; abandon all remorse ; 

On horror’s head liorrors^^'^^ accumulate : 

Do deeds to make heaven wet'p, all (‘arth amaz'd ; 

For nothing canst thou to damnation add 
Groator llian that. 

logo, O grace 1 O heaven forgiv'o iin' ! 

Are you a man ? have you a soul or sense ? — 

(fod b’ wi’ you 1 take mine office. — O wretched fool, 
Tliat liv’st to make thine honesty a vice I — 

0 monstrous world ! Tsiko note, hike iioto, O world, 

To be dire ct and honest is not safe. — 

1 thank you for tliis ])rofit ; and from hence 

I’ll love no friend, sith love breeds such ottence. 

0th, Nay, stay : — thou shouldst 1)0 lionest. 
lago. I should be wise ; for honesty's a fool. 

And loses that it works for. 

Olh, By the world, 

I think my wife bo honest, and think she is not ; 

I think that tliou art just, and think thou art not : 

I’ll have some proof : her name, that was as fresh 
As Dian’s visage, is now begrim’d and black 
As mine own facc.^^^^ — If there be cords or knives, 
Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, 

I’ll not endure it. — Would I were satisfied ! 

Iag(K 1 sec, sir, you are eaten up witli passion : 

I do reiieiit me that 1 put it to you. 

You would be satisfied ? 

0th, Would ! nay, I will. 

logo. And may : but, how ? how satisfied, my lord ? 
Would you, the s upervis or, grossly gapo on, — 

Behold her tuppld'^' ^ 1 

Oth, Death and damnation ! O ! 

logo. It were a t ediou s difficulty, I think. 
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To bring them to that prospect : danin them, then, 

If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster 
More than their own 1 What then ? how then ? 

What shall I say ? Where’s satisfaction ? 

It is impossible you should see this, 

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys, 

As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I say. 

If imputation and st rong circumstances — 

Wliich lead directly to the door of truth — 

Will give you satisfaction, you may have ’t. 

Otlu Give me a living reason she’s disloyal. 
lago. I do not like the office : 

But, sith I’m enter’d in this cause so far, — 

Prick’d to ’t by foolish honesty and love, — 

I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately ; 

And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 

I could not sleep. ^77) 

|Thoro are a kind of men so loose of soul 
{That in their sleej)s^78) mutter their affairs ; 

One of tliis kind is Cassio : 

In sleep I heard him say, Sweet Desdemona, 

Lot us be wary, let us hide our loves 

And then, sir, would he gripe and wring my hand. 

Cry “ O sweet creature 1” and then kiss me hard, 

*As if ho pluck’d up kisses by the roots 
'That grew upon my lips ; tlicn laid his leg 
Over my thigh, and sigh’d, and kiss’d ; and then 
Cried “ Cursed fate that gave thee to tlic Moor 1”(79) 

0th. O monstrous ! monstrous ! 

liujo. Nay, this was but his dream. 

Otli. But this denoted a foregone conclusion ; 

’Tis a shrew'd doubt, tliough it be but a dream. 

lago. And tliis may helj) to thicken other proofs 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

Oilu ^ I’ll tear her all to pieces. 

lago. Nay, but be wise : yet we see nothing done ; 

She. may bo honest yet. Tell me but this, — 

Have you not sometimes seen a handkereffief 
Spotted witli strawberries in your wife’s hand ? 
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Otiu I gave her such a one ; ’twas my first gift. 
logo. I know not that : but such a handkerchief — 

I’m sure it was your wife’s — did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard wiUi. 

Otiu If it bo that, — 

logo. If it bo that, or any that was hers,^®^^ 

It speaks against her with the otlior proofs. 

Otli, 0, tliat the slave had forty tliousand lives, — 

One is too poor, too weak for my revenge ! 

Now do I see ’tis true. — Look here, lago ; 

All iny fond love thus do I blow to heaven : 

’Tis gone. — 

Arise, bhick vengeance, from the hollow hell 
Yii'ld up, O love, thy crown and heart ed throne 
Tv» tyrannous hate I Swell, bosom, with thy fiwight, 

For ’tis of aspics’ tongues I ^ 

fago. Yet be content. 

0th. O, blood, blood, blood I 

Jago. Patience, I say ; your mind porhaj)s may change. 
(Hh. Never, lago. Like to the Pontic sea, 

Whoso icy current and c ompuls ive course 
Ne’er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due 
To tlie Propontic and the Hellespont ; 

Even so my bloody Uiouglits, with violent pace, 

Shall ne’er look back, ne’er ebb to humble love, 

Till that a capable and wide revenge 

Swallow tliem up. — Now, by yond marble heaven. 

In the duo r evere nce of a sacred vow \_Kn€el)i. 

I Ikto e ngage my words. 

lago. Do not rise yet. — \_Kneels. 

Witness, you ever-burning lights above, 

You elements that clip . us round about, — 

Witness tliat hero lago doth give uj) 

The e xecution of his wit, hands, heart, 

To wrong’d Othello’s service ! Lot him command, 

And to obey shall be in me r emors e. 

What bloody business ever. 

Otiu I greet thy love, 

Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 

And will upon the instant put thee to ’t : 
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Within those throe days let me hear thee say 
That Cassio^s not alive. 

lago. My friend is dead ; ’tis done at your request : 

But lot her live. 

Otiu Damn her, lowd minx I 0, damn her I 

Como, ;^o with mo apart ; I will withdraw, 

To furnish mo with some swift means of death 
For tlio fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant. 

Tago, I am your own for ever. [2?.rc?/n^. 


Scene TV. Before the castle. 

Enter Desdemona, Kmteta, and Clown. 

Des. Do y<i»ii know, sirrah, whore Lieutenant Cassio lies ? 

Clo. 1 dare not say he lies any whore. 

Des. Why, man ? 

Clo. lie’s a soldier ; and for one to say a soldier lies, is 
istahhing. 

Des. Go to : wdiero lodges Im' ? 

Clo. To tell you wdicro ho lodges, is io toll you where I 
lie. 

Des. Can any tiling be made of Uiis ? 

Clo. 1 know not wlicro he lodges ; and for mo to devise a 
lodging, and say he lies here or he lies tliere, were to lie in 
mine own tliroat- 

Des. Can you incjuire him out, and be edified by report? 

Clo. I wdll ealeehize the world for him; that is, make 
questions, and by them answer. 

Jh's. Seek liiin, bid him come hither: tell him I have 
moved my lord on his behalf, and hope all will bo well. 

Clo. To do tins is wdthin the eompa&s of man’s wit ; and 
tliorcfore 1 will attem])t the doing it. \_Exit. 

Des. Whore should I lose tliat handkerchief, Emilia ? 

E 7 nil. I know not, ni[ulam. 

Des. Believe me, I had ratlier have lost my purse 
Full of crij^adoes : and, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were (plough 
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To jmt him to ill thinking. 

EmiL Is he not jealous ? 

r>es. Who, he ? I think tlio sun whore ho was bom 
Drew all such humours from liim. 

EmiL Look, where ho comes. 

Des, I will not leave him now till Cassio 
Be call’d to him. 

Enter Othello. 

How is ’t with yon, my lord ? 

Oth. Well, my good lady. — O, hardness to dis- 
semble ! — 

How do you, Desdemona? 

I>es. Well, my good lord. 

(Hli. Clive me your hand : this hand is moist, my lady. 

It yet hath felt no age nor known no sorrow. 

( V/l Tliis argues fruitfulness and liberal heart : — 

Hot, hot, and moist : this hand of yours requires 
A sequesfrr from liboriy, fasting and prayer. 

Much castigation, exerciise d<*vout ; 

For hero’s a young and sweating devil hero. 

That commonly rebels. ’Tis a good hand, 

A frank one. 

J)es, You may, indeed, say so ; 

For ’twas that hand that gave away my lieart. 

Oih, A liberal liand: the hcaiis of old gave hands; 

But our new heraldry is hands, not hearts. 

Jhs, T cannot speak of iliis. CJomo now, your promise. 
Oth, What jiromise, eliuek ? 

I\’'c sent to bid Cassio come speak with you. 

Oth, T have a salt and sorr>" rlicum offends me ; 

Lend me thy handkerchief. 

Here, my lord. 

Oth, That which I gave voii. 

I have it not about me. 

Oth. Not? 

No, indeed, my lord. 

Oth, That is a faiJt. 

Tliat handkerchief 

Hid an Egyptian to my mother give ; 

She was a charmer, and could almost read 
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The thoughts of people : she told her, while she kept it, 
’Twould make her amiable, and subdue my father 
Entirely to her love ; but if she lost it, 

Or made a gift of it, my fatlier’s eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his spirits should hunt 

After new fancies : she, dying, gave it me ; 

And bid mo, when my fate would have me wive. 

To give it her. I did so : and take heed on’t ; 

Make it a darling like your precious eye ; 

To loso’t or give’t away were such perdition 
As nothing else could match. 

Jr)(^8, Is’t j) 088 iblo ? 

0th. ’Tis true : tlicre’s magic in the web of it : 

A sibyl, that had number’d in the world 
The sun to course two hundred compasses, 

I In her projdietic fury sew’d the work ; 

Tlio worms were hallow’d that did breed the silk ; 

And it was dy’d in mummy which the skilful 
Conserv’d of maidens’ hearts. 

J)es. Indeed ! is’t true ? 

0th. Most veritable ; therefore look to’t well. 

Den. Then would to God that I had never soen’t I 
0th. Ila I wherefore ? 

T>es, Why do you s])cak so startingly and rash ? 

0th. Is’t lost? is’t gone? speak, is it out o’ tlie way? 
Dps. Heaven bless us ! 

0th. Say you ? 

Dps. It is not lost ; but what an if it wore ? 

0th. How ! 

Dps. I say, it is not lost. 

0th. Fetch’t, lot mo see’t. 

Dcs. Why, so I can, sir, but I will not now. 

This is a trick to put me from my suit : 

Pray you, let Cassio bo receiv’d again. 

0th. Fetch me the handkerchief : my mind misgives. 
Des. Como, come ; ^ 

You’ll never meet a more sufficient man. 

0th. Tlie handkcrcliief ! 

Des. I pray, talk me of Cassio. 

0th. The handkerchief ! 
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Dcb, a man tliat all his time 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your love, 

Sliar’d dangers with you, — 

Otlu The handkerchief! 

T>cb, In sooth, you are to blame. 

Oilu Away I \_EjBiU 

Emil. Is not this man jealous ? 

Desn I ne’er saw this before. 

Sure, tliero’s some wonder in this handkereliief : 

I’m most unhappy in the loss of it. 

Emil. ’Tis not a year or two shows us a man : 

They're all but stomachs, and wo all but food ; 

They eat us hungorly, and when thoy’ro full, 

They belch us. — Look you, — Cassio and my husband. 

Enter Cassio ami Iaoo. 

Taffo. There is no other way; His she must doH : 

And, lo, the happiness I go, and importune her. 

Ees. How now, good Cassio 1 what’s tho nows with you ? 
Cas. Madam, my former suit : I do beseech you 
Tliat by your virtuous means I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love 
Whom I with all tho office of my heart 
Entirely lionour : I would not be delay’d. 

If my offence be of such mortal kind 

Tlmt nor iny service past, nor present sorrows, 

Nor purpos’d merit in futurity, 

(an ransom mo into his love again. 

But to know so must bo my bene fit ; 

shall I clothe me in a ff>rc’d content, 

And shut myself up in some other course, 

To fortune’s alms. P 

iJes. Alas, thrice-gentle Cassio I 

My advocation is not now in tune ; 

My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know liim, 

Were ho in favour as in humour alter’d. 

So help me every spirit sanctified, 

As I have spoken for you all my best, 

And stood within the blank of his displeasure 
Eor my free speech! You must awhile be patient : 

VOL. VII. FF 
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What I can do I will ; and more I will 
Than for myself I dare : lot that suffice you. 

Tago, Is my lord angry? 

ErnlL He went hence but now, 

And ct^rtainly in strange unquietness. 

Jago, Can lie be angry? T have seen the cannon, 

When it bath blown his ranks into the air. 

And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Puft*’d his own brother ; — and can ho bo angry? 

Something of moment, then : 1 will go moot him : 

Tliorc’s matter iii’t indeed, if ho be angry. 

l)es. 1 2 )ritlieo, do so. \JEjcit lago. 

Something, sure, of state, — 
Either from Venice, or some unliatc*h’d practice 
Made demonstrable hero in Cvjirns to him, — 

Hath puddled his clear s]>irit ; and in such eases 
Men’s natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Though grt‘at ones are their object.^^*^^ ’Tis even so ; 

For let oiu* fingcT ache, and it induc‘d 

Our oth(*r healthful m(‘mb(»rs even to tliat sense 

Of jiain : nay, W(‘ must think men are not gods, 

Nor of them look for such obscrvancy 

As fits the bridal. — Beshrew me much, Emilia, 

I was — unhan<lsomo warrior as 1 am — 

Arraigning his unkinilncss with niy soul ; 

But now 1 find 1 had subornM the witness, 

And he's indicted falsify. 

KmiL Pray heaven it be state-matters, as you tliink, 

And no con(*eption nor no jealous toy 
Concerning you. 

Dcs. Alas the day, I never gave him cause I 
KmiL But jealous souls will not be answer’d so ; 

, They arc not ever jealous for the cause. 

But jealous for they’re jealous : 'tis a monster 
Begot upon itself, born on itself. 

T>€s, Heaven keep that monster from Othello’s mind ! 
KmiL Lady, amen.‘ 

. Des. I will go seek liim. — Cassio, walk hereabout : 

If I do find him fit, I’ll move your suit, 

And seek t’ effect it to my uttermost 
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Cos, I humbly thank your ladyship. 

\JEa:eu7it Desdemona and Emilia. 

Enter Bi.vxoa. 

Bian. Save you, friend Cassio I 

Cas. What mako you from homo ? 

How is it with you, my most fair Bianca ? 

1' faith, sweet lovo, I was coming to your Jiousc. 

Bian. And I was going to your Judging, (^assio 
What, keep a week away? seven <hiys aii<l nights? 
l^iglit score eight hours ? and lovers' absent liours, 

More tedious than the dijil eight scoi’c times ? 

0 weajy reckoning ! 

Cas. Pardon me, Bianca : 

1 have this wliilo with leaden thoughts hec'n press’d ; 

But I shall, in a more contiuuate time, 

{Strike off this score of absence. Swet't Bianca, 

[ Ghing her J)esdeinoiaCs handkerchief. 

Take me this work out. 

Bian. O Cassio, whence came this ? 

This is some token from a newer friend : 

To tin* felt absence miw 1 feel a cause : 

Is 't come to this ? Well, well. 

( as. Go to, woman ! 

Throw your vile guesses in tlic devil’s teeth, 

Fj’om whence you have them. You are jealous now 
Tliat this is from some mistress, soino remembrance : 

No, in good troth, BianciU 

Bian. ^V'hy, whose is it ? 

Cas. I know not neither : I found it in my chamber. 

I like the work well : ere it be demanded, — 

As like enough it will, — I’d have it copied : 

Take it, and do ’t ; and leave me for this time. 

Bian. Leave you ! wherefore ? 

Cas. I do attend hero on the general ; 

And think it no addition, nor my wish, 

To have him see me woman’d. 

Bian. Why, I pray you ? 

Cos.. Not that I love you not. 

Bian. But tliat you do not lovo me. 
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I pray you, bring mo on the way a little ; 

And Bay if I shall see you soon at night. 

Cas, ’Tis but a littlo way that I can bring you ; 

For I attend here : but I’ll see you soon. 

Bian, ’Tis very good ; I must be o ircumstan e’d, 

\JExeunU 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. Cyprus, Before the castle. 

Enter Othello and Iago. 

layo. Will- you tliink so?^®^^ 

0th, Think so, Iago I 

logo. What, 

To kiss in private ? 

Oth, An unauthoriz’d Idss. 

Lujo, Or to be naked with her friend in bod 
An hour or more, not ineaiiiiig any harm ? 

Oth, Naked in bed, Iago, and not mean harm I 
It is hypocrisy against tlic devil : 

They that mean virtuously and yet do so, 

Tlio devil their virtue tcmipts, and they tempt heaven. 

Iago, So tliey do nothing, ’tis a venial slip : 

But if I give my wife a handkercliief, — 

Oth, What then ? 

Iago, Wliy, then, ’tis hers, my lord ; and, being hers, 
She may, I think, bestow ’t on any man. 

Oth, She is protectress of her honour too : 

May she give that ? 

Iago, Her honour is an essence that’s not seen ; 

Tliey have it very oft that have it not : 

But, for the handkerchief, — 

Oth, By heaven, I would most gladly have forgot it : — 
Thou said’st, — O, it comes o’er my memory, 

As doth the raven o’er th’ infected house, 

Boding to all, — ^he had my handkerchief. 
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lago. Ay, what of Uiat? 

0th. That’s not so good now/8G) 

Jago. What, 

If I had said I had seen him do you wrong ? 

Or h('ard him say, — as knaves bo sucli abroad, 

AVho having, by their own importunato suit, 

Or voluntary dotage of some mistress, 

Convinced or s upplied them, cannot chooso 
But thi'y must blab — 

Oth. Hath he said any thing? 

Jago. He hath, my lord ; but bo you well assur’d, 

No more than he’U unswear. 

Oth. What hath he said ? 

Togo, Faith, that ho did — I know not what ho did. 

0th. What? what? 
lago. Lie — 

Oth. Witli her ? 

liigo. Witli her, on her ; what you will. 

Oth. Lie with her 1 lie on her I — We say lie on her, when 
they belie her. — Lie with her I that’s fulsome. — Ilandkt'rehiof 
— confessions — handkerchief! — To confess, and be hanged 
for his labour ; — first, to be hanged, and then to confess. — I 
tremble at it. Nature would not invest herself in such sha- 
dowing passion without some instructipn. It is not words that 
shake me thus : — pish I — noses, cars, and lips. — Is ’t possible ? 
— Confess — ^liandkcrchicf ! — O devil I — [Falls in a trance. 

Jago. Work on. 

My medicine, work ! Tlius credulous fools are caught ; 

And many worthy and chaste dames even Uius, 

All guiltless, meet rcjiroach. — What, ho ! my lord ! 

My lord, I say ! Othello ! 

Enter Cassio. 

How now, Cassio I 
Cas. What’s the matter ? 
lago. My lord is fall’n into an epilepsy : 

This is liis second fit ; he had one yesterday. 

Cas. Rub him about the temples. 

logo. No, forbear ; 

^Gthargy must have his quiet course : 
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If not, ho foams at mouth, and by and by 
Breaks out to sava^re madness. Look, ho stirs : 

Do you withdraw yourself a little while, 

Ho will recover straight : when he is gone, 

I would on great occasion speak with you. \lilxit CcLSsio, 

How is it, general ? have you not hurt your head ? 

Otli. Dost thou mock me ? 

larjo, I mock you ! no, by heaven. 

Would you would bear your fortune* like a man I 
(Hli. A horimd man^s a monster and a beast. 
logo. Tliere’s many a boast, then, in a populous city, 

And many a civil monster. 

Otli. i)id ho confess it ? 

logo. Good sir, bo a man ; 

Think every bearded fellow that's but yok’d 

May draw with you : there’s millions now alive 

That nightly lie in those unproj)er beds 

Which they dare swear pc^euliar : your ease is better.' 

O, ’tis the sj)ite of lu*ll, the fiend’s areh-mock, 

To lip a wanton in a secure couch, 

And to suj)]>ose her chaste No, l(*t me know; 

And knowing what I am, I know what she shall be. 

* 0th. O, thou art 'wise ; ’tis certain. 
logo, Stand you awhile apart ; 

Confine yourself but in a ])atient list. 

Wliilst you wore hen* o’erwhehned with yotm grief, — 

A passion most unfitting such a man, — 

Cassio came hither : 1 shifted him away, 

And laid good ’sense upon your ecstasy ; 

Bade him anon return, and here speak with me ; 

The wliich he promis'd. Do but eiicavo yourself, 

And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable scorns, 

Tluit dwell in ev(*iy region of his face ; 

For I will make him tell the tale anew, — 

Whore, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
Ho hath, and is again to^gopc your wife : 

I say, but mark liis gesture. Marry, patience ; 

Or 1 sliall say you’re all in all in spleen, 

And nothing of a man. 

0th. Dost thon hear, lago ? 
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I will be found most cunning in my patience ; 

But — dost thou hear ? — most bloody. 

lago. Tliat's not amiss ; 

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw ? 

lOthello retires^ 

Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 

A housewife that, by selling her desires, 

Buys herself bread and clothes : it is a creature 
Tliat dotes on Cassio, — as ’tis the strumjx^l's jda^^uo 
To beguilo many and bo beguil’d by one : — 

He, when ho hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the excess of laughter : — ^liere ho comes : — 

A^ li(i shall smile, Othello shall go mad ; 

Au^L his u nbookish jealousy must construe 

Toor Cassio’s smiles, gestures, and light behaviour, 

(.^uitc in the wrong. 


Re-enter Cassio. 

How do you now, lieutenant ? 

Tlio worser that you give mo the addition 
Wlios(‘ w'ant even kills me. 

lago. Ply Desdemona w’^ell, and 3 ’ou are sure on *t. 

Now, if this suit lay in Bianca’s power, \_Siteakiiig lower, 

Ilow (|uiekly sliould you speed ! 

Cas, Alas, jwor caitiff! 

Ofh. \aside^ Look, how ho laughs already ! 

Joijo, I never knew a woman love man so. 

Cas, Alas, poor rogue ! I tliiJik, i’ faith, she loves mo. 
Oth, Now he deftics it faintly, and laughs it out. 

logo. Do you hear, Cassio ? 

0th, \_aside'\ Now he importunes him 

To tell it o’er : — go to ; well said, well said. 

lago. She gives it out that you shall marry her : 

Bo you intend it ? 

Cos, Ha, ha, hat 

0th, [aside] Do you triumph, Homan ? do you triumidi ? 
Cas, 1 marry her ! — what, a customer ! Prithee, boar 
some charity tb my wit ; do not thii^ it so unwholesome : — 
ha, ha, ha ! 

0th, [oeide] So, bo, bo, so : — tliey laugh that win. 
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logo. Faith, tho cry goes that you sliall marry her. 

Cns. Pritlioe, say true. 
lago, I am a very villain else. 

Otli. \a8ide\ Have you ^ored mo ? Well. 

C(t8, This is tho monkey’s own giving out : sho is per- 
suaded I will marry her, out of her own love and flattery, 
not out of my promise. 

OtJu [nsidp^ lago beckons me ; now ho begins the stoiy. 
Cas, Sho was here even now ; she haunts me in every 
place. I was, the other day, talking on tho sea-bank with 
certain Venetians ; and tliither comes tho baubl e, and falls 
nio thus about my neck, — 

0th, [itside^ Crying ‘‘ O dear Cassio I” as it were : his 
gesture imports it. 

Can, So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me ; so hales 
and ])ulls me*: — ha, ha, ha ! 

0th, [^ctside^ Now lie tells how sho jducked him to my 
I chamber. O, 1 see that nose of yours, but not diat dog I 
Ishall throw it to. 

Ca8, Well, I must leave her company'. 
lago. Before me I look, where she comes. 

Can, ’Tis such another fitchew I maiTy, a perfumed one. 

Kntev Bianca. 

What do you mean bj^ this haunting of me ? 

Bum, Let tho devil and his dam liamit you ! What did 
you mean by that same handkerchief you gave mo even now ? 
I was a fine fool to take it. 1 must take out the work ? — A 
likely piece of work, that you shofuld find it in your chamber, 
and not know who left it there ! This is some minx’s token, 
and I must take out the work ? Tliere, — give it your hobby- 
horse : wheresoever you had it, I’ll take out no work on’t. 
Caa, How now, my sweet Bianca I how now I how now I 
0th, [aside] By heaven, that should be my handkerchief I 
Bian, An you’ll come to supper to-night, you may; an 
you will not, come whan you are next prepared for. \ExU> 
lago. After her, after her. 

Cas, Faith, I must ; she'll rail in the street else. 
lago. Will you sup there ? 

Caa, Yes, I intend so. 
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logo. Well, I may chance to see you; for I would very 
fain speak with you. 

Cas. Prithee, come ; will you ? 

logo. Go to ; say no more. Ccisaio. 

0th. [romhig fonvard] How shall I murder him, lago ? 
fu</o. Did you i)orceivo how ho launched at his vice ? 

0th. O lago 1 

lago. And did you see the handkerchief? 

0th. Was that mine? 

Jago. Yours, by this hand : and to see how he prizes the 
foolish woman your wife ! she gaAo it him, and ho hath given 
it his whore. 

Oih. 1 would have him nine years a-killing. — A fine wo- 
man I a fair woman ! a sweet woman ! 
lago. Nay, you must forget that. 

Ofh. Ay, lot her rot, and j)erish, and bo damned to-night ; 
for she shall not live : no, my heart is turned to stone ; I 
strike it, and it hurts my hand. — O, the world hatli not a 
sweeter creature : she might lie by an cmi)oror’s side, and 
command him tasks. 

lago. Nay, that’s not your way. 

0th. Hang her ! I do but say what she is : — so delicate 
with her needle ! — an admirable musician ! O, she will sing 
the savageness out of a bear ! — of so high and plenteous wit 
and invention ! — 

logo. She’s the worse for all this. 

0th. O, a thousand -thousand times: — and tlion, of so 
gentle a condition ! 

Jago. Ay, too gentle. 

0th. Nay, that’s certain : — but yet the i)ity of it, lago I 
O lago, the i)ity of it, lago ! 

lago. If you are so fond over her iniquity, give her j)atcnt 
to offend ; for, if it touch not you, it comes near nobody. 

0th. I will chop her into messes : — cuckold mo I 
lago. O, ’tis foul in her. 

0th. With mine officer 1 
dago. That’s fouler. 

Ot/i. Got mo some poison, lago ; this night : — I’ll not ex- 
postulate with her, lest her body and beauty ungroyido my 
niind again : — ^this night, lago. 
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lago. Do it not with poison, strangle her in her bed, even 
the bod she liatli contaminated. 

Otlu Good, good : tlic justice of it pleases : very good. 
lago. And for Cassio, — ^Ict mo bo bis undertaker: you 
Bball hear more by midnight. 

Otli, Excellent good. [-^1 trumpet loithin.'] What trum- 
pet is tliat same ? 

Tago. Something from Venice, sure. ’Tis Lodovico 
Como from the duke : and, see, your wife is with liiin. 

Enter Lodovico, Desdemona, and Attendants. 

Lod, Save you, worthy general I 

0th, With all my heart, sir. 

Lod. Tlio duke and senators of Venice greet you. 

\_Gwes him a packet, 

0th, I kiss the instrument of their pleasures. 

l^Opcns the packet^ and reads, 
Des, And what’s the news, good cousin Lodovico ? 
logo, 1 am very glad to see you, eignior ; 

Welcome to C/yjirus. 

Lad, 1 thank you. How docs Lieutenant Cassio ? 
lago. Lives, sir. 

Des, Cousin, there's fall’n between him and my lord 
An unkind breach : but you shall make all well. 

0th, Are you sure of that ? 

Des, My lord ? 

0th. [pleads] “ "Hiis fail you not to do, as you will — ” 

Jjiid, He did not call : lie’s busy in the ])aper. 

Is there division ’twixt my lord and Cassio ? 

Des, A most unha])]jy one : 1 woukl do much 
T’ atone them, for the love 1 bear to Cassio. 

OtJu Fire and brimstone ! 

Des, My lord ? 

0th, Are you wise ? 

Des, What, is ho angry ? 

Lod, May be the letter mov’d liim ; 

For, as I think, tliey do command liiin homo, 

Deputing Cassio in his goveriunent. 

Des, Trust me, I am glad on ’t. 

0th, Indeed ! 
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Des. 

(Hh. I am glad to see you mad. 
Des. 

0th. 

Des. 

Ijod. 


Why, sweet Othello, — 

\J:itrihing 1m\ 


Devil I 

I have not deserv’d this. 

My lord, this wouhl not bo believ’d in Venice, 
Tliough I should swear I saw ’t : ’tis very much : 

Make lier amends ; she weeps. 


Otli. O devil, devil I 

Jf iliat the earth could teem with woman's tear^, 

Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile. — 

Out of my sight ! 

lh*s. I will not stay t’ offend you. \_Going. 

Lod. Truly, an obedient lady : — 

T do beseech your lordsliij), call her back. 

( Hh. Mistress I 


J>es. My lord ? 

0th. What would you with her, sir ? 

J^d. Who, I, my lord? 

0th. Ay ; you did wish that T would make her turn : 

Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on. 

And turn again ; and she can weep, sir, weej) ; 

And she’s obedient, as you say, — obedient, — 

ViTy obedient. — Pro(‘eed you in yenu' tears. — 

Coiieeniing this, sir, — O w’^ell -pain ted passion ! — 

I am commanded home. — Get you away ; 

I'll send for you anon. — Sir, 1 obey the mandate, 

And will rctm'ii to Venice. — Ilcnco, avaunt ! 

\_EjrLt Deademona. 

Cassio shall have my ])lace. And, sir, to-iiight 
I do entreat that we may sup together : 

You’re welcome, sir, to Cyi>rus. — Goats and monkeys I 

\_Emt. 

Lod. Is this the noble Moor whom our full senate 
Call all-in-all suiHcient? — Is this the nature 

horn passion could not shake ? whoso solid virtue 
Tlic shot of accident, nor dart of chance. 

Could neither graze nor pierce ? 

lago. He is much chang’d. 

Lod. Are his wits safe ? is he not light of brain ? 
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laffo. He ’s that ho is : I may not breathe my censure. 
What ho might be, — if, what ho might, he is not, — 

I would to heaven he were ! 

Lod. What, strike his wife 1 

lago. Faith, that was not so well ; yet would I knew 
That stroke would prove the worst ! 

Lod, Is it his use ? 

Or did the letters work upon his blood, 

And new-create tliis fault ? 

hujo, Alas, alas ! 

It is not lionesty in mo to speak 

What I have soon and known. You shall observe him ; 

And his own courses will denote him so. 

That 1 may save my speech : do but go after, 

And mark how ho continues. 

Lod, I’m sorry that I am deceiv’d in him. [Exeunt, 


Scene II. A rooui in the castle. 

Enter Othello and Emilia. 

0th, You have seen nothing, then ? 

Eynil, Nor ever heard, nor ever did suspect. 

Otli, Yes, you have seen Cassio and she togetlier. 

Emil, Hut then I saw no harm, and tlieii I heard 
Each syllabic that breath made up between tliem. 

0th, What, did they never whisper ? 

Emil, Never, my lord. 

0th, Nor send you out o’ tlie way ? 

Emil, Never. 

0th, To fetch her fim, her gloves, her mask, nor nothing? 
Emil, Never, my lord. 

0th, That’s strange. 

Emil, I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest. 

Lay down my soul at etake : if you think other, 

Bemove your thought, — it dotli abuse your bosom. 

Tf any ivretch have put this in your head. 

Let heaven requite it with the serpent’s curse ! 

For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true, 
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There’s no man happy ; ilie purest of their wives 
Is foul as slander. 

OtJu Bid her come hidier : — go. Emilia. 

She says enough ; — ^yet she’s a simple bawd 
Tliat cannot say as much. This is a subtle whore, 

A closet-lock-and-key of villanous secrets : 

And yet she’ll kneel and pray ; I’ve seen her do’t. 

Enter Desdemona with Emilia. 

Di's, My lord, what is your will ? 

0th. Bray, chuck, come hither. 

T)es. What is your pleasure ? 

0th, Let me see your e\ cs ; 

Look in my face. 

J)rs, What horrible fancy ’s this ? 

0th. [#o Emilui] Some of your function, mistress ; 

Leave procreants alone, and shut the door ; 

Cough, or cry hem,” if any body come : 

Your mystery, your mystery; — ^nay, dispatch. [ZtJ'.rtV Emilia, 
Ees, U]>on my knees, what doth your speech import ? 

1 understand a fury in your words, 

But not the words. 

0th. Why, what art thou ? 

Des, Your wife, my lord ; your true 

And loyal wife. 

0th. Come, swear it, damn thyself ; 

Lest, being like one of heaven, flic devils tliemselvcs 
?'hould fear to seize thee : therefore bo double-damn’d, — 
Swear thou art honest. 

Oes. Heaven doth tnily know it. 

0th. Heaven truly knows that tliou art false as hell. 

Ees. To whom, my lord ? with whom ? how am I false ? 
0th. Ah, Desdemou 1 — away ! away 1 away 1 
Effi. Alas tlie heavy day ! — Why do you weej) ? 

Am I the motive of these tears, my lord ? 

If haply you my father do suspect 
An instrument of this your calling back, 

Lay not your blame on mo : if you have lost him, 

^ hy, I have lost him too. 

0th. 


Had it pleas’d heaven 
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’To try me with affliction ; had they rain’d^®®^ 

All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head ; 

Btoep’d me in poverty to die very lips ; 

Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes ; 

I should have found in some place of my soul 
A drop of patience : but, alas, to make me 
A fixed fi^ro for the time of scorn 
To point his slow unmovin^ finder at ! — 

Yet could 1 boar that too ; well, very well : 

But there, where I have garner’d up my heart, 

Where cither 1 must live, or bear no life, — 

Tlie fountain from the which my current runs, 

Or elho di*ios up ; to be discarded thence ! 

Or kecj) it as a cistern for foul toads 

To knot suid gender in ! — turn thy complexion there, 

l^atienco, thou young and rose-lip))’d cherubin, — 

Ay, tlioro,^*^^^ look grim as hell I 

JJefi, I hope my noble lord esteems mo honesti 
OtU. O, ay ; as summer flics are in the shambles, 

Tliat quicken even with blowing. O thou weed. 

Who art so lovely fair, and smeirst so sweet. 

That the sense aches at thee, — would thou liadst ne’er been 
born ! 

Des, Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed ? 

Of It. AVas tliis fair j)ai)er, this most goodly book, 

Made to write whore” ujion ? AVhat committed ! 
yCominittcd ! — O thou public commoner ! 

I should make very forges of my chocks,^^-^ 

That wouhl to cinders burn up modesty, 

Did 1 but spc'ak diy deeds. — AVhat committed I 
Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winks ; 

The bawdy wind, tliat kisses all it meets. 

Is hush’d witliiii the hollow mine of earth. 

And will not hear it. — Wliat committed I — 

Impudent 8trum])ct 1 

Des. ,By heaven, you do me wrong. 

OtJu Are not you a strumpet ? 

Des. No, as I am a Christian : 

If to preserve this vessel for my lord 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 
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Be not to be a strumpet, I am none. 

0th. What, not a whore ? 

I) es. No, as I shall be sav’d. 

Ofh. Is ’t possible ? 

Des. O, heaven forgive us ! 

0th. ^ I cry you mercy, tlien : 

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice 
That married witli Otliello. — ^You, misircss, 

That have the office opposite to Saint Peter, 

And keep the gate of hell ! 

Ue-enter EmilivV. 

You, you, ay, you I 

A\'r*'vo (lone our course ; there’s money for your pains : 

J |»i*ay you, turn the key, and keep our counsel. 

Emil. Alas, what does this gentlenum concci^o? — 

IIow do you, madam? how do you, my good lady? 

J) e8. Faith, half asleep. 

Emil. Good madam, what’s the mutter with my lord? 
7V.S. With who? 

Emil. Why, with my lord, madam. 

I) es. Who is thy lord ? • 

Emil. lie that is yours, sweet lady. 

J) €fi. I have none : do not talk to me, Emilia ; 

I cannot weep ; nor answer liave I none. 

But what should go by water. Prithee, to-night 
Lay on my bed my wedding sheets, — remember ; — 

And call thy husband hither. 

Emil. Here’s a change indeed 1 \_Exit. 

Dea. ’Tis meet I should bo us’d so, very meet. 

How have I been behav’d, that he might stick 
The small’st opinion on my great’ st abuse ?^®^^ 

Re-enter Emilia with 1a oo. 

lago. What is your pleasure, madam ? How is’t with you ? 
Ees. I cannot tolL Those that do teach young babes 
Do it with gentle means and easy tasks : 

He might have chid me so ; for, in good faitli, 

I am a child to chiding. 
lago. 


What’s the matter, lady ? 
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EmiL Alas, lago, my lord hath so bewly r^d her, 
Thrown such dospite and heavy torms upon her, 

As true hearts cannot hear. 

Eea. Am I that name, lago ? 

logo. What name, fair lady ? 

Ees. Such as she says my lord did say I was. 

Emil, Ho call’d her whore : a hoggar in his drink 
Could not have laid such terms upon his callat. 

lago. Why did he so ? 

Dea, I do not know ; I’m sure I am none such. 

lago. Do not weep, do not weep : — alas the day ! 

Emil, Hadi she forsook so many nohlo matches. 

Her father, and her country, and her friends. 

To be call’d whore ? would it not make one weep ? 

Dea, It is my wretched fortune. 

lago. Bfighyew him for ’t I 

How comes this ^gk upon him ? 

Dca, Nay, heaven doth know. 

Emil. I will be hang’d, if some eternal villain. 

Some busy and insinuating rogue, 

Some co gg ing, cozening slave, to got some office. 

Have not devis’d this slander ; I’ll be bang’d else. 

lago. Fic, 

Tlicro’s no such man ; it is impossible. 

I)ea. If any such there bo, heaven j)ardon him I 

Emil. A halter pardon him ! and hell gnaw liis bones I 
Why should ho call her whore ? who keeps her company ? 
What place ? wliat time ? what form ? what likelihood ? 
The Moor ’s abus’d by some most villanous knave. 

Some base notorious knaA’^e, some scur A y felloAv : — 

10 heaven, that such companions tliou’dst unfold, 

|And put in cA’^ery honest hand a whip 
iTo lash the rascals naked through the world 
#,Evon from the cast to the west ! 

lago. Speak within door. 

Emil. O, fie upon them I Some such squire he was 
That turn’d your wit the seam y side without, 

And made you to suspect me witli the Moor. 

lago. You are a fool ; go to. 

Eea. Alas, lago. 
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What shall I do to win my lord again ? 

Good firfend, go to him ; for, by this light of heaven, 

I know not how I lost him. Here I kneel : — 

If e’er my will did trespass ’gainst his love, 

Either in discourse of thought or actual deed ; 

Or that mine Oyes, mine ears, or any sense, 

Delighted them in any other form ; 

Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 

And over will — though he do shake mo off 
To beggarly divorcement — ^love him dearly, 

Comfort forswear me ! Unkindness may do much ; 

And his imkindness may defeat my life, 

But never taint my love. I cannot say whore,” — 

It does abhor mo now I speak the word ; 

To do the act that might th* addition cam 
Not the world’s mass of vanity could make me. 

lago. I pray you, bo content ; ’tis but his humour : 

Tlie business of the state does him offence. 

And he does chide witli you. 

Dea, If ’twere no other, — 

logo. ’Tis but so, I warrant. \Trumpet8 withiru 

Hark, how these instruments summon to supper ! 

Tlic messengers of Venice stay the moat : 

Go in, and weep not ; all things shall be well. 

\_Ea!eunt Eesdemona atid Emilia. 

Enter Hodehioo. 

How now, Roderigo 1 

Itod. I do not find that thou dealest justly with me. 
logo. What in tlio contrary? 

Rod. Every day thou daffost me with some device, lago ; 
and rather, as it seems to me now, keepest from me all cou- 
veniency than suppliest me with the least advantage of hope. 
I will, indeed, no longer endure it ; nor am I yet persuaded 
put up in peace what already I have foolishly suffered. 
logo. Will you hear me, Roderigo ? 

Rod. Faith, I have heard too much ; for your words and 
performances are no kin together. 

logo. You charge me most unjustly* 

With naught but truth. I have wasted myself out 
"^OL. VIL gq 
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of my means. The jewels you have had from me to deliver 
to Dosdemona would half have corrupted a votarist: you have 
told me she liath received them, and returned mo expectations 
and comforts of sudden respect and acquaintance ; but I £ud 
none. 

liujo. Well; goto; very well. 

Jioil, Very well! go to! I cannot go to, man; nor ’tis not 
very well : nay, I think it is scurvy, and begin to find myself 
fop]jed ^*»^^^ in it. 

lago. Very well. 

7?e</. 1 tell you ’tis not very well. I will make myself* 
known to Desdcmoiia : if she will return mo my jewels, I will 
give over my suit, and re])ont my unlawful solicitation ; if not, 
assure yourself I will seek satisfaction of you. 

Jago, You liave said now. 

l(o<L Ay, and said nothing but what I protest intendment 
of doing. 

liujo. Why, now 1 see there’s mottle in thee*; and even 
from this instant do build on Ihco ^ better ojnnion than over 
before. Give nio thy hand, Tloderigo; thou hast taken against 
me a most just exception ; but yet, I protest, I have dealt most 
directly in thy afi*air. 

RoiL It hath not ap]H*arcd. 

Jago, 1 grant, indeed, it hath not appeared ; and your 
sus})ieion is not witliout wit and judgment. But, Roderigo, if 
thou hast that in thee indeed, which I have greater reason tc 
believe now than ever, — I mean purpose, courage, and valour, 
— ^this night show it : if tluni the next night following enjoy 
not Dosdemona, take me from this world with treachery, and 
doviso engines for my life. 

Rod, Well, what is it? is it within reason and compass? 

logo. Sir, tliero is especial commission come from Venice 
to depute Cassio in Othello’s place. 

Rod, Is that true? why, then Othello and Desdemona 
return again to Venice. 

logo, O, no; he goes into Mauritania, and takes away with 
him the fair Desdemona, unless his abode bo lingered here by 
some accident: wherein none can be so determinate as the 
removing of Cassio. 

Rod. How do you mean, ];pmoving of him ? 
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Tago, Why, by making him uncapablo of Othello’s place, 
— ^knocking out his brains. 

Itod, And tliat you would have mo to do ? 
lago. Ay, if you dare do yourself a profit and a right. 
Ho sups to-night witli a har lot^, and thither will I go to 
him : — ho knows not yet of liis honourable fortune. If you 
will watch his going tlionco, — which I will fashion to fall 
out botwoeii twelve and one, — you may take him at your 
])leasurc : I will be near to second your attemjd, and ho shall 
hill between us. Come, stand not amazed at it, but gi> along 
with me ; I will show you such a iieeeshitv in his death, that 
you ‘'hall think yourself bound to put it on him. It is now 
high supper-time, and the night grows to Avaste : about it. 
11<kL I will hear further reason for this. 
lago. And you shall be satisfied. \ Exeunt. 


Scene III. Another room in the cattle. 

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Desdemona, Emilia, and Attendants. 

Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no further. 
Otli. O, pardon me ; ’twill do mo good to walk. 

Lod. Madam, good night ; 1 humbly tliank your ladyship. 

Your honour is most welcome. 

0th. Will you walk, sir ? — 

0, — Desdemona, — 

Ees. My lord ? 

0th. Get you to bed on the instant ; I will bo returned 
fortliwith : dismiss your attendant there : look ’t bo done. 
dhs. I will, my lord. \_Exeunt Ottu^ Lod.^ and Attend. 
Emil. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than he did. 
Des. Ho says he will return inco nti nent : 

He hath commanded me to go to bed, 

And bade me to dismiss you. 

Emil. Dismiss me I 

Ees. It was his bidding j therefore, good Emilia, 

Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu : 

We must not now displease him. 

EmiL I would you had never seen him I 
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Des, So would not I : my love doth so approve him. 

That even his stubbornness, his checks, his frowns, — 

Prithee, unpin me, — have grace and favour in them. 

Emil. I’ve laid those sheets you bade mo on the bed. 

I)es. All’s one. — Good faith, how foolish are our minds I — 
If I do die before thee, prithee, shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 

Emil. Come, come, you talk. 

Ees. My mother had a maid call’d Barbara 
She was in love ; and he she lov’d prov’d mad. 

And did forsake her : she had a song of willow , 

An old thing ’twas, but it express’d her fortune. 

And she died singing it : that song to-night / 9/ 

Will not go from my mind ; I’ve much to do, ' 

But to go hang my head all at one side. 

And sing it like poor Barbara. — Prithee, dispatch. 

Emil. Shall I go fetch your night-gown ? 

Ees. No, unpin me here. — 

This Lodovico is a proper man. 

Emil. A very handsome man. 

Ees. He sjieaks well. 

Emil. I know a lady in Venice would have walked barc- 
’ foot to Palostino for a touch of his nether lip. 

Ees. The poor soul sat sigbiiig(9®) by a sycamore tree,* \_Singing. 
Sing a green willow ; 

Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee. 

Sing willow, willow, willow : 

The fresh streams ran by her, and murmur'd her moans ; 

Sing willow, willow, willow ; 

Her salt tears fell from her, and soften'd the stones ; — > 

Lay by these ; — 

Sing willow, willow, willow ; \^Singing. 

Prithee, hie thee ; he’ll come anon : — 

Sing all a green willow must be my garland. \^Singing. 

* The poor eoul sat ^gU{ng hy a eycamore tree^ & 0.3 The old ballad, on 
which Shakespeare formed this song, is given in Percy^s of A. E. 
Poetry t vol. i. p. 208, ed. 1794, from a copy in the Pepysian collection. 
A different version of it, printed from a Ms., may he seen in Chappell's 
PopulAT Mueio of the Olden Time, Ac. vol. i. p. 207, sec. ed. — ^The original 
ditty is the lamentation of a lover for ^e inconstancy of bis mistress. 
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Let nobody blame him ; his scorn 1 approve, — 

Nay, that’s not next. — Hark I who is’t that knocks ? 

EmiL It’s the wind. 

Des, I call’d my love false love ; but what said he then ? 

Sing willow, willow, willow : [^Singing, 

If I court more women, you’ll couch with more^i^^) men. — 
So, get thee gone ; good night Mine eyes do itch ; 

Doth tliat bode weeping ? 

EmiL ’ Tis n either hiu'o nor there. 

I’ve heard it said so. — O, these men, tJiese men 1 — 
Dost thou in conscience think, — tell mo, Emilia, — 

That there bo women do abuse their husbands 
In such gross kind ? 

EmiiL There bo some such, no question. 

Den, Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world ? 

EmiL Why, would not you? 

Des, No, by tliis heavenly light ! 

EmiL Nor I neither by this heavenly light ; I might do’t 
as well i’ the dark. 

Des, Wouldst thou do such a deed for all tlie world? 

EmiL Hie world’s a huge thing : 

It is a great price* 

For a small vice. 

Des, III troth, 1 think thou wouldst not. 

EmiL In troth, I tliink I should ; and undo ’t when I had 
done. Marry, I would not do such a thing for a jtdnt^mg, 
nor for measures of lawn, nor for gowns, petticoats, nor caps, 
nor any jietty exhibiti on ; but, for the whole world, — why, 
who would not make her husband a cuckold to moke him a 
monarch ? I should venture purgatory for ’t. 

Des, Beshrew mo, if I would do such a wrong 
For the whole world. 

EmiL Why, tlio wrong is but a wrong i’ the world ; and 
having the world for your labour, ’tis a wrong in your own 
world, and you might quickly make it right. 

J)e8, I do not think there is any such woman. 

EmiL Yes, a dozen ; and as many to the vantage as would 
store the world they played for. 

* Jt it a great pricey &C.3 A quotation evidently. 
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But I do think it is thoir husbands' faults 
If wives do fall : say tliat they slack tlicir duties^ 

And pour our treasures into foreign laps ; 

Or else break out in peevish jealousies, 

Tlirowing ^istraiiit upon us ; or say they strike us, 

Or sc^iit our former having in despite ; 

Why, wo have j ^alls ; and though wo have some gracse, 

Yet liaA'o wo some revenge. Let liusbands know 
Tlieir wives have sense like them : they see, and smell, 

And have their ])alatos both for sweet and sour. 

As liusbands have. What is it that tliey do 
When tlu‘y change us for others? Is it sport? 

I think it is : and doth Jiffcetion breed it ? 

I think it doth : is ’t trailty that thus errs ? 

It is so too : — and have not we affections, 

Desires for sport, and frailty, as men have? 

Then let tln'iii use us well : elsci let them know. 

The ills W(‘ do, their ills instruct us so. 

Good night, good night : lioaven me such uses send. 
Not to. pick bad from bad, but by bad mend ! \^Ea!eun1, 


ACT V. 

ScBKE L Cr/jyvHs. A street. 

Enter Iago and Roderigo. 

lago. Here, stand behind tliisfbulk ; straight will he come : 
Wear thy good ra])ier bare, and put it home : 

Quick, quick ; fear nothing ; I’ll be at thy elbow : 

It makes us, or it mars us ; think on that, 

And fix most firm thy resohition. 

Rod, Be near at hand ; I may miscarry in ’t. 

Iago, Here, at thy hand : be bold, and take thy stand. 

[Retires to a little distance^ 
Rod, ^I have no great devoifcn to the deed ; 
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And yot lie hath given me satisfying reasons ; — 

’Tis blit a man gone ; — forth, my sword ; he dies. 

[^Goea to his stand. 

lago. IVe rubb’d this young gnat almost to the sonso . 

And ho grows angry. Now, whether ho kill Cassio, 

Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other, 

E^ t‘rv way makes my gain : live Roderigo, 

H(' calls me to a restitution large 

Of gold and jewels that" I bobbM from him. 

As gifts to Desdcmona ; 

It must not bo : if Cassio do remain. 

Ho hath a daily beauty in his life 

That makes mo ugly ; and, besides, the Moor 

unfold me to him ; ilicro stjind I in mu(*h j)oril : 

No, lie must die : — bo ’t so j ]iear him coming. 

Enter Cassio. 

Rod. I know his gait, ’tis he. — ^Villain, thou diest 1 

from his pasty and makes a pass 
at Cassio. 

Cas. That tlirust had been mine enemy indeed, 

Rut that my coat is better than thou kiiow’st : 

T will make jiroof of thine. \_J)rauiSy and wounds Itoderigo. 
]{od. O, I am slain ! 

\_Iago 'inishes from his posty exits Cassio behind in 
the legy and exit. 

Cas. I’m maim’d for over. — Help, ho I murder! murder! 

IFalls. 

Enter OtuelijO, at some distance. 

0th. The voice of Cassio : — ^lago keeps his word. 

Rod. O, villain that 1 am ! 

Oih. It is oven so. 

Cas. O, help, ho I light ! a surgeon I 

0th. ’Tis ho : — O bravo lago, honest and just, 

Tliat hast such noble sense of thy friend’s wrong ! 

Thou teaohest me : — Minion, your dear lies dead. 

And your luiblest fate lues : strumjiet, I come ! 

Forth of my heart those charms, thine eyes, are blotted ; 

Thy bed lust-stain’d shall with lust’s blood bo spotted. 
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Entet Lodovico and, Gratiano, ai some distance, 

Cas, What, ho I no watch? no passage ? murder I murder I 
Ghra, ’Tis some mischance ; tlio cry is very direful. 

Cas, 0, help I 
Lod, Hark I 

Red, O wretched villain ! 

Lod, Two or three groan — it is a heavy night : 

These may be counterfeits : let’s think’t unsafe 
To come in to the cry without more help. 

Hod, Nobody come ? then shall I bleed to death. 

Lod, Hark 1 

Gra, Hero’s one comes in his shirt, witli light and wea- 
pons. 

lie-enter Iago, with a light. 

lago. Who’s there? whoso noise is this that cries on 
murder ? 

Lod, Wo do not know. 

Iago, Did not you hear a cry? 

Cas, Here, hero 1 for hca\en’s sake, help me I 

lago. What’s the matter ? 

Gra, This is Othello’s ancient, as I take it. 

Lod. The same indeed ; a > cry valiant fellow. 
logo. What are you here that cry so grievously? 

Cas, Iago ? O, I’m spoil’d, undone by villains I 
Give mo some help. 

logo, O me, lieutenant ! what villains have done this ? 
Cas, I think that one of them is hereabout. 

And cannot make away. 

lago, O treacherous villains ! — 

Wliat are you there ? come in, and give some help. 

[7b Lodovico and Graiiano, 

Rod, O, help mo here I 
Cas, That’s one of them. 

Iago, O murderous slave ! O villain I 

Roderigo. 

Rod, O damn’d lago I O inhuman dog I 
Iago, Kill men i’ the dark ! — Where be these bloody 
thieves ? — 

How silent is this town I — Ho I^murder 1 murder I — 
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What may you be ? are you of good or evil ? 

Lod, As you shall prove us, praise us. 
logo. Signior Lodovico ? 

Ltod, He, sir. 

logo. I cry you mercy. Here’s Cassio hurt by villains. 

Qra. Cassio I 

logo. How is’t, brother ? 

Cas, My leg is cut in two. 

logo. Marry, heaven forbid I — 

Light, gentlemen : — I’ll bind it with my shirt. 

Enter Bianca. 

Bian. What is the matter, ho ? who is’t that cried ? 
lago. Who is’t that cried ! 

Bian. O my dear Cassio I my sweet Cassio I 
0 Cassio, Cassio, Cassio I 

lago. O notable strumpet 1 — Cassio, may you suspect 
Who they should be that liavo thus mangled you ? 

Cas. Ho. 

6Va. I’m sorry to find you thus : I’ve been to seek you. 
logo. Lend me a garter : — so. — O, for a chair. 

To bear him easily hence I 

Biaii, Alas, ho faints ! — O Cassio, Cassio, Cassio ! 

Tago, Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash 
To be a party in tliis injury. — 

Patience awhile, good Cassio. — Como, come ; 

Lend me a light. — Know wo tliis face or no ? 

Alas, my friend and my dear coimtrymaii 
lioderigo ? no : — ^yes, sure ; O heaven I ilodorigo. 

Gra. What, of Venice? 

lago. Even he, sir : did you know him ? 

Gra, Know him 1 ay. 

lago, Signior Gratiano ? I cry you gent le pardon ; 

Tliese bloody accidents must excuse my manners. 

That so neglected you. 

Gra, I’m glad to see you. 

logo. How do you, Cassio ? — O, a chair, a chair ! 

Gra, Boderigol 

^ago. Ho, he, ’tis he. — [A chair brought wi.] 0, that’s well 
said ; — ^the chair ; — 
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Some good man bear him carefully from hence ; 
m fetch tlie general’s surgeon. — [2b Bl/inca\ For you, mis- 
tress, 

Save you your labour. — He that lies slain here, Cassio, 

Was my dear friend : what malice was between you? 

Cas, None in the world ; nor do I know the man. 
layo. [to Bicmc(i] What, look you pale? — 0, boar him out 
o’ th’ air. — [Cansio and Itoderijo are home off. 
•Stay you, good gentlemen. — Look you i)ale, mistress ? — 

Do you perceive the ga stness of her eye ? — 

Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more anon. — 

Behold her well ; I pray you, look iijxm her : 

Do you see, gentlemen ? nay, guiltiness will speak, 

Tliough tongues were out of use. 

Enter Emttja, 

Emil. ’L^as^ wliat’^ the matter? what’s the matter, hus- 
band ? 

Ta<jo. Cassio liath here boon sot on in the dark 
By Itoderigo, and fellows that are soai)’d : 

He’s almost slain, and Roderigo dead. 

Emil. Alas, good gontloman ! alas, good Cassio I 
Jayo. This is the fruit of whoring. — Fritliee, Emilia, 

Go know of Cassio where he suj)i)’d to-night. — 

[2b Bianca'] What, do you shake at that? 

Biait. Ho su})p’d at iny house ; but I therefore shake not. 
logo. O, did he so ? 1 charge you, go witli me. 

Emil. Fie, lie upon thee, strumj>et I 
Bian. I am no strumpet ; but of life as honest 
As you that thus abuse mo. 

Emil. As 1 1 foil ! fie upon thee I 

lago. Kind gentlemen, let’s go sec poor Cassio dress’d. — 
{.To Bianca] Como, mistress, you must toll ’s another tale. — 
Emilia, run you to the citadel. 

And tell my lord and lady what hath happ’d. — 

Will you go on afore ^-^[Aaide] Tliis is the night 

Tliat either makes me or fordoes me quite. [Eaeutd* 
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Scene IL A hedchamher in the castle: Desdemona in Led 
asleep; a lUjht hui'ning. 

Kilter Othello. 

Otli, It is tlio causo, it is tlio cause, my soul, — 

Lot mo not name it to you, you cliasto stars I — 

It is tlio cause. — Yet I’ll not shod her blood ; 

Nor scar that whiter skin of hers tliaii snow, 

And smooth as monumental alabaster. 

Yot she must die, else she’ll betray mon^ men. — 

Put out tlic light, — and then put out thy light 
Tl‘l fj[U<'n(*h tliee, thou flaming minister, 

1 ^*’111 again thy former Jight restore, 

Slioiild 1 repent me : — -but once jiut out thy light, 

Thou cuniiing'st pattern of excelling natviro, 

1 know not whore is that Promethean heat 

Tliat can thy light relume. When I have pluck’d the rose, 

1 (*nnnot give it 'vdtal growth again, 

Tt needs must wither : — I’ll smell it on the tree. — 

{Kissing Jin\ 

0 balmy breath, that dost almost persuade 

iTnstiee to break her sword ! — Ont‘ mor(^, one more : — 

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 

And love thee after : — one more, and that ’s tlio last : 

So sw(*et was ne’er so fatal. I must weep. 

But they are ciaiel tears : this sorrow’s heavenly; 

It strikes where it doth love. — She wakes. 

I>cs. Who’s there ? Othello ? 

Oth. Ay, Desdemona. 

IJes, Will you come to bed, my lord ? 

OfL Have you pray’d to-night, Desdemon ? 

J)es, Ay, my lord. 

Oth. If you bethink yourself of any crime 
Unreconcil’d as yet to heaven and grace, 

Solicit for it straight. 

J >68. Alack, my lord, what may you mean by that ? 

0th, Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by: 

1 would not kill thy unpreparM spirit ; 

No, — heaven forf end I — I would not kill thy souL 
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De%, Talk you of killing ? 

Oth. Ay, I do. 

Des, Then heaven 

Have mercy on me I 

Otlu Amen, with all my heart I 

Des. If you say so, I hope you will not kill mo. 

Oth, Hum I 

Dea, And yet I fear you ; for you’re fatal then 
When your eyes roll so : why I should fear I know not, 
Since guiltiness^ I know not ; but yet I feel I fear. 

Oth, Think on tliy sins. 

lyes. They’re loves 1 bear to you. 

Oth, Ay, and for that thou diest. 

Des, That death’s unnatural that kills for loving. — 
Ahus, why gnaw you so your nether lip ? 

Some bloody passion shakes your very frame : 

Those are porte nts ; but yet I hope, 1 hope, 

They do not point on me. 

Oth, Peace, and be still I 

Des, 1 will so. What’s the matter ? 

Oth, That handkerchief which I so lov’d and gave thee 
Thou gav’st to Cassio. 

Des, No, by my life and sold I 

Send for the man, and ask him. 

Oth, Sweet soul, take heed. 

Take heed of perjury ; thou ’rt on thy death-bed. 

Des, Ay, but not yet to die. 

Oth, Yes, ju’csently: 

Therefore confess thoo freely of thy sin ; 

For to deny each article with oath 

Cannot remove nor choke the strong c oncepti on 

Tiiat 1 do groan withal. T1 k>u art to die. 

Des, Then Lord have mercy on mo ! 

Oth, I say, amen. 

Des, And have you mercy too ! — I never did 
Offend you in my lifej never lov’d Cassio 
But witii such gener al 'v^n'anty of heaven 
As I might love ; I never gave him token. 

Ot/u By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in ’s hand. 

O perjur’d woman I thou dost stone my heart, 
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And mak^st me call what I intend to do 
A mnrder, which I tlionght a sacrifice : 

I saw the handkerchief. 

Dea. He found it, then ; 

I never gave it him : — send for him hither ; 

Let him confess a truth. 

Otlu He hath confess’d. 

Des, What, my lord ? 

OtJu Tliat he hath us’d thee. 

Des, How ? unlawhilly ? 

Otlu Ay. 

Dea. He will not say so. 

Oih, No, his mouth is stopp'd ; 

Honest lago hath te’e n o rde r for’t. 

Dea. O, my fear interprets : — what, is ho dead ? 

Otlu Had all his hairs been lives, my groat revenge 
Had stomach for them all. 

Dea. Alas, he is betray’d, and I undone ! 

Otlu Out, strumpet 1 weep’st thou for him to my face ? 
Dea, O, banish me, my lord, but kill mo not ! 

Otlu Down, strumpet 1 

Dea. Kill mo to-morrow ; let me live to-night ! 

Otlu Nay, if you strive, — 

Dea. But half an hour ! 

Otlu Being done, there is no pause. 

Dea, But while I say one prayer I 

Oth, It is too late. \S 7 miliera her. 

Emil, [within] My lord, my lord ! what, ho ! my lord, my 
lord 

Oih. What noise is this ? — ^Not dead ? not yet quite dead ? 
I that am cruel am yot merciful ; 

I would not have thee linger in thy pain : — 

So, so. 

Emil, [within] What, ho I my lord, my lord ! 

Otlu * Who’s there ? 

Emil, [within] O, good my lord, I would speak a word 
with you ! 

0th. Yes : — ’tis Emilia ; — ^by and •by. — Sho’s dead. — 

’Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio’s death ; 

The noise was high. — Ha 1 no more moving ? 
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Still as the gravo.^l<^2) — Shall she come in? were ’t good? — 

I think she stirs again : — ^no. — Wliat’s best to do ? 

If she come in, she’ll sure speak to my wife : 

[My wife I my wife 1 what wife? I have no wife. 

O, insupj)ortal)le I O hoa\y hour I 
Methinks it should bo now a huge oclipse 
Of sun and moon, and that th’ affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration. 

JUmiL [within'] I do besocch you 

Tliat I may speak with you, O, good my lord 1 

0th, J had forgot thee ; 0, come in, Emilia : — 

Soft, — by and by : — ^lot mo the curtains draw. — 

Where art thou ? [ Opens the door. 


Enter Emilia. 

What’s the matter with thee now ? 

Emil, O, my good lord, yonder ’s foul murder done 1^103) 
0th, What, now ? 

Emil, But nowj uiy lord. 

0th, It is the very error of tlie moon ; 

She comes more near the earth than she was wont, 

And makes men mad. 

Emil, Cassio, my lord, hatli kill’d a young Venetian 
Call’d lloderigo. 

0th, Rodcrigo kill’d I 

And Cassio kill’d ! 

Emil, No, Cassio is not kill’d. 

0th, Not Cassio kill’d ! then murder’s out of time, 

And sweet revenge grows harsh. 

Ees, O, fidsely, falsely murder’d ! 

Emil, Alas, what cry is that ? 

0th, That! what? 

Emil, Out, and alas ! that was my lady’s voice. — 

Help I help, ho I help ! — O lady, speak again 1 
Sweet Desdemona ! O sweet mistress, speak ! 

Ees, A guiltless death I die. 

E%nil, O, who hath done 

This deed? 

Ees, Nobody, — I myself.^ Farewell : 

Commend me to my kind lord : O, farewell ! 


[Eies, 
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Otlu Why, how should she be murder’d ? 

Emil. Alas, who knows ? 

0th. You heard her say herself, it was not T. 

Emil. She said so : 1 must needs report the truUi. 

Oih. She’s, like a liar, gone to burning hell : 

’Twas I that kill’d her. 

Emil. 0, the more angel she. 

And you the blacker devil I 

0th. She turn’d to folly, and she was a whore. 

Emil. Tliou dost belie her, and thou art a devil. 

0th. She was false as water. 

Emil. Thou art rpsli as fire, to say 

That she was false : O, she was heavenly true ! 

0th. Cassio did tup^^^^^ her ; ask thy husband else. 

O, I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell, 

But tliat I did proceed upon just grounds 
To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all. 

Emil. My husband I 
0th. Tliy husband. 

Emil. That she was false to wedlock? 

0th. Ay, with Cassio. Nay, had she boon true, 

If heaven would make mo such another world 
Of one entire and i)erfeot chrysolite, 

I’d not have sold her fijr it. 

Emil. My husband I 

0th. Ay, ’twas ho that told me first : 

An honest man he is, anti hates the slime 
That sticks on filthy deeds. 

Emil. My husband 1 

0th. What needs this iterance, woman? I say thy hus- 
band. 

Emil. O mistress, villany hatli made mocks with love I — 
My husband say tliat she was false I 

0th. He, woman ; 

I say thy husband : dost understand the word ? 

My friend, thy husband, honest, honest lago. 

Emil. If ho say so, may his pernicious soul 
Hot half a grain a day I he lies to the heart : 

She was too fond of her most filtliy bargain. 

0th. Ha ! 
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Emit Do thy worst : 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven 
Than thou wast worthy her. 

Oik, Peaee, you were best 

Emit Thou hast not half that power to do me harm 
• As I have to be hurt O gull I O dolt I 
As ignorant as dirt ! thou hast done a deed — 

I care not for thy sword ; I’ll make thee known, 

Though I lost twenty lives. — Help I lielp, ho ! help I 
The Moor hath kill’d my mistress ! Mm'der ! murder ! 

Enter Montano, Gbatiano, and Iaqo. 

Mon, What is the matter ? — How now, general ! 

Emit O, are you come, lago ? you ’ve done well. 

That men must lay their murders on your neck. 

Ora, What is tlie matter ? 

Emit Disprove this villain, if thou bo’st a man : 

He says thou told’st him that his wife was false : 

I know thou didst not, thou ’rt not such a villain : 

Speak, for my heart is full. 

lago, I told him what I thought ; and told no more 
Than what he found himself was apt and true. 

Emit But did you ever tell him she was false ? 
logo, 1 did. 

Emit You told a lie ; an odious, damned lie ; 

Upon my soul, a lie ; a wicked lie : — 

She false with Cassio ! — did you say with Cassio ? 

logo. With Cassio, mistress. Go to, ch arm your tongue. 
Emit I will not charm my tongue ; I’m bound to speak : 
My mistress here lies murder’d in her bod, — 

Mon,j Ora, O heavens forfend 1 

Emit And your reports have set the murder on. 

Oifi, Nay, stare not, masters : it is true, indeed. 

Ora, ’Tis a strange truth. 

Mon, 0<' monstrous act I 

Emil^ Villany, villany, villany ! 

I think — I think, — I smell ’t ; — O villany 1 — 

I thought so then ; — I’ll kill myself for grief : — 

O villany, villany I 

logo. What, are you mad? I charge you, get you home. 
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EmiL Gk)od gentlemen, let me have leave to speak : 

’Tis proper I obey him, but not now. — 

Perchance, lago, I will ne’er go homo. 

0th, 01 O I O ! \_FalUng on the 

Emil, N’ay, lay thee down and roar ; 

For thou hast kill’d the sweetest innocent 
That e’er did lift up eye. 

0th, O, she was foul ! — [Rising, 

I scarce did know you, uncle : there lies your niece, 

Whoso breath, indeed, these hands have newly stopp’d : 

I know this act sliows horrible and grim. 

Gra, Poor Desdomon I Pm glad thy fatlier’s dead : 

Thy mzttch was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain : did he live now. 

This sight would make him do a desperate turn. 

Yea, curse his better angel from his side. 

And fall to r eproba,nc o. 

0th, ’Tis pitiful ; but yet lago knows 
Tliat she with Cassio hatli the act of shamo 
A thousand times committed ; Cassio confess’d it : 

And slie did gratify his amorous works 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I first gave her ; I saw it in his hand : 

It was a handkerchief, an anti(][ue token 
My father gave my mother. 

Emil, O heaven I O heavenly powers ! 
lago, Como, hold your peace. 

Emil, ’Twill out, ’twill out : — I peace ! 

No, I will speak as liberal as the north : 

Let heaven and men and devils, let them all, 

All, all, cry shame against me, yet I’ll speak. 
lago. Be wise, and get you home. 

Emil, I will not. 

[lago offers to stah Emilia, 
Gra, Fie I 

Your sword upon a woman ? 

Emil, O thou dull Moor I that handkerchief thou speak’st 
of 

I found by fortune, and did give my husband ; 

For often, with a solemn earnestness — 

VOL. VII. HH 
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More than, indeed, belong’d to such a trifle — 

He begg’d of me to steal it. 

lago. Villanous whore I 

EmiL She give it Cassio I no, alas, I found it, 

And I did givo’t my husband. 

Tago, Filth, thou liest I 

EmiL By heaven, I do not, I do not, gentlemen. — 

0 murderous coxcomb ! what should such a fool 
Do with so good a wife ? 

Ofh, Are there no stones in heaven 

But what servo for the thunder? — Precious villain 

\OilieUo offers to stab lagOj hut is disarmed by Montano : 
logo stabs Emilia^ and tlien runs out. 

Gra. The woman falls ; sure, he hath kill’d his wife. 
EmiL Ay, ay : — O, lay me by my mistress’ side. 

Gra. He’s gone, but his wife’s kill’d. 

Mon. ’Tis a notorious villain. Take you tliis weapon, 
Which I have hero recover’d from the Moor; 

Como, guard the door without ; lot him not i)ass. 

But kill him rather. I’ll after that same villain. 

For 'ti.s a damiu*(I slave. \^Exeunt Montano and Gratixino. 

Otii. I am not valiant Ticithcr, 

But every puny whipster gets my sword : — 

But why should honour outlive honesty ? 

Let it go all. 

EnilL What did tliy song bode, lady? 

[Hark, canst thou hear mo ? I will play the swan, 

1 And die in musie : — Willow, willow, willow. — \_Singing, 

Moor, she was eliastf' ; she lov’d thee, cruel Moor ; 

So come my soul to bliss as I speak true; 

So s])caking as 1 think, I die, — I die. [Dies. 

(Jth. I have another weapon in this chamber ; 

It is a sword of 8j)ain, the ic e-broo k’s temper : — 

0, here it is. — Uncle, I must come forth. 

Gra, \wit1di^\ If thou attempt it, it will cost thee dear : 
Tliou hast no wcajion, and j^erforee must suffer. 

Oth. Look in upon me, tlien, and speak with me, 

Or, naked as I am, I wdll assault thee. 
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-Ke-enter Gratiano. 

Ghra, What is the matter ? 

OtJu Behold^ 1 have a weapon ; 

A better never did itself sustain 

Upon a soldier’s thigh : I’vo seen the day 

That, wMi this little arm and this good sword, 

I’vo made my way through more im}x)diments 
Tlian twenty times your stop : — ^but, O vain boast I 
Who can control his fate ? ’tis not so now. — 

Bo not afraid, though you do see me weapon’d ; 

Here is my journey’s end, here is my butt . 

And very sea-mark of my utmost sail. 

T)o you go back dismay’d ? ’tis a lost fear ; 

Man but a rush against Othello’s breast. 

And ho retires : — where should Othello go ? — 

Now, how dost thou look now ? O ill-starr’d wench ! 

Palo as thy smock ! when wo shall meet at compl, 

This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven. 

And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl 1 
Even like thy chastity. — 

O cursed*, cursed slave 1 — ^Whip me, yo devils, 

From the possession of this heavenly sight I 
Blow me about in winds ! roast me in Mil])liur ! 

Wash mo in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire ! — 

O Desdemon ! dead, Desdemon ! dead ! O 

Kilter Lodovico, Montano, Cassio carried in a chair^ and Officers 
with 1a«o, 2>ri^oner, 

Lod. Where is tliis rash and most unfortunate man ? 

OtJu That’s he that was Othello ; — hero J am. 

LocL Where is that viper ? bring the villain forth. 

Otiu I look down towards his feet, — but that’s a fable. — 
If that thou be’st a devil, I cannot kill thee. [ Wounds Lugo* 
Lod. Wrench his sword from him. [^Othello is dimrttied. 
lago. I bleed, sir ; but not kill’d. 

0th. I am not sorry neither : I’d have tlieo live ; 

For, in my sense , ’tis happiness to die. 

Lod. O thou Othello, that wert once so good, 

Fall’n in the practico of a damnM slave, 
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What shall be said to thee ? 

Otlu Why, any thing : 

An honourable murderer, if you will ; 

For naught I did in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod, This wretch hath part confess’d his villany : 

Did you and ho consent in Cassio’s death ? 

Oilu Ay. 

Cas, Dear general, I never gave you cause. 

Otiu I do believe it, and I ask your pardon. 

Will you, I pray, demand that demi-dovil 
Why he hath thus ensnar’d my soul and body ? 

lago. Demand me notliing : what you know, you know : 
From tliis time forth I never will speak word. 

Ijod, What, not to pray ? 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

Otlu Well, thou dost best. 

Liod. Sir, you shall understand what hath befall’n. 
Which, as I think, you know not. Here’s a letter 
Found in the po6kct of the slain Roderigo ; 

And here another : the one of them imports 
The death of Cassio to bo undertook 
By Roderigo. 

Otlu O villain !(109) 

Cas. Most hcatlicnish and most gross ! 

Lod, Now hero’s another discontented paj)er, 

Found in liis pocket too ; and this, it seems, 

Roderigo meant t’ have sent this damned villain ; 

But that, belike, lago in tlio interim 
Came in and satisfied him. 

• Otlu O the pernicious caitiff! — 

How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife’s ? 

Cos. I found it in my chamber : 

And he himself confess’d but oven now^^^®^ 

That there he dropp’d it for a special purpose 
Which wrought to his desire. 

Otlu O fool I fool ! fool I 

Caa, There is besides in Roderigo’s letter, — 

How he upbraids lago, that^he made him 
Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came 
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That I was cast : and even but now ho spake, 

After long seeming dead, — lago hurt him, 
lago sot him on. 

Lod. You must forsake this room, and go with us : 

Your power and your command is taken off, 

And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave. 

If thore bo any cunning cruelty 

That can torment him much and hold him long, 

It shall be his. You shall close prisoner rest. 

Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian state. — Come, bring away. 

0th. Soft you ; a word or two before you go. 

I’ve done tlie state some service, and they know’t ; — 

No more of that. — I pray you, in your letters, 

When you shall those unlucky deeds relate, 

Sp eak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate. 

Nor set down aught in malice ; then must you speak 
Of one that lov^d not wisely, but too well ; 

Of one not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 

Pei^lex’d in the extreme ; of one whose hand, ' 

Like the ba se Indian, tlir<^ a ]>earl aw ay 
Kicher^ian all his tribt^^^i^^ of one whoso subduM eyes, 
Albeit unused to tlie melting mood, 

Droji tears as fast as the Arabian trees 

Tlieir med’cinable^^ ^2) gum. Sot you down this ; 

And say besides, that in Alepj)© once. 

Where a malignant and a turban’d Turk 
Beat a Venetian and traduc’d tlie state, 

I took by the throat tlie circumcised dog. 

And smote him — ^thus. himself with a daggerJ^^^^ 

Lod. O bloody period I 

G-t-a, All that’s spoke is marr’d. 

OtJu I kiss’d thee ere I kill’d thee : no way but this, 

\_FaUing upon Desdemx>na. 
Killing myself, to die upon a kiss. \pk8. 

Cos. This did I fear, but tliouglit ho had no weapon ; 

For he was great of heart. 

Lod. [to logo'] O Spartan dog. 

More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea 1 
Look on the tragic loading of this bed ; 
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This is thy work : — the object poisons sight ; 

Let it be hid. — Gratiano, keep the liouso, 

And seize upon tlie fortunes of the Moor, 

For they suc ceed on you. — To you, lord governor. 
Remains tlie c^nsime of tliis hellish villain ; 

The time, tlie place, the torture, — 0, enforce it I 
Myself will straiglit aboard, and to the state 
This heavy act witli heavy heart relate. 


\^Escpunt 
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P. 876. (i) “ 'Sblood, but you will mat bear me : — 

ever 1 did dream of tfuoli a matter. 

Abhor me," 

So the quarto of 1022 verhafim, (What can Mr. Kniprht mean when he says 
that BO ^^Steevcns writes these lines**?) — The folio, and the quarto of 1000, 
have ** lint you*l Twt beare me" &c. 


P. 376. ( 2 ) “ Oft capp'd to him 

So the quartos. — The folio has “ Ofl-capt to him." — “ In support of the folio 
Afitofiy and Cteopatra may bo quoted, ‘I*vo ever held my cap to thy 
fortunes* [act ii. sc. 7]. This reading I once thought to he Ihu true one. 
But a more intimate knowledge of the quarto copies has convinced me that 
they ought not without very strong reason to bo departed from.*’ Malone. 
— Mr, Grant White adheres to the reading of the folio, “ because ‘ capped* 
seems to have meant to keep the cap on, not to take it ot£.** But Coles has 
“ To cap a person, corani aliquo cap^it aperlre, nudare" Diet, 


P. 876. ( 3 ) “ jmrposes" 

** Qy. 'purpose' [an early alteration] ?** W. N. LettsOM. 

P. 376. ( 4 ) • **A9id, in conclusimi" 

“ The first folio and the second quaito wrongly omit these woids i but pro- 
bably something has been lost before them.** W. N. LcTTbOM. 


P. 376. ( 5 ) "for, * Cerfes,' says he, 

* I have already chose my otfiaer.' ’* 

Mr. Collier and Delius [18G6, and Mr. Grant White] point with the old 
copies, '*^For cet^tes,' says he"&.c., — Delius observing that “/hr cerfes" is 
hore.cquivalent to “/hr cc/^taifi," and tliat the inodcni editors are wrong 
in putting a comma between these words. But it appears to me <hat tlio 
“/hr** is noi a portion of what lago makes Othello say. (Compare The 
Tempest, act iii. sc. 3 ; 

“ If I should say, 1 saw such islanders, — 

For, certes, these are people of the island,’’ &,c.) 


P. 876. ( 6 ) "A fellow almost damn'd in a fair wife;" 

Here Hanmer substituted “ a phiz** (1) ; Capcll, a fair face Tyrwhitt 
conjectured “a fair life and Mr. Grant White prints "a fair ivisc.*’ — 
The Rev. W. E. Arrowsmith gives the following explanation of the old read- 
ing, — an explanation which, to mo at least, is altogether forced and un- 
satisfactory ; “ The words aro to be taken circiimscriptly, not sent gadding 
after Bianca, or no one knows who ,* their moaning must bo sought and 
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foand within the compass of the line in which they stand. Hod Shake- 
speare written fellow almost damned in a raw lad,* the dullest brain 
could scarcely have missed the imputation that Gassio's military abilities 
would be almost disallowed, condemned as hardly up to the mark in an 
inexperienced boy : or had the words run * A fellow almost damned in an 
old maid,’ then, though it might not lie understood how an officer, after 
logo’s report, of Gassio’s incapacity, should be almost damned in one of her 
SQX and condition, she at any rate could not, like the * fair wife,’ have been 
discovered at C’yprus in a young courtezan. Or, not altering a syllable, with 
only a slight change in their order, let us place the words thus, 

* A fellow in a fair wife almost damned ;* 
by this disposition of them, the reader is pinned to tlieir true construction : 
the alliance between Cassio and the fair wife is closer than the commen- 
tators suspected ; they hai’p upon conjugal union, Tngo speaks of virtual 
identity ; they seek the couijling of two persons in wedlock, he contemjilatcs 
an embodiment of the soldiership of the one in the condition of the other, 
and so incorporated he pronounces it to be *in a fair wife’ almost reprove- 
able ; adding, in the same vein, that it was no better than might be found 
in spinster.’ To dwell on this ]>omt longer would be to upbraid the 
reader’s understanding.” Shah‘S 2 tcarc'ii Editors and Commentators, p. 89. 


P. 37G. ( 7 ) ^Hhe toged consuls'^ 

Bo the quarto of 1C22. — The folio, and the<]uarto of 1080, have “ f7n*Touffued 
Consvls which, accord in g to Ilosn ell, agrees better with the content “more 
prattle,’' and which several editors adopt ; though the folio has a similar 
error in Coriolamts, act ii. fcc. 3, “ in this WooluM longue should I ifta?id 
heerCf*^ &c. 


P. 378. (8) gondolier^' 

So the folio, and the quarto of 1G30 Q' gundclicr'"^. Put if the author did 
not write ” gundcler” (“ gondoler”), he certainly intended the word to be so 
pronounced. Bee Walker’s Hhahcsjjeare's Vcrsijication, Sec. p. 218. — Only the 
first line and the three coneluding lines of this speech are in the quarto of 
1022. 


P. 381. ( 9 ) “ unhonneted,^' 

Theobald reads “ and bonneted.” — llanmcr printed “ e’en bonneted.” 

P. 381, ( 10 ) “yoM 7utrc been hotly calVd for; 

When, being not at your Mginy to be found, 

The senate sent about three several quests 
To search you out.” 

The quartos have “ The Senate sent ahoue three scverall quests” &c. — The 
folio has **The Senate hath sent about three seuerall Quests,” Sec. (and Mr. 
Collier erroneously states that the word “hath” is found also in the quartos). 
•—In the first of these lines Mr. W^, N. Lettsom would read “ you had been” 
&c. 
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P.882, (i I) “/<>*•” 

“ Bead * or.’ ” Walker’s Crit, ISxam, Aco. vol. ii. p. 323. 

P. 883. (la) “ That weaken motion 

To* weaken motion ' says Bitson, “is to imjmir — Theobald 

substituted “ That weaken notion Hanmcr, “ That waken motion'' 


P. 385. (13) “/Zhrc there ii\jointed them with an after fleet," 

The quarto of 1622 omits ''them ," — ^Walker (^Crit, Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 285) 
queries "injoint," 

P. 385. (14) "time" 

" Qy. ‘ this' ?” W. N. Lettsom. 

P. 385. (15) " And jivays you to "believe him" 

“ The Bcv. H. Barry plausibly suggesto to me, that wc ought to read erlterr 
for * believe.’ ” Collier. — But tliat alteration had been suggchted Itujg ago. 
“An emendation not necessary of a word in the lino before has n [ilaco in 
the same ' Iteadinys put there more to shew it ^as thought of, than from 
any other inducement: Montano’s message to the senate is ^^orded ^\ith 
great politeness in all the parts of it : in this last, nhef the thing he stood 
in want of and wish’d, is only insinuated ; knowing it w^ould follow from 
them, was accorded him.” Capcll’s EoftSj &c. vol. ii. P, iii. p. 130. — 

“ ' Jielierv' I think right, as Johnson takes it [*Ho entreats you not to doubt 
the truth of this intelligence’]. 'Itelicee' would mean send a succiswe" 
W. N. Lettsom. 

P.385. (16) "Luccicos" 

Altered by Capell to “ Lucches6.” 

P. 386. (17) "I won his daughter" 

The* editor of the second folio added “with not knowing tlint, according 
to the earlier phraseology, such an addition was unnccessar}'' for the sense. 


P. 386. (18) “ maim'd" 

So the quartos. — The folio has “ main’d a reading which I do not mean 
to defend when I observe that in The Sec, Part of Henry VI, we have the 
provincialism "mained" i.e. lamed ; see note 148, \ol. v. p. 221. 


P. 387. (19) "Andportance in my travels history 
So the quarto of 1630. — The quarto of 1622 has "And with it all my tra- 
uells Historic f — The folio reads "And portance in my Trauellours htsto~ 
rie" which is given by Mr. Knight and Delius ; the former remarking that 
“ Othello modestly, and somewhat jocosely^ calls his wonderful relations a 
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tra/neller^s Mstory^' though a personage less inolined to jocoBcneu than 
Othello cannot 'well be conceived. — Dr. Richardson BuggestA to me that the 
“ Trauellours” of the folio is a misprint for ** travellous*' (or “traraUovs'^')^ 
and adds that Wiclif has Jobs irauailous nights** and **the tra/teilova pre- 
soun of the Egipcians but, though the epithet is very properly applied to 
“ nights** or to a “ prison,” can wo speak of a “ trewailoua history** ? — (Fur- 
ther on in the present speech the folio has But not uigtinatiuely^^' which 
Kuigiit allows to be “ a decided t 3 rpographical error ;** and, a little after 
that, She gaue mo for my paincs a world of hhaaea'* 1 1 ) 


P. 381). ( 20 ) ** J'br your 

“ The sense, us well as the metre, requires ‘ For my own sake, jewel.* *’ W. N, 
Lettsom.— (Hanmer printed “ And for your,** &c.) 


P. 390, ( 21 ) “ / uerrr yet did Juar 

That iliv hrvh*d heart watt jmrcid through th*' ear** 

“A doubt has been entertained concerning the word ^pierced* which Dr. 
Warburton suj)posed to mean wounded, and therefore substituted ^pieced* 
in its room. But ^pierced* is merely a ligurativc ex])rcBsion, and means 
not wounded but petud rated, in a victaphorieal sense; thoroughly afEected.*' 
Malone, — ^who cites from Spenser’s Faery Queene, B. iv. C, viii. st. 2i», 

** Her words 

Which, jMssing through the lares, woidd pierce the luiri 
and from the First Part of Mttrlowe*s Tamhurlaine, 

“ Nor thee nor them, thrice noble Tambuflaiuc, 

Shall want m^ heart to be nulh gladness ^Here'd^* &c. 

Act i. sc. 2 , — II orl*^, p, 12 , cd. Dyce, 1858. 


P. 390. ( 2 i*) “ Tins present war** 

So the quarto of 1030. — The quarto of 1022, and the folio, have This pre~ 
sent warres and, 110 doubt, foimerly the plural of tliat word was some- 
times used as eijuivnleiit to the singular : but in the next page Desdeniona, 
speaking of the same expedition, calls it the war ** — Malone printed “These 
present wars.” 

P. 390. ( 22 ) “ storm (tf fortunes** 

So the folio, and the quarto of 1030. — Tlie quarto of 1022 has “ scomo of 
Fm'tunes;** “ which,” says Johnson, “is perhaps the true reading.** — 1865. 
“ Qy. * scorn of Fortune,* i.e, setting Fortune at defiance.” W. N. Lettsom, 


P. 891. ( 23 ) “ I therefore heg it not, 

To please the palate of my appetite ; 

Nor to comply with heat^the youfig affects 
In me defunct — aftf'prcgwr satisfaction ;** 

So the old copies, except that they have “ In my defunct,** &o. — ^There is a 
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passage in Massinger's Bondman^ act 1. sc. 8 , which was undoubtedly copied 
from the present one, viz. 

** Let me wear 

Your colours, lady ; and though youthful lieaU^ 

That look no further than your outward form, 

Are long since bu/ried in me, while I live, 

I am,” &c. ; 

and a passage, also imitated from the same source, occurs in Fletcher’s FhAr 
Maid of the Inn, act i. sc. 1 ; 

** Shall we take our fortune 7 and (while our cold fathers. 

In whom long since their youthful luuU were dead, 

Talk much of Mars) serve under Venus’ ensigns, 

And seek a mistress ?” 

These passages, as Gifford has observed, show how tlio lines of Shakespeare 
were understood by his contemporaries. They also sliow that in our text 
the alteration of a single letter, the change of “ my” to ” ine'^ (which was 
first made by Upton) is absolutely necessary. — saj> Johnson 
(whose explanation is termed rational and unforced” by Gifford, Mas- 
singer’s Worke, ii. 30, cd. 1813), “stands here not for hwe, but for pasxions, 
for that by which any thing is affected. I atk it not, sajs he, to please 
appetite, or satisfy loose desires, the passions of youth which I have now 
outlived, or * for any particular gratification of myself ; but merely that I 
may indulge the wishes of my wife’.” — “ Young affects,''* writes Gifford Qubi 
supra'), “are therefore perfectly synonymous with youthful heats, Othello 
was not an old man, though he had lost the fire of youth ; the critics might 
therefore have dismissed that concern for the lady, which they have so deli- 
cately communicated for the edification of the rising generation.” (1 cannot 
help 'wondering ^>hnt Gifford would have thought, if he had lived to read in 
Delius’s ed. of Othi IJo that 

“ Nor to comply with heat, the young affects,” 
is equivalent to “ Nor to comply with heat wh'ivh affects the young’’ I) 


P, 303. ( 24 ) “ as hitter as cologuintida, She must change for youth : 

when she is sated with his body, she willjind the en'or of her choice : 
a7u‘ must hare change, she must : therefore imt money in thy purst," 
So the quarto of 1G30. — The quarto of 1C23 has, not so well, acerbe 
as the Ck)llo(pdnfida, 11 hen shee is sated wUh his body," See . — The reading 
of the folio is still worse, “as bitter as (hloquintida. She must change for 
youth : when she is saiid with his body she will -find the errors of her choice. 
Therefore, put Money in thy itursc" 

P. 894. ( 25 ) 

“ lago. Go to ; farewell. Do you hear, Bederigo ? 

Kod. iVluit say you ? 

lago. No more if drowning, do you hear ? 

Bod. I am changed: I'll go sell all my land, [Exit, 

lago. Thus do 1 ever make my fool my purse,'* &c. 

So the quarto of 1680. — The quarto of 1622 has 
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“lag. Go to, farewell: . . • doe you Keare Baderigo ? 

Hod. What eay you? 

lag. No wore of drowtiing, doe you heare ? 

Bod. I am ehang^d» [Exit Koderigo. 

lag. Goe to, farewell, put money enough in your purise : 

Thue doe I euer make my foole my pwrse," Sco , — 

In the folio the passage is awkwardly cut down to, 

“ lago. Go too, farewell. Bo you heare Jlodorigo? 

Bod. Jle sell all my Land, 

lago. Thue do I euer malte my Foole, m/y purse," &c. 


P. 395. (a 6 ) “ The ship is here put in, 

A Veronesa; Michael Cassia, 

Lieutetiant to the warlike Moor Othello, 

Is come on shore : the Moor himself at sea," 

There has been considerable dispute about the word “ 1 "eronesa" (spelt in the 
old eds. “ Veroncssa” and “ Verennessa”). — Malone has the following note ; 
“This ship has been already described as a shix) of Vetuee, It is now called 
‘ a Veronese f that is, a ship belonging to and furnished by the inland city of 
Verona for the use of the Venetian state ; and newly arrived from Venice. 
‘ Besides many other towns (says Contareno), castles, and villages, they [the 
Venetians] possess seven faire cities ; as Trevigi, l*adoua, Vicenza, Verona, 
Brescia, Bergamo, and Crcnia.* Commonwealth of Venice, 1599,” — “ the Moor 
himself at sea qy, "the Moor^a himself at sea" ? 


P. 390. ( 27 ) "For every minute is ewpeetaney 

Of mare arrivance" 

The folio has " Of more Arriunucie which Mr. Knight retains, though a 
manifest error caught from the “ cxpectanci 6 '” of the preceding line. 


P. 390. ( 28 ) “ Thanks you, the valiant of this warlike isle," 

The quarto of 1022 has “ Thankes to the valiant of this worthy Isle;" and so 
the quarto of 1030, exccx)t that it omits “worthy.” — The folio has "Thankes 
you, the valiant of the warlike Isle," — the transcriber or printer having 
repeated “ the” by mistake : compare, at p. 406, “ The very elements of this 
warlike isle" &c. — ^Thc modem (and perhaps the right) reading is “ Thanks 
to the valiant of this warlike isle" 


P. 896. ( 29 ) "Does tire the ingener" 

The quarto of 1622 has "Does beare all excellency and so the quarto of 
1630, except that it has “ an excellency" — ^The folio has “ Ik?s tyre the Ingc- 
niuer a mi^rint perhaps for “ ingener" as was first suggested by Steevens 
(who justly terms the readings of the quartos “ flat and unpoetical”). — 1865. 
Mr. Swynfen Jervis conjectures "Does tire tlC imaginer;” comparing “And 
still he did it, by first telling the imagVner, and after bidding the actor 
think.” Bacon's Natural JBstory, Century x. p. 206, ed. 1677. 
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P. 897. (30) « Traitors ensteep'd to clog the guiltless heel,-—'* 

So the quarto of 1630, and the folio,— except that the folio, instead of 
** olog^** has ** enologge'* (the eye of the transcriber or printer having caught 
the preceding “ easteep’d”).— The quarto of 1622 has ^'Traitors enscerped,” 
&c. ; on which Steevens says, that “perhaps esoerped was an old Englirfi 
word borrowed from the French escarpS while, according to Mr. Grant 
WWte iSha^speare's Scholar, &o. p. 437), “it requires no very great inge- 

nuity to discover that ‘enscerp’d* was a misprint for enscarp'd," ^That 

“ensteep’d” is the genuine reading, I agree with Boswell ad I, and with 
Biohardson in his Dirt, sub “ Ensteep.**— 1865. Mr. Grant White in his 
Shakespeare gives '^Traitors enscarp’d to clog” Sco., believing that both 
“ ensteep’d” and “ ensceiq>cd’* are misprints of “ enscan^’d,” “ because * steep* 
is never used by Shakespeare in the sense of ‘ plunge’ or * submerge,* but 
always in that of * lave’ or ‘ soak,* which is almost ridiculously inappropriate 
here,” &c. ; but Mr. Grant White forgets that wo have afterwards in the 
present play 

“Steep’d me in poverty to the very lips,” p. 446. 


P. 397. (31) “ Great Jove,” 

“ For this absurdity I have not the smallest doubt that the Master of the 
Bevels, and not our poet, is answerable.” Malone. — ^Aud see note x88 on 
The Sec, Part of King Henry VI. vol. v. p. 226. 

P. 399. (31) counsellor T” 

Altered by Theobald (and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector) to ** censurer ?” 

P. 400. (33) set down” 

Has been altered to “ let doijcn” 


P. 402. (34) “ course” 

When Mr. Collier mentioned that here his Ms. Corrector alters “ course” 
to “ cause,” it had escaped him that “ cause” is the reading of the quarto 
of 1022. 


P. 402. (35) 

“ I will do this, if I can bring it to cmy opportunity” 

So the quartos. — The folio has “ if you can bring it,” &c. “ The sense 

requires I; for lago had brought the affair to opportunity by fixing on 
Boderigo for one of the watch. Boderigo’s part remained to be done, viz. 
provoking Cassio, which ho promises to do if opportunity offered to give 
him cause.” Jennenb. — Mr. Knight, however, and Delius prefer the reading 
of the folio, and think that it is confirmed by the reply of lago, “ I warrant 
thee :” — ^which words, in fact, determine nothing ; they suit equally well 
with either lection. 
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P. 403. (36) “ If tM$poor trash of Vemee^ wham X trash 
For hU quioh hu/ntingf* 

Tlie. quarto of 1622 has 

If this poore trash of Vonioe, whom I orashi'* too. 

The folio, and the quarto of 1630, have 

“ If this poore Trash of Venice, whom I trace/’ 4:c. 

Warburton reads 

If this poor brach (f Venice, whom I trace,” &c. 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, 

** If this poor brach of Venice, whom I trash" See , — 

I give the reading of Steevons (who compares what the same speaker after- 
wards says (p. 467) of Bianca, — 

“ Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash 
To be a party in this injury”) ; 

but I now (1866) entertain great doubts if it be what Shakespeare wrote. 

P. 403. (37) “ his nddiction leads him 

So the quarto of 1630. — ^The quarto of 1622 has mindo leades him," 
— The folio reads “7/w addition leads him," — ^which stark misprint is re- 
tained by Delius. 

r. 403. (38) Jltaren hless" 

So the quartos. — The folio omits IItaren,"-^\f nWi&r {^Crit. Exam, &c.vol. i. 
p. 216) would rood “ God hlcss," ^ 

P. 406. (39) lads" 

So the quartos. — Tn my former edition I gave, with the folio, “else” (com- 
paring King John, act ii. sc. 1, “Bastards and else"') : but I now think it 
safer to adhere to the lection of the quartos. 

P. 405. (40) “^1 lift 8 hut a span 

So the quartos. — The folio reads, more feebly, “ Oh, mans life's hut a span," 

P. 406. (41) King hitejdten was a worthy peer," 

So the quarto of 1622. — The folio, and the quarto of 1630, have ** King Ste- 
phen was and a worthy Peere (with which comjiare the song at the con- 
clusion of Twelfth-Night, “Wlien that I was and a little tiny boy,” Sec, 
vol. iii. p. 305 ; and that in Ktng Lear, act iii. sc. 2, “He that has a/nd a 
little tiny wit,” &c. p. 296 of the present volume.; — ^^and" being often used 
redundantly in ballad poetry). 

P. 407. (4a) ^‘pvts him in," 

“ Read, with Capell, *puts in hini^ So at p. 408 all the old eds. have ^ place 
of sense' for ^ sense of place f — a worse blunder.”- W. N, Lettsom. 
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P. 407. (43) “ Cry within,— ‘ Help / help !' " 

Mr. Knight omits this stage-direction, because it is found only in tiic quartoB. 
But lago afterwards says (p. 410), 

‘‘There comes a fellow crying out for help; 

And Oassio following him,*' &c. 


P. 408. (44) 

“ ITelpf 7io/ — Lieutenant^ — ur^ — Montatw^ — Hr ; — 

Jlelpy maeters /** 

The (quarto of 1G22 has 

“ Heljte hOy Jjeiutenant: Sir Montanio, /»/>,*’ &c. 

The folio, 

“ Jfelpc Iwa, Lietifenant, Sir Jlontano,"' &c. 

The quarto of 1G30, 

*^Ifelpe ho, Leiutenant: Sir, Montanio, Hr,'* Ac. 

Mr. Knight and Delius print “ Sir Montano *' — ns n title of courtesy given 
by lago to the ex-govemor, with whom he is not on familiar t/t*rniH. But 
fi*om the earlier part of the scene it appears pluiu1> enough that tlio ex- 
govemor is hail-fellow-well-met with Othello’s oftioers ; 

** Can, ’Fore God, they have given me a rouse already, 

3fon, Good faith, a little one ; not pant a pint, as I am a soldier, 

Cas. To the health of our general 1 

Mon. T am for it, lieutenant ; and Til do you justice** 


P. 408. (45) “ You nlll he sham'd for ever." 

So the (juartoB. — The folio has You’le he asham'd for euer ," — most ridicu- 
lously ; and }’^ct Mr. Kuight aud Deliub prefer that reading. 


P. 408. (46) 

“ Mon. Zoiinds, 1 bleed still ; I am hurt to the death. 

[Faints.’’ 

So the quarto of 1G22, except that it adds no stage-direction. — The folio 
has 

“ Mon. I bleed still, I am hurt to th* tleath. Ho dies.” 

The quarto of 1630, 

“ Mon. 1 bleed still, lam hurt to the death. he faints,” 

The editor of the second folio substitutes 

“ Mon, I bleed still, 1 am hurt, but not to th* death.** 


P. 408. (47) “ all seme of plaee and duty ?'* 

The old eds. have “ all place of scnco, and duty ?** 
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P. 408. (48) 

** Hold ! the general ej^eake to yon; hold^for ehame /” 

So the folio. — The quartos have 

Hold^ the Generali spedkee to you; hold^ hold,/<>r eheme," 

(The usual modem reading — which both Mr. Collier and Bellus silently 
adopt — is 

Hold, hold 1 the general epeaka to you; hold, for ehame /”) — 

18G5. Mr. Grant White prints 

Hold, hold 1 the general ^cake to you : for ehame P' 

P. 409. (49) “ Shall loee /» 

Mr. W. N. Lettsom oonjooturea “ Shall loee me ever . — What P* 

P. 409. (50) “ on the court and guard of eafety /‘* 

Altered by Theobald to on the court of guard and eafety P* and so Mr. 
Collier's Ms. Corrector. — Steovens defends the old reading, not very satis- 
factorily. 

P. 409. (51) “or leagxCd in office, '' 

The old eds. have “ or league in office*' 

P.410.(sa) 

An interpolation ? 

P. 410. (53) Lead him off *' 

In all probability, as Malone supposed, a stage-direction which has crept 
into the text. 

P. 412. (54) denotement" 

The old eds. have “ denotement." 

P. 414. (55) “ the while" 

The old eds. have *' a while" 


P.415. 56) '^humbly" 

“ The word * humbly' is constantly used with ‘ thank' ^pray' ‘ heeeeoh,' and 
the like : hence, I suppose, a transcriber inserted it here. Cassio was lago’s 
equal, or rather his superior, and would scarcely have used the word even in 
his present dejected state.” W. N. Lettsom. — Here, I apprehend, “ humbly" 
is no more to be taken in its literal sense than is “ humble" now-a-days, 
when some very courteous correspondent signs himself “ Your humble ser- 
vant," 
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P.416. (57) 

^'Why the plund?** Walker’s Crit, Emem, ko» vol. 1. p. 230. 

P. 417. (58) “ Wellf do your diseretum,'' 

Capell printed 

« Well, well. 

Do yovAT diseretion 

which'is approved of by Walker, Crit. Exam, Sco, vol. ii. p. 147. 


P. 417. (59) 

“ Oth. jf do believe 'tmae he. 

Des. Horn now, my lord /” 

Arrange rather ; 

* Oth, I do believe ’twaa he. 

Dee, ^ . How now, my lord V ’* 

Walker’s Crit. Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 286. 


P. 418. (60) 

** Oth. Went he hence now ? 

Dos. Ay, eooth; so humbled, 

ThaV^ 

“•Arraijge ; 

* Oth, Went ho hcnco now ? 

Dee, sooth, so humbled, 

That,’ &c. 

‘ Humbled' is a trisyllable,” Walker’s Crit, Exam, Ac. vol. iii. p. 28G. 


r. 418. (61) “Me ware must make examples 

Out of their beet," 

The old eds. have “ Out of \iqv beet;" which I retained in my former edition, 
observing, “ Here, if we consider * the tea re' as used for war generally, the 
usual modem alteration ‘ Out of their best' is unnecessary.” — Mr. Collier’s 
Ms. Corrector substitutes “ Out of our best," &c. ; and Mr. Singer i^Shake- 
fpeare M.ndieated, Acc. p. 284) says, “ Read ‘ Out of the hest^ " A:c. — “ I must 
own I think ‘ her' wrong. * The' is perhaps better than ‘ their' or * our'," 
W. N. Lettsom. 


P. 418. (62) “ Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm," 

“ The extra syllable in the body of the lino seems hardly allowable, where 
the pause is so slight ; and yet ‘ dish' for ‘ dishes' appears much too harsh.” 
Walker’s Shakespeare's Versification, &c. p. 267. 

VOL. VIL II 
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P. 418. (63) do peeulUir profit** 

The old eds. have “ to doe a pecului/r profit :* — “ Malone,” says Mr. OoUier, 
** here omits isr, probably for the sake of the measure,” &c. : but Malone was 
not the first editor who very properly rejected it as injurious to the metre. 

P. 419. (64) ** Desdemon :** 

Here the old eds. have ” Desdemona.” — But compare (according to the read- 
ing of the folio), in p, 41G, “With Deademon alone in p. 418, “sweet 
Daadenwn ;** in p. 445, “Ah, Deademonl** in p. 459, “Have you pray’d 
to-night, Deademon ?** in p. 4G5, “ Poor Deadcmoti and in p. 467, “ O 
Deademonl dead, Deademonl'* 

P. 419. (65) “ Dij Jieaven^ Jie eelwea me, 

Aa if there 7vpre aome monatcr in hia tlionglit 
Too hideoua to he ahofenJ" 

So the quarto of 1G22. — The folio has 

“ Alas, thou ecchos’t me 

Aa if there ire re aome Monater in thy thovght^' Sec, 

(which, though rejected even by Mr. Knight, U adox)ted by Delius). — The 
quarto of ICGO has 

^ “ why dost thou ecchoe me^ 

Aa if there rvere aome monater in thy thought^' See, 

P. 420. (66) “ T dare he atrorn 1 think that he ia hoiu*at," 

“ Should not this lie written with a break, as if I^o were correcting hinv- 
self ? * 1 dare he aivorn — I think that he is honest* W, N. Lettsom.* 

P, 420. (67) “ irho haa a hrtaaf so pure^ 

tint some vneleanlg apprehenaiom 
Keep It eta amt latr-dagSj and in aeaaion ait 
With meditations htirfnl?** 

So the quartos. — The folio has 

“ ndio ha* a that hreast so pure. 

Wherein rneleanly Aj}prehenaiona 

Keepc Leetea^ and Law^dagea, and in ScssionB ait 

With vieditationa lairfull 7” 

nonsensically, — ^the transcriber or printer having perhaps by mistake omitted 
“ do not” at tlie end of the second line. — Both Mr. Knight and Delius retain 
the “ sessions” of the folio, Mr. Knight quoting as “ a parallel,” from our 
author’s xxx*** Sonnet, 

“ When to the acaaiona of sweet silent thought,” &c. 

But ** session** occurs in Shakespeare oftencr than “ sessions” (0. g. in King 
Lear, act v. so. 3, “ Where you shall hold your aeaaion,** and in the present 
play, act i. sc. 2, “ course of direct aeaaion,** &c.) ; and there are not a few 
passages in the folio where the final a is erroneously added to substantives 
(so afterwards, p. 423, it has “ Foule disproportions, Thoughts vnnaturall,” 
&c. ; which Mr. Knight retains). 
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421, (68) is the ffreeti‘ejf*d meiutei^t whUsh doth nioeh 
27ie meat it feeds an :*• 

So the folio.— The quarto of 1C22 has « That meate it feeds <>».*’— The quarto 
of 1680 has JTf it a green^yd monster;* &o.— Haumer and Mr. Collier’s Ms. 
Correotor read 

** which doth make 

The meat;' ieo. 

P, 421. (69) strongly lores!" 

So the quartos.— The folio has ** soundly (with which reading com- 

pare Henry K act v. sc. 2. “ O fair Katherine, if you will loee me sovndly 
with your French heart," &c.).— Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector and Mr, Singer’s 
alter “ soundly” to “ fondly." 

P. 426. (70) ** How now" See. 

“ Arrange, perhaps ; 

* How now 1 

What do you here alone ? 

Emil. Do not yfu chide ; 

I have a thing for you. 

logo. A tiling for me ' — 

It is a common tiling — ” 

P. 423, (71) " Be not yon aehrumn on't; 

I have use for it. Oo^ lean me." 

Such is the arrangement in the folio; but it omits " you" which is found in 
the quarto of 1G30, where all this stands as a single line. — ^Thc quarto of 
1622 has “ Be not you knowne on't;' Shq. 


P, 426. (7a) “ TJte Moor already changes with my poisoti : — 

Dangerous eoncuts arCy in their natureSy poisons" 

‘*I oned thought that we should read ‘with mj jfvactiee but it would seem 
that tlie word required should be similar in termination, or general ap]>ear- 
ance, to poison; for tliis latter line [‘The Moor already change^ wdth my 
poison’] had dropt out, most probably from that cause, in the (luarto 1 022. 
Therefore I conjecture ‘ potion’," Walker’s Crit. Exam. &c. vol, i. p. 288, 


P, 426. (73) slept the 7iext night welly nrnsfne and merry ;" 

So the quartos. — The folio has 

I slept the next night welly fed well, wax free y and merrie; * 
which Mr, Knight and Delius prefer [and, 1865, Mr. Grant White]. 

P. 427. (74) “ horrors" 

Walker would read “ horror he says, “ the corruption originated in the 
preceding * horror's'." Crit, Exam. See. vol. L p. 263, 
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P.427. (75) lur name, that was ae fresh 

As jDiayi's visage, is note begrim'd and black 
As mine own face." 

So the quarto of 1630. (This speech is not in the quarto of 1622.) — ^The folio 
has My ruitne that was as fresh" &o., which Mr. Knight adopts ; though the 
word "own" in the last line is alone sufficient to prove that ** My** is grossly 
wrong : would Othello say " My name is now as black as mine OWN face*’? 


P. 427.(76) "tapp'd?" 

Here the old eds. have " topt** and " top*d ;** but in act i. sc. 1, they have 
" tapping your white ewe,*' — with their usual inconsistency of spelling. 


P. 428. (77) “ I could 9iot sleep," &c. 

" I would rather arrange with the folio, adding a word ; 

* I could not sleep. There are a kind of men 
Bo loose of soul, that in their sleeps will mutter 
Of their affairs : one of this kind is Cassio*.** 

Walker’s Grit. Exaan. Sec. vol. iii. p. 287 ; where his editor adds in a note, 
" 80 Gapell. Hanmer also follows the folio arrangement, but supplies * All,' 
not ‘ Cf'." 

P.428. (78) "sleeps" 

See note 123, p. 236 of the present volume. 

P. 428, (79) " creature/' and then hiss me liai^d. 

As if he jdueh'd up hisses hg the roots 
That grew upon my Ups: then laid his leg 
Orcr my thigh, and sigh'd, and hiss'd ; and then 
Cried * Cursed fate that gave thee to the Moor /* ** 

So the quartos. — The folio has 

“ Creature : then hisse me hard. 

As if he phieht vp hisses by the rootes. 

That grew rpon my lippes, laid his Leg ore my Thigh, 

And sigh, and kisse, and then cry cursed Fate, 

That gaue t/ufc to the Moore 

which is adopted l)y Mr. Knight, who, however, silently introduces in the 
third line a rending of his o>vn, “ lay his leg o'er my thigh," Sec. — Perhaps 
" creature" is here a trisyllable, and the better reading may be, " Cry * O 
sweet creature !' and hiss me hard," &c. : see Walker’s Crit. Exami, See. 
vol. ii. p. 20, and Mr. W. N. Lettsom’s note there. 

P. 429. (80) “ or any that was hers," 

The quartos and the folio have "qr any, it was hers;" which the editor of 
the second folio altered to " or any, if *t was 'Malone restored the 

obviously right reading. 
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P, 429. (8i) “ Arise, black vengeance, from the hollow hell /” 

So the folio. — ^The quartos have 

“ Arise blacke vengeance, from thy hollow Cell 
which is the usual modem reading : but Mr. Knight seems justly to remark 
that the lection of the folio is the hotter one on account of the*preceding 
“ heaven ;** and Steevens aptly compares a line in Jasper Hcywood’s trans- 
lation of Seneca’s Thyestes, 

“Where most prodigious vgly thinges the hoUowe hell doth hyde.” 

fol. 30, ed. 1581. 


P. 429. (82) Ne'er feels retiring cbh^ hnt keeps due on" 

So the quarto of 1680. — The folio has ^'^Neu'r keepes retyring ebbc^ hut keepes 
dne on " — ^This ^eech in the quai’to of 1622 is curtailed to, 

“0th, Nemr: 

In the due reuerenre of a sacred vow, 

I here ingage my words " — 

Southern in his copy of the folio 1085, and Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector, 
substitute Ne'er knows retiring ebb" Lc . — ^According to Walker (^Wf. 
Exam, &o. vol. i. p. 314), the reading "feels" though authorised by the 
quarto of 1630, “ is wrong ; * brooks' would be better, though not, I think, 
tibe true word.’* 


P. 433. (83) “ sorrows," 

Walker would read “ sorrow.” Crlt, Exam, &c, vol. i. p. 246, 


P. 434. (84) “ Though great ones are their object," See, 

So the folio arranges this pasbage. — The quartos arrange it (as Capell docs ; 
and as Walker, Crit, Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 288, thinks it ought perhaps to be 
arranged) thus ; 

“ Tho great ones are tho obiect. 

Tie euen so : for let our finger akc. 

And it endues mtr ether healthfull members 
Euen to that sence ofpaine ; nay, we must thinkc. 

Men are not gods, 

Nor of them loohe," &o. 


P. 486. (8 5) “ Will you think so," &c. 

“ Arrange, perhaps ; 

‘Will you think so 7 
Oth, Think so, lago 7 

logo. What, to kiss in private7 

Oth, An unauthdria’d kiss.* 

For authdrize, see S[hahespeawe's'} VZersi/ieation], Art, xxxvii.” Walker’s 
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CHt, Easam, Sco, toI. iii. p. 288 ; where his editor adds in a note, ** Walker, 
intentionally or otherwise, has placed a full -stop after So ^e quartos, 

I believe [yes, A.D.] ,- and Mr. Dyce ; the folio has a note of interrogation. 
Are these short speeches properly distributed 7 lago seems to have been pre- 
tending that, if Othello had caught Cassio kissing Desdemona, that would 
have been no proof of guilt in the lady and her friend : from this Othello 
seems to have dissented. Qu., 

* Think so, lago 1 what, to kiss in private 1 
An unauthorized kiss 1* ** 

P. 437. ( 86 ) “ TIuiVs 'twt so good &o. 

Arrange, perhaps ; 

* That's not so good now. 

logo. What, if I had said 

I had seen him do you wrong 7 
Or heard him say,* Ac." 


P. 438. ( 87 ) “ And to suppose Iter chaste^'' Ac. 

** Arrange, perhaps (if the reading be right) ; 

* And to suppose her chaste I 
No, let mo know ; and, knowing what I am, 

I know what she shall be. 

Ot/(. Of thou art wise ; 

'Tis certain’.** 

Walker's f'rif. Exam, Ac, vol. iii. p. 2811. — ^And so Hanmor arranges the lines 
from “ No, let me know,” Ac. 


P. 438, ( 88 ) “ all m all in spleertf' 

Capcll prints ** all in all a spleen^ — Mr. W. N. Lettsom suggests “ all in all 
one spleen'' 


P. 446. ( 89 ) “ Had it pleas'd heaven 

To try me with afliction : had tJwg rain'd" 

So the folio. — The quartos have “he" instead of '^they" But compare 
Michard JI, act i. sc. 2 ; 

* Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven; 

Who, when they sec the hours ripe on earth, 

Will rain hot vengeance on offenders' heads.” 
and Hamletf act iii. sc. 4 ; 

heaven hath pleas'd it so. 

To punish me with this, and this with me. 

That I must be their scourge and minister." 

And see Walker on Heaven used as plural." CHf. Exam, Ac. vol. ii. 

p. 110.. 
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P . 446. (90) “ A fjohSi figure for tits time of eooru 

To point hie elow unmoving finger at / — *' 

So the quarto of 1G22, except that it has “ . . . vnmouinq fingers at . . oh, 
oh.” — The folio has 

Figure for the time of Scorned 
To point hie elow^ and mouing^'ra^^r at'' — 

The quarto of 1630 differs from that of 1622 only in having finger," — Rowe 
substituted ^*for the hand of scorn and Mason proposed ” slowly moving 
finger both which alterations arc made by Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector. — 
Mr. Knight adopts Mr. Hunter’s conjecture ; 

“ T\\^fixcJ figure of *lhe tiotCy for ecorn 
To point hie elow and moviugy//<^^ r at." 


P. 446. (91) “ ilie. t; 

The old eds. have “ here” and “ heerc.” 


P. 446. (9a) “wiy ehcclte" 

Mr. Grant White suspects that Shakespeare wrote “thy checl'B;" but as Mr. 
W. N, Lettsom observes, “ Othello is peaking, not of blushes, but of heat.” 


P. 447. (93) on my great st ahuev?" 

“ This is the reading of the quarto 1622, which Dr. Johnson thought prefer- 
able to the reading of the folio, ‘ on my least miHuec?' ” Maloxi:. 


P. 460. (94) ^^fopped" 

So all the old eds. Q^fopt "'), — The modem reading is “fr bh«‘tl.” 


P. 462. (9s) Barbara 

“ * Barbaric,' fol. Qu. The form is not yet obsolete among the common 
people.” Walker’s Crit. Ewnm, Ace. vol. iii. p. 21)0; where his alilor adds 
in a note, “ The quartos also have either ‘ Barbaric' or ‘ Barhary' [3’he 
quartos of 1622 and 1630 agi*ce in * Barbary A. D.] ‘ Barbara' has no 

better authority than that of the second folio.” 


P. 452. (96) “ sighing" 

So the quarto of 1630. — The folio has “ singing.” — This is not in the quarto 
of 1622. 

P.463. (97) “wore more" 

“Why write ‘ mo'‘ ? This, indeed, is the spelling of the folio [and of the 
quarto of 1630 : — this is not in the quarto of 1622] ; but the folio has * mo' 
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or * mwf in numberlesB places^ where mo one has thought it neoessary so 
to rend, nnless the rhyme de m a n ded It.” Walker's OriU Exam, &c. vol. iii. 
p.290. 


P.465. (97*) so.*” 

So the quartos.— The folio has “But so” (qy. if intended for “ But, soft” ?). 

P. 466. (98) “ Two or three groan .*” 

“ Fol. ^ groaned Qu.” Walker's Crit, Exam, &:o. vol. iii. p. 290 ; where Mr. 
W. N. Lettsom observes in a note, *‘**Qroan8' is the quarto reading. Recent 
editors follow the folio; but how could people at a distance distinguish 
whether groans proceeded from one person or from more, when the groaners 
were lying close together ?” Surely, if Ludovico heard, first, Cassio exclaim- 
ing “ What, ho 1 no watch 1” &c., and then Roderigo crying out “ O wretched 
villain I” he might well say “ Two or three groan.” 


P. 469. (99) 

“ Put out the lights — and then put out thy light 

The old eds. have “ and then put out the lighV — I agree with Malone 

ad I, and Walker (^Crlt, Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 291) that the reading now 
given is the true one^ though Boswell objects to it as introducing “a cold 
conceit” (he, we may suppose, having suddenly forgotten what a crop of 
“ conceits” there is in Shakespeare). Compare the context ; 

“ but once put out thy light y 

I know not where is that rromethean heat 
That can thy light relume.” 


P. 4C0. (100) guiltiness" 

“I think ^ guilt'," Walker's Crit, Exam, &c. vol, iii. p. 291. An alteration 
made long ago. 


P. 4G1. (loi) 

“ Oth. It is too late, [Smothers her, 

Emil, [within] My lordy my lord! whaty ho! my lordy my lord!" 

So the folio and the quarto of 1G30. — The quarto of 1622 has 
“ Oth. Tis too late, 

Des. O Lord, Lord, Lord. 

Em. My Lordy my Lord" &c. ; 

and though in my Eemarhs on Mr. Collier's first edition of Shahapeare I 
protested against the insertion of “ Oh Lord, Lonl, Lord,” as having been 
most probably foisted into the text by the players, — as disgustingly vulgar, 
instead of terrible or pathetic, — and as being rendered not a little comic by 
the words which immediately follow, 

“ My lardy my lord I whet^ ho I my lord, my lord /” — 
my protest appears to have had no other effect than to make Mr. Collier the 
more determined to retain it in his second edition. 



SOTE8.3 


OTHELLO. 


489 


P. 461, (loa) « Sd / fur more mooing ? 

8tiU 08 the grave'* 

Walker (^OrU, Exam, &o. toI. ii. p. 144) proposes 

“ Ha I no more mooing ? still, 
SHll as the graved' 


P. 462. (103) 

“ my good lord, yonder's foul murder done /” 

Hero several modem editors silently print good my lord," &c.; which 
perhaps the author wrote, for Emilia has just before t^ico used that form 
of expression ; but the old copies agree in “6? my good lord," &c.— In this 
line the old e^. have ** murders.’* 


P.468. (104) “fwp” 

Here the old eds. have the spelling **top.” Bee note 76. 


P. 466. (105) “ [Falling on the bed. 

Here the folio has no stage-direction, but the quartos have as above ; which 
Mr. Collier seems to have forgotten, whdh, after mentioning that his Me. 
Corrector makes Othello here throw himbelf vjton the ground, he hpeaks of 
iho falling on the hed as a stage-direction only found in modem editions. 
— 18G6. Mr. Collier in the second edition of his Shakesptare rectifies this 
mis-statement. 


P. 466. (106) ** Precious villain /" 

“ This is a place where the quarto 1630 affords a different and an inferior 
reading to the two older editions : it has * 2 wmiriou 8 villain.* At all events, 
jpernicious does not suit the measure.** Collier. — "'Precious villain’ is 
more in the style of Cloten than of Othello : qu. * Pemiewus' with quarto 2. 
This could scarcely have crept in from *jfe?’7iicious caitiff* 80 lines below. 
Collier’s metrical objection is ‘naught.’ Bee Walker’s Skahesjoeare's icrsU 
fication, &c. Art. ix. Collier himself reads [with the folio] ‘ Koman' for ‘ irife' 
in the line above.” W. N. Lettbom. 


P. 467. (107) “ O Desdemon! dead, Desdemon! dead! O!" 

So the folio, except that it has “ dead. Oh, ohl” — ^Thc quartos have 

“ O Desdemona, Desdemona, dead, O o, o.” 


P. 467. (108) “ qf damnhd slave" 

The folio ban "of a cursed Slaue but I prefer the reading of the quartos, 
because Othello has a little before exclaimed “ O oursid, cursed slave/" 
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P. 408. (109) “ vUlain r 

Biteon would read “ villany.” 


P. 408. (no) “ amfcM'd hvt even now'' 

The quarto of 1022 has “ confest it eu^n now ," — The folio, and the quarto of 
1030, have “ co7\fest it hut cuen now," 


P.409, (in) of one whoee hand. 

Like the hose Indian^ threw a pearl away 
Richer than all hU tribe;" 

So the quartos. — The folio has 

Of o7iej whose hand 
{lAke the base Tudean) threw" Ace , — 

Malone adopted “ Jhdean,’' tliinkin^? that “ the word * tribe' is strongly in 
favour of the reading hut Boswell observes ; “ The word tribe is not, as 
Mr. Malone seemed to supiiosc, peculiarly applicable to the Jews. It meant 
in Shakespeare's time, as we learn from Cokcram, a kindred^ and it is 
constantly used at this day in speaking of the Indians." [It was rather 
unnecessary to refer to'Cokeram, since, m the preseiit play, lago says, 

Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy 1" i>. 421. 

Boswell proceeds] “The Jews are not in general described as willing to 
throw away what is valuable ; and it is not likely that Shakespeare would 
allude to an anecdote of a single individual, of which perhaps none of his 
auditors had ever heard ; but in our author's time, when voyages of dis- 
covery to Amen ca were common, each out of Jive for one was probably 

stimulated by a description of the riches he might tind there, and of the 
facility with which the Indians base, on account of their ignorance, would 
part with them. I will only add, that two succeeding poets have given the 
Indians the same character ; 

* So the nnskilfull Indian those bright gems 
Which might addc majestic to diadems 
'Mong tlut waves scatters — ' 

Habiiigton's Castawa, — To Castara weeping. 

So also in The Woman's Conquest, by Sir Edward Howard ; 

‘ Behold my queen — 

Who with no more concern He cast away 
Then Indians do a pearl that ne're did know 
Its value' " 

The latter part of the above note (the most valuable of Boswell's, contribu- 
tions to the illustration of Shakespeare) proves, I tliink, decidedly, that 
Othello alludes to no particular story, but to “the Indian" as generally 
described : and to the passages just pitod, the following one may be added ; 

“ The wretched Indian spumes the golden ore." 

Drayton's Legend of Matilda, sig. Ff 7, — Poems, 8 yo, n. d.— 
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Walker iOrit. Exam, &o. vol. iiL p. 292) says, certainly;'’ and 

quotes the preceding line of Drayton, which I had long before adduced in 
my Bemoflrki on Mr, Collier's amd Mr, Knight's editions of Shakesj^earc, 


P. 469. ( 112 ) **med'einahle'' 

So the folio (“ Medicinable”). — The quartos have “medioinall." 


F. 4C9. ( 113 ) “ [Stabs himself with a dagger. 

The quartos have ** He stabs himsolfe.” — The folio has no stage-direction 
here. 

In p. 406 Othello, on offering to stab lago, is disanued by Montano ; but 
he has “ another weapon — a sword of Spain,” ibid. Of thai second weapon, 
after wounding lago, he is also deprived : this is bliown, not only by the 
exelamation of Lodovico, “ Wrench his sword from him,” i>. 407, but by 
the remark of Gassio, ** This did I fear, but thought he hud no capon,” 
p. 469. The instrument ho now uses must therefore lia\c been a dagger 
which was concealed about his person. 
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ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 

On May 20th, ICOA, << A booke called Anthony and Cleopatra'* was entered 
in the Stationorb* Hegibters by Edward lUouiit ; and the cuii^^ no doubt, 
refers to our author's play, which, wc may presume, had been ])rodiiccd 
only a short time before that date. It did not, however, make its appear- 
ance in print till the publfcatiou of the folio of 1023. — In Antony and Chnu 
2 fatra Hhukebiiearc has adhered with remarkable closeness to the Life of 
Antonius in North^s Plutarch (translated from the French of Ainiot). Ho 
owes nothing, either to Daniel's Cleopatra y 1594, or to the Couutosn of Pem- 
broke's Tragedie of Antonw (a translation from the French of Gamier), 
1695. 
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n friend of Pompey’s. possibility, however, ib so slight that it is only just worth men- 
tioning.” Id, ibid. 
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ACT 1. 

SoBNE L AlexandrioL. A room in Cleopatra’s palace. 

Enter Dehetriub and Philo. 

PhL Nay, but this dotage of our general’s 
O’erflows the measure : those his goodly eyes, 

That o’er the files and musters of the war 

Have glow’d like plated Mars’, now bend, now turn, 

The office and devotion of their view 
Upon a tawny front : his captain’s heart, 

Which in the scuffies of great fights hath burst 
The buckles on his breast, reneges^ all temper. 

And is become the bellows and the fan 
To cool a gipsy’s lust. [^Flourish within.'] Look where they 
come : 

Take but good note, and you shall see in him 
The triple pillar of the world transform’d 
Into a strumpet’s fool : behold and see. 

Enter Antony and Cleopatra, with their Train; Eunuchs fanning 

her. 

CUo. If it be love indeed, tell mo how much. 

Ant. There’s beggary in the love that can be reckon’d. 
Cleo. I’ll set a bourn how far to be belov’d. 

Ant. Then must thou needs find out now heaven, new 
earth. 


VOL. vn. 


KK 
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Enter an Attendant. 

Att. Newft, my good lord, from Home. 

A nt, Qrates me : — ^ihe sum. 

Cleo. Nay, hoar thorn, Antony : 

Fulvia porchaiice is angry ; or, who knows 
If tlie scarce-bearded Capsar have not sent 
His pfjwerful mandate to you, Do tliis, or this ; 

Take in iliat kingdom, and onfrancliisc that ; 

Perform’ t, or oko we damn thee.” 

Ant, How, my lo\c I 

Cleo, Perchance I nay, and most like : — 

You must not stay hero longer, — ^your dismission 
Is come from Cfosar ; therefore lioar it, Antony. — 

Whoro’b Fulvia’s process? Caesar’s I would say? — ^both? — 
Call ill the messengers. — ^As I’m Egypt’s queen, 

Tlioii blushost, Antony ; and that blood of thine 
Is Caisar’s homager : else so thv choc k pa} s shame 
When slirill-tongu’d Fulvia scolds. — The me&songorb I 

Ant, Lot Homo in Tiber melt, and tlio wide arch 
Of the rang’d cm] lire fall ! Hero is m} space. 

Kingdoms are cla} : tiur dung} earth alike 

Feeds beast as man : the nobleness of life 

Is to do thus ; when such a mutual pair [^Emhrcuyvng, 

And such a twain can do’t, in which I bind. 

On pain of punishment, the world to weet 
We stand uj) peerless. 

Cleo, Excellent falsehood I 

Why did he marry Fuhiu, and not lo\e her? — 

I’ll seem the fool 1 am not ; Antony 
Will be hiipsclf. 

Ant, But stirr’d by Cleopatra. — 

Now, for the love of Lo^n e and her soflb hours, ^2) 

Let’s not confound the time with conference harsh : 

There’s not a minute of our ]x\ es should stretch 
Without some pleasure now : — ^what sport to-night? 

Cleo, Hear the ambassadors. 

Ant, Fie, wrangling queen ! 

Whom every thing beoomes, — ^to chide, to laugh, 

To weep ; whose^®^ every passion ftdly strives 
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To make itself, in thee, fair and admired I 
No messenger ; but thine, and all alone, 

To-night wo’U wander through the streets, and note 
The qualities of people. Come, my queen ; 

Last night you did desire it : — s|3eak not to us. 

[lilxeunf Ant, and CUo, with their Train. 
Dem. Is CsQsar with Antoiiius priz’d so slight ? 

JPhu Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony, 

He comes too short of that great property 
Which still should go with Antony. 

JDern. I’m full t>orry 

That he approves the common liar, who 
Tims speidcs of him at Borne : but I will hope 
Of better deeds to-morrow. Best you happy I IKeetmf. 


Scene IL The same. Another rooin in the saine. 

Enter Chahmian, Irah, Alexar, and a Soothsayer/ 

Char. Lord Alexas, sweet Alcxas, most any thing Alexas, 
almost most absolute Alexas, where’s the soothsayer that you 
praised so to the queen ? O, tliat I know this husband, which, 
you say, must ehargo^^^ his horns with garlands ! 

Alex. Soothsayer, — 

Sooth. Your will ? 

Char. Is this the man ? — Is’t you, sir, tliat know tilings ? 

Sooth. In nature’s infinite book of secrecy 
A little I can read. 

Alex. Show him your hand. 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly ; wine enough 
Cleopatra’s health to drink. 

Char. Good sir, give mo good fortune. 

Sooth. I make not, but foresee. 

Char. Fray, then, foresee me one. 

Sooth. You shall be yet iar fairer than you are. 

Char. Ho means in flesh. 

Iraa^ No, you shall paint when you are old. 
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C%ar. Wrinkles forbid I 

Alex, Vex not his prescience ; be attentive. 

Char, Hush! 

Sootlu You shall be more beloving than belov’d. 

Cluir, I had rather heat my liver with drinking. 

AUx, Nay, hear him. 

Char, Good now, some excellent fortune ! Let me be 
married to three kings in a forenoon, and widow them all : 
let me have a child at fifty, to whom Herod of Jewry may 
do homage : find me to marry mo witli Octavius Csesar, and 
companion mo with my mistress. 

Sooth, You shall outlive the lady whom you serve. 

Char, O excellent ! I love long life better than figs. 

Sooth, You’ve seen and prov’d a fairer former fortune 
Than that which is to approach. 

Char, Then belike my children shall have no names : — i 
prithee, how many boys and wenches must I have ? 

Sooth, If every of your wishes had a womb, 

And fertilc^®^ every wish, a million. 

Cltar, Out, fool ! I forgive thee for a witch. 

Alex, You think none but your sheets are privy to your 
wishes. 

Char, Nay, come, tell Iras hers. 

Alex, We’ll know all our fortunes. 

JEno, Mine, and most of our fortunes, to-night, shall be — 
drunk to bed. 

Iras, There’s a palm presages chastity, if nothing else. 

Char, E’en as the o’erflowing Nilus presageth famine. 

Iras, Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot soothsay. 

CJiar, Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful prognosti- 
cation, I cannot scratch mine ear. — Prithee, toll her but a 
worky-day fortune. 

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike. 

Iras, But how, but how ? give me particulars. 

Sooth, I have said. 

Iras, Am 1 not an inch of fortune better than she ? 

Char, Well, if you were but an inch of fortune better 
than I, where would you choose it ? 

Iras. INot in my husband’s nose. 

Char, Our worser thoughts heavens mend! — Alexas, — 
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come, his fortune, his fortune I — O, let him marry a woman 
that cannot go, sweet Isis, I beseech thee I and let her die too, 
and give him a worse I and let worse follow worse, till the 
worst of all follow him laughing to his grave, fifty-fold a 
cuckold I Good Isis, hear me this prayer, though thou deny 
me a matter of more weight ; good Isis, I beseech thee 1 

IrcLs, Amen. Dear goddess, hear that prayer of the 
people ! for, as it is a heart-breaking to see a handsome man 
loose-wived, so it is a deadly sorrow to behold a foul knave 
uncuckolded: therefore, dear Isis, keep decorum, and for- 
tune him accordingly I 

Char. Amen. 

Alex. Lo, now, if it lay in their liands to make mo a 
cuckold, they would make tliemselves whores but they’d 
do’t! 

Eno. Hush ! here comes Antony. 

Cluir. Not he ; the queen. 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Cleo. Saw^®^ you my lord? 

Eno. No, lady. 

Cleo. Was he not here ? 

CJuir. No, madam. 

Cleo. He was dispos’d to mirtli ; but on the sudden 
A Homan thought hatli struck him. — Enobarbus, — 

Eno. Madam? 

Cleo. Seek liim, and bring him hither. — Where’s Alexas ? 

AUx. Hero, at your service. — My lord approaches. 

Cleo. Wo will not look upon him : go with us. [Exeunt. 

Enter Antony with a Messenger and Attendants. 

Mess. Fulvia thy wife first came into the field. 

Ant. Against my brother Lucius ? 

Mess. Ay : 

But soon that war had end, and the time ’s state 
Made friends of them, jointing their force ’gainst Cassar ; 
Whose better issue in the war, from Italy, 

Upon the first encounter, drave them. 

Ant. Well, what worst? 

Mess. The nature of bad news infects the teller. 
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Ant. When it concerns the fool or coward. — On 
Things that are past are done with me. — ’Tis thus ; 

Who tells me true, though in his tale lie death, 

I hear him as he flatter’d. 

MesB. Labienus — 

This is stiff news — ^hath, with his Parthian force, 

Extended Asia from EuphrS.tes ; 

His conquering banner shook from Syria 
To Lydia and to Ionia ; 

Whilst — 

Ant. Antony, thou wouldst say, — 

Mess. O, my lord ! 

Ant. Speak to mo home, mince not the gqnoral tongue : 
Name Cleopatra as she ’s calTd in Rome ; 

Rail thou in Fulvia’s phrase ; and taunt my fhults 
With such full license as both truth and malice 
Have power to utter. O, then wo bring forth weeds 
When our quick minds^**^^ lie still ; and our ills told us 
Is as our oaring. Faro thee well awhile. 

Mess. At your noble jjleasurc. \_Exit. 

A^ii. From Sicyon, ho, the nows Speak tliere ! 

First Att, The mail fi’om Sicyon, — is there such an one ? 
Sec. Ait. Ho stays u^jou your will. 

Ant. Let him appear. — 

These strong Egyptian fetters I must break. 

Or lose myself in dotage. 

Enter another Messenger. 

What are you ? 

Sec. Mess. Fulvia thy wife is dead. 

Ant. Where died she ? 

Sec. Mess. In Sicyon : 

Her length of sickness, with what else more serious 
Importeth thee to know, tliis bears. [ CHves a tetter. 

Ant. Forbear me. \_Estit Sec. Mess. 

There’s a great spirit gone ! Thus did I desire it : 

What our contempts do often hurl from us, 

We wish 4t ours again ; the present pleasure. 

By revolution lowering, does become 

The opposite of itself : she’s good, being ^ne ; 
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The hand cotQd pluck her back that shov’d her on. 

I must fix>m this enchanting queen break off : 

Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know, 

My idleness doth hatch. — ^Ho, Enobarbus I 

'Re-enter Enobarbub.^ii) 

What’s your pleasure, sir ? 

AnU I must with haste from hence. 

Eno. Why, then, we kill all our women: we see £ow 
mortal an unkindness is to them ; if they suffer our depar- 
ture, death’s the word. 

Ant I must bo gene. 

Etw, Undei> a compelling occasion, ^^2) women die : it 

were pily to cast them away for nothing ; though, between 
them and a great cause, they should be esteemed nothing. 
Cleopatra, catching but the least noise of this, dies instantly ; 
I have seen her die twenty times upon far poorer moment : I 
do tliink tliere is mettle in death, which commits some loving 
act upon her, she hath such a celerity in dying. 

Ant. She is cunning past man’s thought. 

Eno. Alack, sir, no ; her passions are made of nothing 
but the finest part of pure love : wc cannot call her winds and 
waters sighs and tears ; they are greater storms and tempests 
than almanacs can report : this cannot bo cunning in her ; if 
it bo, she makes a shower of rain as well as Jove. 

Ant, Would I had never seen her ! 

Eno, O, sir, you had then left unseen a wonderfiil piece 
of work ; which not to liave boon blessed witlial would have 
discredited your travel. 

Ant, Fulvia is dead. 

Eno, Sir? 

Ant, Fulvia is dead. 

Eno, Fulvia I 

Ant, Dead. 

Eno, Why, sir, give the gods a thankful sacrifice. When 
it pleaseth their deities to take the wife of a man from him, it 
shows to man tlie tailors of the earth ; comforting therein, that 
when old robes are worn out, there are members to make new. 
If there were no more women but Fulvia, then had you in- 
deed a cut, and the case to be lamented : this grief is crowned 
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ivitih consolation ; your old smock brings forth a new petti- 
coat : — and, indeed, the tears live in an onion^^^^ that should 
water this sorrow. 

AnU The business she hath broacliM in the state 
Cannot endure my absence. 

Eno. And the business you have broached here cannot be 
without you ; especially that of Cleopatra^s, which wholly de- 
pends on your abode. 

'AnU No more light answers. Let our officers 
Have notice what we purpose. I shall break 
The cause of our expedience to the queen. 

And get her leave to part.^^^^ For not alone 
The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches. 

Do strongly speak to us ; but the letters too 
Of many our contriving friends in Romo 
Petition us at home v Sextus Pompeius 
Hath given tlio dare to Cassar, and commands 
The empire of the sea: our slippery people — 

Whose love is never link’d to the dcsorver 
Till his deserts are past — ^l^egin to throw 
Pompey the Great, and all his dignities. 

Upon his son ; who, high in name and power, 

Higher than both in blood and life, stands up 
For the main soldier : whoso quality, going on. 

The sides o’ the world may danger : much is breeding, 
Which, like the courser’s hair, liath yet but life. 

And not a serpent’s poison. Say, our pleasure, 

To such whoso place is under us, requires^^®^ 

Our quick remove from hence. 

Eno, I shall do’t. \ExeanU 


Scene III. Tiue same. Another room in the same. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas. 

Cleo. Where is he ? 

Char. - I did not see him since, 

Cleo. See where he is, who’s with liim, what ho does : — 
I did not send you : — ^if you find him sac^ 
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Say I am dancing ; if in mirtih, report 

That I am sudden sick : quick, and return. Alexaa, 

Char, Madam, methii^s, if you did love him dearly, 

You do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him. 

Cleo. What should I do, I do not? 

Char, In each tiling give him way, cross him in nothing. 
Cleo, Thou teacheat like a fool, — the way to lose him. 
Char, Tempt liim not so too far ; 1 wish, forbear ; 

In time we hate that which wo ofbon fear. 

But here comes Antony. 

Cleo. I’m sick and sullen. 

Enter Antony. 

Ant, I’m sorry to give breathing to my purpose, — 

Cleo, Help mo away, dear Charmian ; I shall fall : 

It cannot bo thus long, the sides of nature 
Will not sustain it. 

Ant, Now, my dearest queen, — 

Cleo, Pray you, stand further from me. 

Ant, What’s the matter ? 

Cleo, I know, by that same eye, there’s some good nows. 
What says the married woman? — ^You may go : 

Would she had never given you leave to come ! 

Lot her not say ’tis I that keep you hero, — 

I have no power upon you ; hers you are. 

Ant, The gods best know, — 

Cleo. O, never was there queen 

So mightily betray’d ! yet at tlio first 

T saw the treasons^ 17) planted. 

Ant, Cleopatra, — 

Cleo, Why should I think you can be mine and true, 
Though you in swearing shako tlie throiiM gods, 

Who have been false to Fulvia ? Biotous madness. 

To be entangled with those mouth-made vows 
Which break themselves in swearing I 

Ant, Most sweet queen, — 

CUo, Nay, pray you, seek no colour for your going. 

But bid farewell, and go : when you su’d staying, 

Then was the time for words : no going then ; — 
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Eternity was in our lips and eyes, 

Bliss in our brows’ bent ; none our parts so poor, 

But was a race of heaven : they are so still, 

Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world. 

Art turn’d the greatest liar. 

AnU How now, lady I 

Cleo. I would I had thy inches ; thou shouldst know 
There were a heart in Egypt. 

AnU Hear me, queen : 

The strong necessity of time commands 
Our services awhile ; but my full heart 
Bemains in use with you. Our Italy 
Shines o’er with civil swords : Sextus Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port of Home : 

Equality of two domestic powers 

Breod^l®^ scrupulous^faction : the hated, grown to strength, 
Are newly grown to love : the condemn’d Pompey 
Rich in his father’s honour, creeps apace 
Into the hearts of such as have not thriv’d 
Upon the present state, whose numbers threaten ; 

And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge 
By any desperate change ; iny more particular, 

And that which most with you should safe my going, 

Is Fulvia’s death. 

Cleo, Tliough ago from folly could not give me freedom. 
It docs from childishness : — can Fulvia die ? 

Ant. She’s dead, my queen : 

Look here, and, at tliy sovereign leisure, read 
The garboils she awak’d ; at the last, best : 

See when and where she died. 

Cleo. O most false love I 

Where be the sacred vials thou shouldst fill 
With sorrowful water ? Now I see, I see. 

In Fulvia’s death, how mine receiv’d shall be. 

AnU Quarrel no more, but bo prepar’d to know 
The purposes I bear ; which aro^ or cease, 

As you shall give the advice : by the fire 
That quickens Nilus’ slime, I go from hence 
Thy soldier, servant ; making peace or war 
As thou affect’st. 
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CUo. Out my lace, Oharmian, come ; — 

But let it be : — I’m quickly iU, and well, 

So Antony loves. 

Ant, My precious queen, forbear ; 

And give true evidence to his love,^^^^ which stands 
An honourable trial. 

CUo, So Fulvia told me. 

I prithee, turn aside, and weep for her ; 

Then bid adieu to me, and say the tears 
Belong to Egypt : good now, play one scene 
Of excellent dissembling ; and let it look 
Like perfect honour. 

Ant, You’ll heat my blood : no more. 

Cleo, You can do better yet ; but tliis is meetly. 

Ant, Now, by my^^®^ sword, — 

. Cleo, And target. — Still ho mends ; 

But this is not the best : — look, prithee, Charmian, 

How this Herculean Roman docs become 
The ciu*riage of his chafe. 

Ant, I’ll leave you, lady. 

Cleo, Courteous lord, one word. 

Sir, you and I must part, — but that’s not it : 

Sir, you and I have lov’d, — but there’s not it ; 

Thai you know well : something it is I would, — 

O, mv oblivion is a very Antony, 

And T am all forgotten. 

Ant, But that your royalty 

Holds idleness yom subject, I should take you 
For idleness itself. 

Cleo, ’Tis sweating labour 

To bear such idleness so near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive me ; 

Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you : your honour calls you hence ; 

Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly. 

And all the gods go with you I upon your sword 
Sit laurel victory and smooth success 
Be strew’d before your feet I 

Ant, Let us go. Come ; 

Our separation so abides, and flies, 
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Tliat iihou, residing here, go’st yet with me, 

And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee. 

Away I \Exewni. 


Scene IV. Rome, An apartment in C-SISAr’s house. 

Enter Octavius C-afiSAR, Lepidus, awl Attendants. 

Cois. You may see, Lepidus, and henceforth know, 

[ Giving him a letter. 

It is not Cmsar^s natural vice to hato 

Our great competitor from Alexandria 

This is tlie news : — ^he Ashes, drinks, and wastes 

Tlie lamps of night in revel ; is not more manlike 

Than Cleopatra, iio^ the queen of Ptolemy 

More womanly than ho ; hardly gave audience, or 

Vouchsaf’d to tliink^^a) ]io ]iad partners : yoii shall find thfero 

A man who is tlie abstract^^^^ of all faults 

Tliat all men follow. 

Lep, I must not think there are 

Evils enow to darken aU his goodness : 

, His faults, in him, seem as tlie spots of heaven, 

More fiery by night’s blackness ; hereditary, 

Bather than purchas’d ; what ho cannot change, 

Than what he chooses. 

Cces. You’re ttio indulgent. Let us grant, it is not 
Amiss to tumble on the bod of Ptolemy ; 

To give a kingdom for a mirth ; to sit 
And keep tlie turn of tippling with a slave ; 

To reel tlio streets at noon, and stand the buffet 

With knaves that smell of sweat : say this becomes him, — 

As his composure must be rare indeed 

Whom these things cannot blemish, — ^yet must Antony 

No way excuse his soils, ^25) when we do bear 

So great weight in his lightness. If he fill’d 

His vacancy with his voluptuousness. 

Full surfeit, and the dryness of his bones. 

Call on him for ’t but to confound such time, 

That drums him from his sport, and spei^ as loud 
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As his own state and ours, — ’tis to be chid 

As we rate boys, who, being mature in knowledge. 

Pawn their experience to their present pleasure, 

And so rebel to judgment. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Lep. Hero’s more news. 

Mess. Thy biddings have boon done ; and every hour. 
Most noble CaBsar, shalt thou have rej)ort 
How ’tis abroad. Pompey is strong at sea ; 
t^d it appears ho is belov’d of those 
i^at only have fear’d Caesar : to the ports 
The discontents repair, and men’s reports^ 37) 

Give him much wrong’d. 

CcBS. I should have known no less ; 

It hath been taught us from the primal state, 

That ho which is was wish’d until he were ; 

And the ebb’d man, ne’er lov’d till ne’er worth love. 
Comes dear’d^38) by being lack’d. This common body, 
Like to a vagabond flag upon tlie stream. 

Goes to and back, lackcying^39) the varying tide, 

To rot itself with motion. 

Mess. Caesar, I bring thee word, 

Menccrates and Menas, famous pirates, 

Make the sea serve tlicm, which they ear and wound 
Witli keels of every kind : many hot inroads 
They make in Italy ; tlio borders maritime 
Lack blood to think on’t, and flush youtli revolt : 

TSo vessel can peep forth, but ’tis as soon 
Taken as seen ; for Pompoy’s name strikes more 
Than could his war resisted. 

C(Bs. Antony, 

Leave thy lascivious wassails.^®®^ When thou once 
Wast beaten &om Modena, where thou slew’st 
Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow ; whom thou fought’st against, 

Though daintily brought up, with patience more 
Than savages could suffer : thou didst drink 
The stale of horses, and the gilded puddle 
Which beasts would cough at : thy palate then did deign 
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The roughest berry on the rudest hedge ; 

Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets, 

The barks of trees thou browsed^st ; on the Alps 
It is reported thou didst eat strange flesh, 

Which some did die to look on : and all this — 

It woun'ds tliine honour that I speak it now — 

Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank’d not. 

Lep, It is pity of him. 

C<X8. Let his shames quickJy 
Drive him to Homo : ’tis time we twain^®^^ 

Did show ourselves i’ the field ; and to that end 
Assemble we^^^) immediate council : Pompey 
Thrives in our idleness. 

Lep. To-morrow, Caesar, 

I shall be furnish’d to inform you rightly 
Both what by sea atid land I can be able 
To front thi^ present time. 

Cms. Till which encounter, 

It is my business too. Farewell. 

JLep. Farewell, my lord ; what you shall know meantime 
Of stirs abroad, 1 shall beseech you, sir. 

To let me be partaker. 

Cons, Doubt not, sir ; 

I know^^®^ it for my bond. \JExeunU 


Scene V. Alexandria, A room in Cleopatra’s palace. 

Enter Cleopatha, Chabmiae, Ibab, and Mabdian. 
Cleo, Charmian, — 

Cluar, Madam? 

Cleo, Ha, ha I — 

Give me to drink mandragora. 

Char, Why, madam ? 

Cleo, That I might sleep out this great gap of time 
My Antony is away. 

Char , . You think of bim too much. 

Cleo, O, ’tis treason 
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Char. I trust, not so. 

Cleo. Thou, eunuch Mardian I 

Mar. What’s your highnesu’ pleasure ? 

Cleo. Not now to hear thee sing ; 1 take no pleasujre 
In aught an eunuch lias : ’tis well for thee, 

That, being unseminar’d, thy freer thoughts 
May not fly forth of Egy])t. Hast thou affections ? 

Mar. Yes, gracious madam. 

Cleo. Indeed I 

Mar. Not in deed, madam ; for I can do nothing 
But what indeed is honest to be done : 

Yet have I fierce affections, and think 
What Venus did with Mars. 

Cleo. O Charmian, 

Whore think’st thou he is now ? Stands ho, or sits ho ? 

Or does ho walk ? or is ho on his horse ? 

O happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony 1 
Do bravely, horse I for wott’st thou whom fliou mov’st ? 

The demi- Atlas of this earth, the arm 
And burgonot of men. — He’s speaking now, 

Or murmuring, Where’s my sori^ent of old Nile ?” 

For so lie calls me : — ^now I feed myself 
With most delicious poison : — ^think on me. 

That am with Pha3bus’ amorous jiinches black, 

And wrinkled deep in time ? Broad-fronted Cmsar, 

When thou wast here above the ground, I was 
A morsel for a monarch ; and great Pompey 
Would stand, and make his eyes grow in my brow ; 

There would he anchor his aspect, and die 
With looking en his life. 

Enter Alexas. 

Alex. Sovereign of Egypt, hail I 

Cleo. How much.unlike art thou Mark Antony I 
Yet, coming from him, that great medicine hath 
Wiih his tinct gilded thee. — 

How goes it with my brave Mark Antony P 

Alex. Last thing he did, dear queen. 

He kiss’d — ^the last of many doubled kisses — 

This orient pqorl : — ^his speech sticks in my heart 
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CUo. Mine ear must jiluds it thence. 

AUx. Good friend,” quoth he, 

Bay, the firm Boman^^> to great Egypt sends 
This treasure of an oyster ; at whose foot. 

To mend the petiy present, I will piece 

Her opulent throne with kingdoms ; all the east. 

Say thou, shall call her mistress.” So ho nodded. 

And soberly did mount an arm-gaunt steed, 

Who neighed so high, that what I would have spoke 
Was beastly dumb’d by him.^^71 

Cleo. What, was he sad or merry ? 

Alex. Like to the time o’ th’ year between th’ extremes 
Of hot and cold, he was nor sad nor merry. 

Cleo, O well-divided disposition I — Note him, 

Note him, good Charmian, ’tis the man ; but note him : 

He was not sad, — for he would shine on those 
That make their looks by his ; ho was not merry, — 

Which seem’d to tell them his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his joy ; but between both : 

0 heavenly mingle 1 — Bo’st thou sad or merry. 

The violence of either tliee becomes, 

So does it no man else.^®®^ — ^Mett’st thou my posts ? 

Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several messengers : 

Why do you send so thick ? 

Cleo. Who’s born that day 

When I forget to send to Antony 
Shall die a beggar. — Ink and paper, Charmian. — 

Welcome, my good Alexas. — ^Did I, Charmian, 

Ever love Caesar so ? 

Char. O that brave Caesar ! 

Cleo. Be chok’d with such another emphasis I 
Say, tlje brave Antony. 

Char. The valiant Caesar ! 

deo. By Isis, I will give thee bloody teeth. 

If thou with Caesar paragon again 
My man of men. 

Char. By your most gracious pardon, 

1 sing but after you. 

Cleo. My salad days. 

When I was green in judgment : — cold in blood, 
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To say as I said then I— But, come, away ; 

Get me ink and paper : 

He shall have every day a several greeting. 

Or ru unpeople Egypt. lExeunt. 


ACT II. 

Scene L Messina. A room in Posipey’s house. 

Enter Pompky, Meneorates, and Menas. 

Pom. If the groat gods be just, they shall assist 
The deeds of justest men. 

Mene. Know, worthy Pompey, 

That what they do delay, they not deny. 

Pom. Whiles wo are suitors to thoir tlironc, decays p 
Tlio thing we sue for. 

Mene. We, ignorant of ourselves. 

Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers 
Deny us for our good ; so find we profit 
By losing of our prayers. 

Pom. I shall do well : 

The people love me, and the sea is mine ; 

My powers are crescent, and my auguring hope 
Says it will come to the fulL^39) Mark Antony 
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors ; Ca?sar gets money where 
Ho loses hearts : Lepidus flatters both, 

Of both is flatter’d ; but he neither loves. 

Nor either cares for him. 

Men. Caasar and Lepidus 

Are in the field ; a mighiy strength they carry. 

Pom. Where have you this ? ’tis false. 

Men. From Silvius, sir. 

Pom. He dreams : I know they are in Romo together, 
Looking for Antony. But all the charms of love. 

Salt Cleopatra, softon thy wan’d lip I 

TOL. vn. LL 
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Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with both I 
Tie up the libertine in a of feasts, 

Keep his brain ftiming ; Epicurean cooks 
Sharpen witli cloyless sauce his appetite ; 

That bleep and feeding may prorogue his honour 
Even till a Letlie'd dulness I 

Enter Varrtus. 

How now, Varrius 1 

Var. This is most certain that I shall deliver : — 

Mark Antony is every hour in Romo 
Expected : since he went from Egyjit ’tis 
A s])ace for further travel. 

Pom. I could have given less matter 

A better ear. — Menas, I did not think 
This amorous surfeiter would have donn’d his helm 
For such a petty : his 8oldiershi}> 

Is twice the other twain : but let us roar 
The higher our opinion, that our stirring 
Can from the la]) of Egy])t’s widow ])luck 
The ne’cr-lust-weariod Antony. 

I cannot hope 

Cmsar and Antony shall well greet together : 

His wife that’s dead did trespasses to Ciesar ; 

His brother warrVh^^^ upon him ; although, I think, 

Not mov’d by Antony. 

Pom. I know not, Menas, 

How lessor enmities may give way to greater. 

Wore ’t not that wo stand up against them all, 

’Twere pregntnt they should square between themselves ; 
For tliey have entertained cause enough 
To draw their swords ; but how the fear of us 
May cement their di\i8ions, and bind up 
The petty difference, we yet not know. 

Be ’t as our gods will have ’t ! It only stands 
Our lives upon to use our strongest hands. 

Come, Menas. 


lEaeunL 
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Scene II. Rome. A room in tlie house of Lepidus. 

Enter Ekobarbus and Lepidus. 

Lep. Good Enobarbus, ’tis a worthy deed, 

And bIioII become you well, t’ entreat your captain 
To soft and gcntlo spoecli. 

Eno. I shall entreat liim 

To answer like himself : if Caesar mo^ o him, 

Let Antony look over Cajsar’s head, 

And speak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 

Were I the wearer of Antonius’ beard, 

I would not shave ’t to-day. 

Lep. ’Tis not a time 

For private stomaching. 

Eno. Every time 

Serves for the matter that is then born in ’t. 

Lep. But small to greater matters must give way. 

Eno. Not if the small come first. 

Jjep. Your speech is passion : 

But, ])ray you, stir no embers up. Hero comes 
The noble Antony. 

Enter Antony awe? Ventidius. 

Eno. And yonder, Cfcsar. 

Enter Ca:saii, Mecjenas, ami Agrippa. 

Ant. If we compose well hero, to Farthid : 

Hark yc,^^^^ Ventidius. 

Cces. I do not know, 

Meemnas ; ask Agrippa. 

Lep. Noble friends, 

That which combin’d us was most great, and let not 
A leaner action rend us. What’s amiss, 

May it be gently heard : when we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murder in healing woimds : then, noble partners. 

The rather, for I earnestly beseech, — 

Touch you the sourest points with sweetest terms, 

Nor curstness grow to the matter. 
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AnU ’Tis spoken well. 

Were wo before our armies, and to figlit, 

I should do thu8/^3) 

Coes. Welcome to B,ome. 

AnU Thank you. 

CcBs. Sit. 

AnU Sit, sir. 

(7af5. Nay, then. 

AnU I learn, you take things ill which are not so, 

Or being, concern you not. 

Cois. I must be laugh’d at, 

If, or for nothing or a little, I 

Should say myself otfended, and with you 

Cliiofly i’ the world ; more laugh’d at, that I should 

Once name you derogalcly, when to sound your namo 

It not concern’d mo* 

AnLr My being in Egy])t, Caesar, 

What was ’t to you ? 

Cm. No more than my residing hero at Romo 
Might be to you in Egypt : yet, if you there 
Did practise on my state, your being in Egypt 
Might bo my question. 

AnU How intend you, practis’d? 

Ca?5. You may be ])leas’d to calcli at mine intent 
By what did hero bofal me. Your wife and brother 
Mado wars upon mo ; and their contestation 
Was theme for you, you were the word of war. 

AnU You do mistake your business ; my brother never 
Did urge me in his act : I did inquire it ; 

And have my learning from some true reports, 

That drew their swords with you.^^^^ Did he not rather 
Discredit my authority with yours ; 

And make the wars alike against my stomach. 

Having alike your cause ? Of this my letters 
Before did satisfy you. If you’ll patch a quarrel. 

As matter whole you’ve to make it with. 

It must not bo with this. 

Cm^ You praise yourself 

By laying defects of judgment to me ; but 
You patch’d up your excuses.^^^^ 
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Ant Not SO, not so ; 

I know you could not lack, Fm certain on’t, 

Very necessity of this thought, that I, 

Your partner in the cause ’gainst which ho fought, 

Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars 
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife, 

I would you had her spirit in such another : 

The third o’ the world is yours ; which with a snafQo 
You may pace easy, but not snch a wife. 

JEno. Would wo had all such wives, tliat tho men might 
go to wars with the women I 

Ant So much uncurbable, her garboils, Ca*sar, 

Made out of her impatience, — ^whicjli not wanted 
Shrewdness of policy too, — I grieving grant 
Did you too much disquiet : for that you must 
But say, I could not help it. 

CcB8, I wrote to you 

When rioting in Alexandria ; you 
Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts 
Did gibe my missive out of audience. 

Ant Sir, 

He fell upon mo ere admitted : then 
Tluoe kings I had newly feasted, and did want 
Of what 1 was i’ the morning : but next day 
I told him of myself ; which was as much 
As to have ask’d him pardon. Let this fellow 
Be nothing of our strife ; if we contend. 

Out of our question wipe him. 

Cm. You have broken 

Tho article of your oath ; which you shall never 
Have tongue to charge me with. 

Lep. Soft, CsBsarl 

Ant No, 

Lepidus, lot him speak : 

The honour is sacred which he talks on now, 

Supposing that I lack’d it. — But, on, Csesar ; 

The article of my oath. 

Cm. To lend me arms and aid when I requir’d them ; 
The which you both denied. 

Ant. Neglected, rather ; 
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And then when poisoned hours had hound me up 
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may, 

I’ll i^lay tlie penitent to you ; but mine honesty 
Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my power 
Work without it. Truth is, tliat Fulvia, 

To have mo out of Egyj^t, made wars here ; 

For which myself, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon as befits mine honom* 

To stoop in such a case. 

Lep, ’Tis noble spoken. 

Mec, If it might please you, to enforce no further 
Tlie griefs between ye : to forget them (pito 
Were to remember that the jjrcsent need 
Speaks to atone you. 

Juop. Worthily spokcn,^^7) Mecsenas. 

Eno* Or, if you boiTow one another’s love for the instant, 
you may, when you hear no more words of Fompey, return 
it again : you shall have time to wrangle in when you have 
nothing else to do. 

AnU Tliou art a soldier only : speak no more. 

JE'no. Tliat truth should be silent 1 had almost fiirgot. 

Ant, You wrong this presence ; therefore speak no more. 

Eno, Go to, then ; your considerate stone. 

Cccs, I do not much dislike the matter, but 
The manner of liis speech ; for’t cannot lie 
We shall remain in friendship, our conditions 
So differing in their acts. Yet, if I knew 
What hoop should hfdd us stanch, from edge to edge 
O’ the world I would pursue it. 

Agr, Give me leave, Caesar, — 

Cers. Speak, Agrippa. 

Agr, Thou hast a sister by the mother’s side. 

Admir’d Octavia : great Mark Antony 
Is now a widower. 

CcB8, Say not so, Agrippa : 

If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof 
Were well deserv’d of rashness.^^^*^^ 

AnU I am not married, Caesar : let me hear 
Agrippa further speak. 

Agr, To hold you in perpetual ami^. 
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To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an unslipping knot, take Antony 
Octavia to his wife ; whose beauty claims 
No worse a husband tliaii tlie best of men ; 

Whose virtue and whose general graces speak 
Tliat which none else can utter. By tliis marriage. 

All little jealousies, which iioav seem great, 

And all great fears, which now im^jort their dangers, 

AVould tlien be notliing : truUis would bo but tales,^^^^ 

Where now half tales be truths ; her love to both 
Would each to other, and all loves to both, 

Draw after her. Pardon what J have spoke ; 

For ’tis a studied, not a present thouglit, 

By duty ruminated. 

A.nU Will Ca'sar speak? 

Cces, Not till ho hears how Antony is touch’d 
With what is spoke already. 

AnU Wliat power is in Agripi)a, 

If I would say, Agrippa, bo it so,” 

To make this good ? 

Cans. The ])owcr of Caesar, and 

His power unto Octavia. 

Ant. May 1 never 

To this good purpose, that so fairly shows, 

Dream of impediment ! — Let mo have thy hand : 

Further this act of grace ; and from this hour 
The heart of broUiers govern in our loves 
And sway our groat designs I 

Cws. There is my liand. 

A sister I bequeath you, whom no brotlicr 
Did ever love so dearly : let her live 
To join our kingdoms and our hearts ; and never 
Fly off our loves again ! 

Lep. Happily, amen I 

Ant. I did not tliink to draw my sword ’gainst Pompey; 
For he hath laid strange courtesies and great 
Of late upon me : I must tliank him only, 

Lest my remembrance suffer ill report ; 

At heel of that, defy him. 

Lep. Time calls upon ’s : 
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Of Ufl must Pompey presently be sought, 

Or else he seeks out us. 

Ant Wliere lies he ? 

Ccps. About the Mount Misenum.^^i^ 

A?it What ’s his strength 

By land ? 

Ccps. Great and increasing : but by sea 
Ho is an absolute master. 

Ant So is the fame. 

Would we had spoke together ! Haste we for it : 

Yet, ore wo put ourselves in iirms, dispatch we 
Hie business we have talk’d of. 

Cces. With most gladness ; 

And do invite you to my sister’s view, 

Whither straight I’ll load you. 

Atit Let us, Lepidus, 

Not lack your company. 

Lep. Noble Antony, 

Not sickness should detain me. 

[Flourish, Fxeiuit CtBsar^ Antony y and Lepidus, 

Mec, Welcome from Egypt, sir. 

JSVio. Half the heart of Ciusar, worthy Meco^nas I — My 
honourable friend, Agripj^a ! — 

Ayr, Good Enobarbus ! 

Mec, Wo have cause to be glad that matters are so well 
digested. ^**2) You stayed well by ’t in Egypt 

JEno, Ay, sir ; wo did sleep day out of countenance, and 
made the night light witli drinking. 

Mec, Eight wild-boars roasted whole at a breakfast, and 
but twelve persons there ; is this true ? 

Eno, Tliis was but as a fly by an eagle : wo had much 
more monstrous matter of feast, which worthily deserved 
noting. 

Mec, She’s a most triumphant lady, if report be square 
to her. 

Eno, When she first met Mai*k Antony, she pursed up his 
heart, upon the river of Cydniis. 

Ajjrr. There she appeared indeed; or my reporter devised 
weU for her. 

Eno, I will teU you. 
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The barge she sat in, like a burnish’d throne, 

Bum’d on the water : the poop was beaten gold ; 

Purple the sails, and so pcrfumdd that 

The winds were love-sick with them ; tli’ oars were silvor,^53) 
Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made 
The water which tliey beat to follow faster. 

As amorous of tlieir strokes. For her own person, 

It beggar’d all description : she did lie 
In her pavilion — cloth-of-gold of tissue — 

O’er-picturing that Venus where wo see 
The fancy outwork nature : on c'ach side her 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 

With divers-colour’ d fans, whose wind did seem 
To glow^^^^ the delicate cheeks which they did cool. 

And what they undid did. 

O, rare for Antony I 

jEJno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 

So many mermaids, tended her i’ th’ eyes, 

And made their bends adornings at the helm 
A seeming mermaid steers : the silken tackle 
Swell with the touches of those flower-sofb hands, 

That yarcly frame the office. From tlio barge 
A strange invisible perfume hits the sense 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her people out upon her ; and Antony y. 

Enthron’d i’ the market-place, did sit alone. 

Whistling to th’ air ; which, but for vacancy. 

Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too. 

And made a gap in nature. 

Agr. Bare Egyptian ! 

Eno, Upon her landing, Antony sent to her, 

Invited her to supper : she replied. 

It should be better he became her guest ; 

Which she entreated : our courteous Antony, 

Whom ne’er the word of No” woman heard speak. 

Being barber’d ten times o’er, goes to the feast. 

And for his ordinary pays his heart 
For what his eyes eat only. 

Agr. Eoyal wench 1 

She xnade great Caesar lay his sword to bed : 
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He plough’d her, and she cropp’d. 

Eno. I saw her once 

Hop foriy paces dirough the public street ; 

And liaving lost her breath, she spoke, and panted. 

That she did make defect perfection. 

And, breathless, power brcatlie fbrtli. 

3fec. Now Antony must leave her utterly. 

Eno, Never ; he will not 
‘Age cannot wither lier, nor custom stale 
Her iixfinito variety : other women cloy 
Tlie appetites tlicy feed ; but she makes hungry 
Where most she satisfies : for vilest tilings 
Become themselves in her ; that tlie holy priests 
Bless her when she is rigglsh . 

3Icc. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle 
Tlie heart of Antoijy, Octavia is 
A blessed lottery to liim. 

A^r. Let us go. — 

Good Enobarbus, make yourself* my guest 
Whilst you abide here.’ 

Eiw. Humbly, sir, I thank you. [^Exeunt. 


Scene III. The same. A room hi CiESAR’s house. 

Enter Antony, C-i:sak, OcTA^ ia heUrecn them ; and Attendants. 

Ant. Tlie world and my groat office will sometimes 
Divide mo from your bosom. 

Ocia. All which time 

Before the gods my knee shall bow my jirayers 
To them for you. 

Ant. Good night, sir. — My Octavia, 

Bead not my blemishes in the world’s report : 

1 have not kept my square ; but that to come 
Shall all be done by die rule. ^ Good night, dear lady. 

Octa. Good night, sir.^®®^ 

Cces". Good night. 


\Exeunt Coesar and Octavuu 
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Enter Soothsayer. 

AnU Now, sirrali, — ^you do wish yourself in Egypt ? 
Sooth, Would I had never come from tlienee, nor you 
thither 

AnU If you can, your reason ? 

Sooth, I see it in my motion, <60) liavo it not in my tongue : 
but yet liie you to Egypt again. 

Ant, Say to mo 

Whose fortunes shall rise higher, Ca'sar’s or mine ? 

Sooth, Caesar’s. 

Therefore, O Antony, stay not by his side : 

Thy demon, tliat’s^^*^^ tliy spirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, courageous, higli, unmatchabic, 

Where Caesar’s is not ; but, near him, thy angel 
Becomes a fear,^^^^^ as being o’erpower’d : thcrelbro 
Make space enough between you. 

Ant, Speak tliis no more. 

Sooth, To none but thee ; no more, but when to thee. 

If thou dost play with hjm at any game, 

Thou’rt sure to lose ; and, of that natural luck, 

He beats thee ’gainst the odds : thy lustre thickens, 

Wlien ho shines by : I say again, thy spirit 
Is all afraid to govern tlieo near him ; 

But he away, ’tis noble. 

Ant, Get thee gone : 

Say to Ventidius I would speak with liim : — 

{Exit Soothsayer, 

Ho shall to'Fkrdiia. — Bo it art or hap, 

J4o hath E^iSiken true : the very dice obey him ; 

And, in ou# sports, my bettor cunning faints 
Under his chance : if wo draw lots, ho speeds ; 

His cocks do win tlie battle still of mine. 

When it is all to naught ; and his quails ever 
Beat mine, inhoop’d, at odds. I will to Egypt : 

And though I make this marriage for my peace, 

I’ th’ east my pleasure lies. 

Enter Ventidius. 

O, come, Ventidius, 
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You must to Parthia : your commission’s ready ; 

Foflow me, and receive ’t. \ExeunU 


Scene IV. The same. A street. 

Enter Lbpidus, Mecjenas, and Aguippa. 

Eep, Trouble yourselves no further : pray you, hasten 
Your generals after. 

Agr. Sir, Mark Antony 

Will e’en but kiss Octavia, an4 we’ll follow. 

Lep, Till I shall see you in your soldier’s dross, 

Which will become you botli, farewell. 

Mec, We shall. 

As I conceive the journey, be at the^^^^ Mount 
Before you, Lepidus. 

Lep, Your way is shorter ; 

My purposes do draw me much about : 

You’ll win two days upon me. 

Mec. Agr, Sir, good success I 

Lep, Farewell. \^Exeunt, 


Scene V. Alexandria, A room in Cleopatra’s palace. 

Enter Cleopatha, Chaiimiax, Iras, and Alexas. 

Cleo, Give me some music, — music, moody food 
Of us that trade in love. 

Attend, The music, ho 1 

Enter Mardian. 

CUo, Let it alone ; let’s to billiards : come, Charmian. 
Char, My arm is sore ; best play with Mardian. 

Cleo, As well a woman wi& an eunuch play’d 
As with a woman. — Come, you’ll play with me, sir ? 

Mar,^ AlS well as I can, madam. 

CUo, And when good will is show’d, though ’t come too 
short, 



ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


526 


The actor may plead pardon. PU none now 
Give me mine angle, — ^we’ll to the river : there, 

My music playing far off, I will betray 
Tawny-finn’d<®5^ fishes ; my bended hool^ shall pierce 
Their slimy jaws ; and, as I draw them up, 

I’ll think them every one an Antony, 

And say, Ah, ha I you’re caught.” 

C7iar. ’Twas merry when 

You wager’d on your angling ; when your diver 
Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, which ho 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo. Tliat time, — O times ! — 

I laugh’d him out of patience ; *and tliat night 
I laugh’d him into patience : and next mom, 

Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ; 

Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst ^ 

I wore his sword Pliilippan. 

Enter a Messenger. 

O, from Italy I — 

Ram^<5C) thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears. 

That long time have been barren. 

Mess. Madam, madam, — 

Cleo. Antony’s dead I — if thou say so, villain, 

Thou kill’st thy mistress : but well and free, 

If thou so yield him, there is gold, and here 
My bluest veins to kiss, — a hand tliat kings 
Have lipp’d, and trembled kissing. 

Mp88. First, madam, ho is well. 

Cleo. Why, there’s more gold. 

But, sirrah, mark, we use 
To say the dead are well : bring it to that, 

The gold I give thee will I melt and pour 
Down thy ill-uttering tliroat. 

Mesa. Good madam, hear mo. 

Cleo. Well, go to, I will ; 

But there’s no goodness in thy face : if Antony 
Bo free and healtlifiil, why so tart a favour^^®^ 

To trumpet such good tidings ? If not well, 

Tliou shouldst come like a Fury crown’d with snakes. 
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^ot like a formal man. 

Mess. Will’t please you hear me ? 

Cleo, I have a mind to strike thee ere thou speak’st ; 

Yet, if thou say Antony lives, is^®®^ well. 

Or friends with Caesar, or not captive to him, 

I’ll set thee in a shower of gold, and hail 
Bich pearls upon thee. 

Mess, Madam, he’s well. 

Cleo, Well said. 

Mess, And friends with Caesar. 

Cleo, Tliou’rt an honest man. 

Mess, Ca?sar and he are greater friends than over. 

Cleo, Make thee a fortune^ from me. 

Mess, But yet, madam, — 

Cleo, I do not like But yet,” it does allay 
Tlio good jjrcggdggfig ; fie upon But yet” ! 

But yet” is as a^gaoler to bring forth 
Some monstrous malefactor. Prithee, friend. 

Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear. 

The good and bad togetlier : he's friends ’Vfiih Csrsar ; 

In steto of health thou say’&t ; and thou say’ht free. 

Mess, Free, madam ! no ; I made no such report : 

He’s bound unto Octavia. 

Cleo, For what good turn ? 

Mess, For tlie best turn i’ the bed. 

Cleo, I am pale, Charmian. 

Mess, Madam, he’s married to Octavia. 

Cleo, The most infectious pestilence upon thee I 

{^Strikes him dovm. 

Mess, Good madam, patience. 

Cleo, What say you ? — Hence, 

[^Strikes him ctgain. 

Horrible villain ! or I’ll spmm thine eyes 
Like balls before me ; I’ll unhair thy head : 

[/S/u? hales him up and down. 
Thou slialt be whipp’d with wire, and stew’d in brine. 
Smarting in lingering pickle. 

Mess, Gracious madam, 

I that do* bring the nows made not tlie match. 

Cleo, Say ’tis not so, a province I will give thee, 
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And make thy fortnnes proud : the blow thou hadst 
Shall make thy peace for moving me to rage ; 

And 1 will boot thco with what gift beside 
Thy modesty can beg. 

Mess. He’s married, madam. 

Cleo. Hogue, thou hast liv’d too long. [^Dratas a Jcnife. 
Mess. I’ll run. — 

What mean you, madam ? I have made no fault. [JEnY. 

Char. Good madam, keep yourself within yourself : 

Tlie man is innocent. 

Cleo. Some innocents scape not tlio tliundorbolt. — 

Melt Egjrpt into Nile ! and kindly creatures 
Turn all to serpents ! — Call tlio Wvo again : — 

Tliough I am mad, I will not bite him : — call. 

CJiar. He is afeard to come. 

Cleo. I will not hurt liim. 

Ckarmian. 

These hands do lack nobility, that they strike 
A meaner than myself ; since I myself 
Have given myself the cause. 

Ee-enler Chabmian and Messenger. 

Come hither, sir. 

Though it bo honest, it is never good 
To bring bad news : give to a gracious message 
An host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell 
Themselves when tlioy be felt 

Mess. I’ve done my duty. 

Cleo. Is he married ? 

I cannot hate thee worser tlian I do, 

If thou again say “ Yes.” 

Mess. He’s married, madam. 

Cleo. Tlie gods confound thee I dost tliou hold there stiU ? 
Mess. Should I lie, madam ? 

Cleo. O, I would tliou didst, 

So half my Eg 3 rpt wore submerg’d, and made 
A cistern for scal’d snakes 1 Go, get tlieo hence : 

Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to mo 

Thou wouldst appear most ugly. Ho is married ? 

Mess.*\ crave your highness’ pardon. 
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Cleo. He is married ? 

Mesa, Take no offence that I would not offend you : 

To punish mo for what you make me do 
Seems much unequal : he’s married to Octavia. 

Cleo, Of that his fault should make a knave of thee, 

That art not what thou’rt sure of — Get thee hence : 

Tho merchandise which thou hast brought from Borne 
Are all too dear for me : lie tliey upon tliy hand, 

And bo undone by ’em ! Meaaeng&r, 

ClwLT, Good your highness, patience. 

Cleo. In praising Antony,^72) j have disprais’d Cassar. 
Char. Many times, madam. 

Cleo. I am paid for’t now. 

Lead mo from hence ; 

I faint : — O Iras, Charmiaii ! — ’tis no matter. — 

Go to tho fehow, good Alexas ; bid him 
Keport the feature of Octavia, her years. 

Her inclination, let him not leave out 

Tho colour of her hair : — ^bring me word quickly. 

\JExit Alexas. 

Let him for over go : — ^let him not — Charmifui, 

Tliough he bo painted one way like a Gorgon, 

Tho other way “s a Mars. ^73) — ^ 7 ^ Maf^iaii] Bid you Alexas 
Bring mo word how tall she is. — Pity me, Charmian, 

But do not S 2 )cak to me. — Load me to my chamber. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene VL Near AJlseimm. 

Flcnirish. Enter Pomi'ey and Men As from one side, with drum and 
trumpet : from the other, Cjssah, Antony, Lepidus, Enobaiibub, 
Mecjenab, with Soldiers marching, 

Pom. Your hostages I have, so liave you mine ; 

And we shall talk before wo tight. 

Ccea. Most meet 

Tliat first we come to words ; and therefore have we 
Our written purposes before us sent ; 

Wliicli, if thou hast consider’d, let us know 
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If ’twill tie up thy discontented sword, 

And carry back to Sicily much tall youth 
That else must perish hero. 

-Pom. To you all three, 

Tho senators alone of this groat world. 

Chief factors for the gods, — I do not Imow 
Wherefore my father should revengers want, 

Having a son and friends ; since Julius Csesar, 

Who at Philippi tho good Brutus gliostinl. 

There saw you labouring for liim. Wliat was’t 
That mov’d pole Cassius to conspire ; and what 
Made the^^^^ all-honour’d, honest Roman, Brutus, 

With the arm’d rest, courtiers of beauteous freedom, 

To drench tho Capitol, but that they would 
Have one man but a man ? And that is it 
Hath made me rig my navy, at whose burden 
Tho anger’d ocean foams ; with which I meant 
To scourge th’ ingratitude that despiteful Romo 
Cast on my noble father. 

Ccus, Take your time. 

A7if, Thou canst not fear us, Pompey, witli thy sails ; 
We’ll speak with tlieo at sea : at land, thou know’st 
How much wo do o’cr-»oount thee. 

Pom. At land, indeed, 

Thou dost o’er-count me of my father’s house : 

But, since the cuckoo builds not for himself. 

Remain in’t as thou mayst. 

Pep. Be pleas’d to tell us — 

For this is from the present — ^liow you take 
Tho oflFer^^^*^ wo have sent you. 

Cois. There’s the point. 

Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh 
What it is worth embrac’d. 

CcB8. And what may follow, 

To try a larger fortune. 

Pom. You’ve made me offer 

Of Sicily, Sardinia ; and I must 
Rid all the sea of pirates ; then, to send 
Measures of wheat to Romo ; this greed upon. 

To part with unhack’d edges, and bear back 

VOL. vn. MM 
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Our targes^76) undinted. 

Cces. Anf. Lep. That’s our offer. 

Pom. Know, then, 

I came before you here a man prepar’d 
To take this offer : but Mark Antony 
Put me to some impatience : — though I lose 
Tlic praise of it by teUing, you must know. 

When CsBsar and your brother were at blows. 

Your mother came to Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome friendly. 

AnU I have heard it, Pompey ; 

And am well studied for a liberal thanks 
Which I do owe you. 

Pom. Let me have your hand : 

I did not think, sir, to have met you here. 

Ard. The beds i’ th’ east are soft ; and thanks to you. 
That call’d mo, timelier than my purpose, hither ; 

For I have gain’d by ’t. 

Cois. Since I saw you last, 

Tliere is a change upon you. 

Pom. Well, I know not 

What counts harsh fortune casts upon my face ; 

But in my bosom shall she never come, 

To make iny heart her vassal. 

Lep, Well met here. 

P<ynfi, I hope so, Lepidus. — Thus wo are agreed : 

I crave our composition may bo written, 

And seal’d between us. 

Cw8. That’s tlie next to do. 

Ponu Wo’U feast each other ore we part ; and lot ’s 
Draw lots who shall begin. 

AiiU That will I, Pompey. 

Pom. Ko, Antony, take the lot : but, first 
Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery 
Shall have the fame. I’ve heard that Julius Csesar 
Grew fat with feasting there. 

Ant. You have heard much. 

Pom. I have fair meanings, ^^6) ajj-. 

Ant. And tSair words to them. 

Pom. Then so much have I heard : 
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I have heard, ApoUodorus carried — 

Erw, No more of^^T) that : — ^he did so- 

Eom. What, I pray you ? 

Eiw. A certain queen to CsBsar in a mattress. 

Pom. I know thee now : how far’st thou, soldier ? 

Eno. WeU ; 

And well am like to do ; for I perceive 
Four feasts are toward. 

Pom. Let me shake fliy hand ; 

I never hated thee : I’ve seen thei' fi^ht. 

When I have envied thy behaviour. 

Etio. Sir, 

I never lov’d you much ; but I ha’ j>rais’d ye, 

When you have well deserv’d ten times as much 
As I have said you did. 

Pom. Enjoy thy plainness. 

It nothing ill becomes thee. — 

Aboard my galley I invito you all : 

Will you load, lords ? 

Coes. Ant. Lep. Show us the way, sir. 

P<ym. Como. 

\Exeunt all except Me^ia^ and Enoharhus. 

Men. Thy fatlier, Pomj>ey, would ne’er liavo made 

this treaty. — You and I have known, sir. 

Eno. At sea, I think. 

Men. We have, sir. 

Eno. You have done well by water. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno. I will praise any man that will praise me ; though it 
cannot bo denied what I have done by laud. 

Men. Nor what I have done by water. 

Eno. Yes, somctliing you can deny for your own safety r 
you have been a great thief by sea. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno. There I deny my land service. But give mo ;y our 
hand, Menas : if our eyes had authority, hero they might take 
two thieves kissing. 

Meii. All men’s faces are true, whatsoe’er their liands are. 

Em. But there is never a fair woman has a true face. 

Men. No slander ; they steal hearts. 
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Eno. Wc camo hither to fight with you. 

Men, For my part, I am sorry it is turned to a drinking. 
Pompey dotli this day laugh away his fortune. 

Eno, If he do, suro, he cannot weep ’t back again. 

Men, You’ve said, sir. Wo looked not for Mark Antony 
here : pray you, is ho married to Cleopatra ? 

Eno, Caesar’s sister is called Octavia. 

Men, True, sir ; she was the wife of Caius Marccllus. 

Eno, But she is now the wife of Marcus Antonius. 

Men, Pray ye, sir ? 

Eno, ’Tis true. 

Men, Then is Caesar and he for ever knit together. 

Eno, If I were bound to divine of this unity, I would not 
prophesy so. 

Men, I tliink the policy of that purpose made more in the 
marriage than the love of the parties. 

Eno, I think so too. But you shall find, the baud that 
seems to tie their friendship together will bo the very {rtranglcr 
of their amity : Octavia is of a holy, cold, and still conver- 
sation. 

Meiu Who would not have Ids wife so ? 

Eno, Not ho that himself is not so ; which is Mark An- 
tony. Ho will to his Egyj^tian dish again : then shall the 
sighs of Octavia blow the tiro up in Ca?sar ; and, as 1 said 
before, that which is the strength of their amity shall prove 
the immediate autlior of their variance. Antony will use his 
affection where it is : ho married but his occasion hero. 

Men, And thus it may be. Come, sir, will you aboard ? 
I have a health for you. 

Eno, I shall take it, sir: wo have used our tlu’oats in 
Egypt 

Men, Come, lot’s away. [Exeunt. 


Scene VII. On hoard Pompey’s galley^ ^y^ng mar Misetium, 
Music, Enter two or three Servants, with a banquet. 

First Serv, Here they’ll bo, man. Some o’ their plants 
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are ill-rooted already ; the least wind i’ the world will blow 
them down. 

Sec. Serv. Lepidus is high-coloured. 

First Serv. They have made him drink alms-drink. 

Sec. Serv. As they pinch one another by tlie disposition, 
lio cries out “No more;” reconciles them to his entreaty, 
and himself to the drink. 

First Serv. But it raises the greater war between him and 
his discretion. 

Sec. Serv. Wliy, tliis it is to have a name in great men’s 
fellow'sliip : I had as lief have a reed that will do me no ser- 
vice as a partisan I could not heave. 

First Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, and not to be 
seen to move in ’t, are the holes where eyes should be, which 
pitifully disaster the cheeks. 

Sennet sounded. Enter CiESAu, Antony, Lepidus, Pompey, Agrippa, 
MaciifiNAS, Bnobarbus, Menas, with other Cajdains. 

Ant. [to Caesar'] Thus do they, sir : tliey take the flow o’ 
the Nile 

By certain scales i’ the pyramid ; tlioy know. 

By th’ height, the lowness, or the mean, if dearth 
Or foison follow : the higher Nilus swells, 

The more it promises : as it ebbs, the seedsman 
Upon the slime and ooze scatters liis grain, 

And shortly comes to harvest. 

Lep. You’ve strango serpents there. 

Ant. Ay, Lepidus. 

L(p. Your serpent of Egypt is bred now of your mud by 
the operation of your sun : so is your crocodile. 

Ant. Tliey aro so. 

Fom. Sit, — ^and some wine ! — A health to Lepidus I 

Eep. I am not so well as I should bo, but I’ll ne’er out. 

Eno. Not till you have slept; I fear mo you’ll be in till 
then. 

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard the Ptolemies’ pyra- 
mises are very goodly things ; without contradiction, I have 
heard that. 

Men. [aside to Pom.] Pompey, a word. 

Pom. [aside to Men^ Say in mine ear : what is’t? 
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Men. \a8ide to Pom.] Forsake thy seat, I do beseech thee, 
captain, 

And hear me speak a word. 

Pom. [aside to Men.'} Forbear me till aRQn. — 

This wine for Lepidus I 

Lep. What manner o’ thing is yonr crocodile ? 

Ant. It is shaped, sir, like it-*clf ; and it is as broad as it 
hath breadth ; it is just so high as it is, and moves with its 
own organs : it lives by tliat which nourl&heth it ; and tlie 
elements once out of it, it transmigrates. 

Lep. What colour is it of? 

Ant. Of its own colour too. 

Lep. ’Tis a strange serpent. 

Ant. ’Tis so. And the tears of it arc wet. 

Cces. Will this descn’ption satisfy him ? 

Ant. Witli tlio health that Poinpey gives him, else he is 
a very epicure. 

Pi/ni. [aside to JSfen.} Go hang, sir, hang! Toll me of 
that ? away ! 

Do as I bid you. — ^Wher(‘’s this cup I call’d for ? 

Men. [aside to Pom.} If for the sake of merit thou wilt 
hear me, 

Hise from thy stool. 

Pom. [aside to Men.} I tlmik tliou’rt mad. The matter? 

[Risesj and walks aside. 

Men. I’ve ever hold my cap off to thy fortunes. 

Pom. Thou hast serv’d mo with much faith. What’s else 
to say ? — 

Be jolly, lords. 

Aiit. Those quicksands, Lepidus, 

Keep off them, or you sink. ^'^8) 

Men. Wilt thou bo lord of all the world ? 

Pom. What say’st thou ? 

Men. Wilt thou bo lord of tlio whole world? That’s twice. 
Pom. How should that bo ? 

Men. But entertain it, 

And though thon think me poor, I am the man 
Will give thee all the world. 

Pom. Hast thou drunk well ? 

Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from the cup. 
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Thou art, if thou dar^st be, the earthly Jove : 

Whatever the ocean pales, or sky inclips. 

Is thine, if thou wilt ha’t. 

■Pom. ^ Show me which way. 

Mm. These throe world-sharers, tlicse competitors, 

Are in tliy vessel : let me cut the cable ; 

And, when wo are jmt off, fall to tlicir throats : 

All then is thine. ^79) 

Pom. Ah, this thou sliouldst havo done. 

And not havo spoke on’t ! lii me ’tis villany ; 

In thee ’t had been good seiwice. Tliou must know, 

’Tis not my profit that docs load mine honour ; 

Mine honour, it. Ih»])ont that o’er thj' tongue 
Hath so betray’d tluiie act : being done unknown, 

I should have found it afterwards well done ; 

But must condemn it now. Besibt, and drink. 

Mm. [a8ide\ For this. 

I'll never follow tliy pall’d fortunes more. — 

Who seeks, and will not take when once ’tis offer’d. 

Shall never find it more. 

Pom. This health to Lepidus 1 

Ant. Bear him ashore. — I’ll pledge it for him, Pom 2 )cy. 

Eno. Here’s to thee, Menas I 

Men. Enobarbus, welcome I 

Pom. Fill till the cup be hid. 

Eno. There’s a strong fellow, Menas. 

[^Pointing to the Attmdant who carried off Lepidus. 
Mm. Why? 

Eno. ’A bears the tliird part of the world, man; see’st 
not? 

Mm. Hie tliird part, then, is drunk would it were all. 
That it might go on wheels I 

Eno. Drink thou ; increase the reels. 

Men. Come. 

Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian feast. 

Ant. It ripens towards it. — Strike the vessels, ho I — 

Here is to Csssar ! 

CcBS. I could well forbear ’t. 

It’s monstrous labour, when I wash my brain, 

And it grows fouler. 
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Ant Be a cliild o* tlie tiino. 

Cces, Possess it, I’ll make answer : 

But I had rather fast from all four days 
Than drink so much in one. 

JSao. [to Antony] Ha, my brave emperor ! 

Shall wo dance now th’ Egyptian Bacchanals, 

And celebrate our drink ? 

Pom. Let’s ha’t, good soldier. 

Ant Como, lot’s all take hands. 

Till tliat tlio conquering wine hatli stoop’d our sense 
In soft and delicate Lethe. 

Eno. All take hands. — 

Make battery to our ears with the loud music : — 

The while I’ll place you : tlieh the boy shall sing ; 

The holding every man shall bear^®^) loud 
As his strong stdes can volley. 

[^luaic plays. Enoharhus places them hand in hand. 

Song. 

Come, thou monarch of the vine, 

Plumpy Bacchus with pink cyne ! 

In thy fats our cares be drown’d, 

With thy grapes our hairs be crown’d : 

Cup us till the world go round. 

Cup us till the world go round ! 

Cces. What would you more? — Pompoy, good night. — 
Good brother. 

Let me request you off : our graver business 
Frowns at this levity. — Gentle lords, let’s part ; 

You see we ’ve burnt our checks : strong Enobarb 
Is weaker than the wine ; and mine own tongue 
Splits what it speaks : the wild disguise hath almost 
Antick’d us all. What needs more words ? Good night. — 
&ood Antony, your hand. 

Pom. ril try you on the shore.^®®^ 

Ant And shall, sir: give’s your hand. 

Pom. O Antony, 

You have my father’s house, — But, what? we’re friends. 
Come, down into the boat. 
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Tako heed you fall not 
[_Exeunt all except Enoharhm and MenfiLS. 
Menas, I’ll not on shore. 

No, to my cabin. — 

Tlieso drums ! — ^these trumpets, flutes I what ! — 

Let Neptune hear wo bid a loud farewtdl 

To these groat follows : sound and bo hang’d, sound out I 

[-.1 flourish j %oiik drums, 
Eno, Hoo I says ’a. — There’s my cap. 

Men, Hoo ! — INoblc captain, como. \ExeunU 


ACT III. 

Scene I. A plain in Syma, 

Enter YKTSTimv% in triumph, with Siliuh and other Homans, Officers, 
and Soldiers ; the dead hody of Pa conus home before him, 

Ven. Now, darting Partliia, art thou struck ; and now 
Pleas’d fortune does of Marcus Crassus’ dentil 
Make mo revenger. — Bear tlie king’s son’s body 
Before our army. — Thy Paeorus, Orodes, 

Pays this for Marcus Crassus. 

Sil, Noble VentidiuR, 

Wliilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is warm, 

The fugitive Parthiaiis follow ; spur through Media, 
Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither 
The routed fly : so thy grand captain Antony 
Shall sot thee on triumphant chariots, and 
Put garlands on thy head. 

Ven, O Silius, Silius, 

I’ve done enough : a lower place, note well. 

May make too great an act ; for learn this, Silius, — 

Better to leave undone, than by our deed 

Acquire too high a fame when liim we servo’s away.^®®^ 

CsBsar and Antony have ever won 

More in their officer than person : Sossius, 
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One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant, 

For quick accumulation of renown. 

Which he achiev’d by the minute, lost his favour. 

Wlio does i’ the wars more than his captain can 
Becomes his captain’s captain : and ambition. 

The ^Idier’s virtue, rather makes choice of loss 
Than gain which darkens him. 

I could do more to do j^itoiiius good, 

But ’twould offend him ; and in his offence 
Should my i)erformance peri&h. 

SiL Tliou hast, Ventidius, that 

Without tlie which a soldier, and his sword, 

Grants scarce distiiiotion.^®^) Tliou wilt write to Antony ? 

Ven, I’ll humbly signify what in his name, 

That magical word of war, we have effected ; 

How, with his banners and his well-paid ranks, 

The ne’er-yct-beaten horse of Partliia 
We have jaded out o’ the field. 

SiL Where i# ho now ? 

Ven. Ho purposotli to Athens : whither, with what haste 
The weight wo must convey 'with ’s will jiermit, 

We shall appear before him. — On, there ; i)ass along I 

[Exeunt. 


Scene II. Home. An ante^chamher in C-ffiSAR’s house. 

Enter Agrippa and Enoharbus, meeting. 

Agr. What, are the brothers parted ? 

Eno. Tliey have dispatch’d with Pompoy, he is gone ; 
The oilier three are sealing. Octavia weeps 
To part from Romo ; Ca?sar is sad ; and Lejiidus, 

Since Pompey’s feast, as Menas says, is troubled 
With the green sickness. 

Agr. ’Tis a noble Lepidus. 

Eno. A very fine one : O, how he loves Caisar I 
Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark Antony I 
Eho. Csesar ? Why, he’s the Jupiter of men. 

Agr. What’s Antony ? The god of Jupiter. 

Jpno. Spake you of CsBsar ? How I the nonpareil I 
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Agr. Of Antony O thou Arabian l^d I 

Erw. Would you praise Oaesar^ say “ Caesar,*^ — go no 
further. 

Agr, Indeed, he plied them both witli excellent praises. 
Eno, But he loves Caesar best ; — yet ho loves Antony : 
Hoo ! hearts, tongues, figures,^^9> scribes, bards, jx>ots, cannot 
Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, — hoo ! — 

His love to Antony. But as for Caosar^ 

Kneeh^^^ down, kneel down, and 'vvondor. 

Agr. Both ho loves. 

Eno. They are his shards, and ho their beetle. [ Trumpets 
within,~\ So, — 

This is to horse. — Adieu, noble Agrij>pa. 

Agr. Good fortune, wortliy soldier ; and farewell. 

Eater C^sau, Antokv, Lkpidus, and Octavia. 

Ant, No further, sir. 

Cess, You take from me a great part of myself; 

Use me well in’t. — Sister, prove such a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my fiu*thcst band 
Shall pass on thy a])proof. — Most noble Antony, 

Let not the piece of virtue, which is set 
Betwixt us as the cement of our love 
To kce]) it builded, bo the ram to batter 
Tlio fortress of it ; for far better^^^^ might we 
Have lov’d without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherish’d. 

Ant, Make me not offended 

In your distrust. 

Cess, I have said. 

Ant, You shall not find. 

Though you be therein curious, tlio least cause 
For what you seem to fear ; so, the gods keej) you. 

And make the hearts of Romans serve your ends 1 
We will here part. 

Cws, Farewell, my dearest sister, faro thee well : 

The elements bo kind to thee, and make 
Thy spimts all of comfort I faro thee well. 

Octa, My noble brother I — 

Ant, The April’s in her eyes ; it is love’s spring. 
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And theso tho showers to bring it on. — Be cheerful. 

Oda, Sir, look well to my husband's house ; and — 

Cces. What, 

Octavia ? 

Oda. I’ll tell you in your ear. 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tongue, — ^tlic swan’s down-feather, 
That^®2) stands upon the swell at full of tido,^^^3) 

And neither way inolities. 

Eno. [aside to.Agr,'\ Will Caesar weep? 

Agr. [aside to Eno.'] He has a cloud in’s face. 

Eno. [aside to Agr '\ He were the worse for that were he 
, a horse ; 

So is he being a man. 

^ Agr. [aside to Eno."] Why, Enobarbus, 

When Antony found Julius Ca3sar dead. 

He cried almost to roaring ; and he wept 
When at Philippi he found Brutus slain. 

Eno. [aside to Agr."] Tlmt year, iriffecd, he was troubled 
witli a rheum ; 

What willingly he did confound he wail’d. 

Believe ’t, till I wept too.^^*^^^ 

Cevs. No, sweet Octavia, 

You shall hear from me still ; the time shall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 

Ant. Come, sir, come ; 

I’ll wu’cstle with you in my strength of love : 

I Look, here I have you ; thus I let you go, 
i And give you to tho gods. 

Cces. Adieu ; be happy I 

Lep. Let all the number of tlic stars give light 
To thy fair way I 

Cces. Farewell, farewell I [Kisses Octavia. 

Ant. Farewell I 

[Trumpets sound vntliin. Exeunt. 
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Scene III. Alexandria, A room in Cleopatra’s palace. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Irar, and Alexab. 

Cleo, Where is the fellow ? 

Alfa:, Half afeard to come. 

Cleo, Q-o to, go to. 

Enter the Messenger. 

Como hitlier, sir, 

Alex, Glood majesty, 

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you 
But when you are well pleas’d. 

Cleo, That Herod’s head 

I’ll have : but how, when Antony is goiio 
Through whom I might eonimaiid it? — Como thou near. 

Mess, Most gracious majesty, — 

Cleo, Didst thou behold 

Octavia ? 

Mess, Ay, dread queen. 

Cleo, Where ? 

Mess, Madam, in Rome ; 

I look’d her in the face, and saw her led 
Between her brother and Mm’k Antony. 

Cleo, Is she as tall as mo ? 

Mess. She is not, madam. 

Cleo. Didst hoar her speak ? is she shrill-tongu’d or low ? 
Afess. Madam, I heard her speak; she is low-voic’d. 

Cleo. That’s not so good : — ^lie cannot like her long. 

Char. Like her ! O Isis ! ’tis impossible. 

Cleo. I think so, Charmian : dull of tongue, and dwarf- 
ish 1— 

What majesty is in her gait ? Remember, 

If e’er tliou look’dst on majesty. 

Mess, She creeps, — 

Her motion and her station are as one ; 

She shows a body rather than a life, 

A statue than a breather. 

Cleo, Is this certain ? 

Mess. Or I have^ no observance. 
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Char. Three in Egypt 

Cannot make better note. 

Cleo, He’s very knowing ; 

I do perceive ’t ; — ^there’s nothing in her yet : — 

The feDow has good judgment. 

Char. Excellent. 

Cleo. Guess at her years, I prithoo. 

Meae. Madam, 

She was a widow, — 

Cleo. Widow ! — Charmian, hark. 

Meas. And I do think she’s thirty. 

CUo. Bcar’st thou her face in mind ? is’t long or round ? 
Meaa. Round even to faultiness. 

Cleo. For the most part, too, they ’re foolish that are 
so. — 

Her hair, what colour? 

Meaa. Brown, madam : and her forehead 
As low as she would wish it.^^^^ 

CUo. Tliere’s gold for thoo. 

Tliou must not take my former sharpness ill : — 

I will cm])loy thee hack again ; I find thou 
Most fit for business : go make thee ready ; 

Our letters arc prepar’d. [Exit Meaaenger. 

Char. A proper man. 

CUo. Indeed, he is so : I repent me much 
That so I harried him. Why, mothiiiks, by him. 

This creature’s no such tiling. 

Char. Nothing, madam. 

CUo. The man hath scon some majesty, and should know. 
CUo. Hath he seen majesty ? Isis else defend. 

And serving you so long ! 

CUo. I’ve one thing more to ask him yot, good Char- 
mian : 

But ’tis no matter ; thou shalt bring him to me 
Where I will write. All may be well enough. 

Char. I warrant you,^madam. 


[Exeunt. 
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Scene IV. Atliem, A room in Antony’s house. 

Enter Antony and Octavia. 

Ant. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that, — 

That wore excusable, tliat, and thousands moro 
Of semblable import, — ^but he hath wag’d 
New wars ’gainst Pompey ; made his will, and read it 
To public car : 

Sx)oke scantly of mo : when perforce ho could not 
But pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly 
He vented them most narrow measure lent mo : 
When the best liint was given him, he not took’t,^^^^ 

Or did it from his toetli. 

Oct. O, my good lord, 

Believe not all ; or, if you must believe, 

Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady. 

If this division chance, ne’er stood between. 

Praying for both parts : 

Sure,^^®^ the good gods will mock me presently, 

When I shall pray, 0, bless my lord and husband 1” 
Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 

^*0, bless my brotlier !” Husband win, win brotlier. 
Prays, and destroys tlie prayer ; no midway 
’Twixt those extremes at all. 

Ant. Gentle Octavia, 

Let your best love draw to that point, which seeks 
Best to preserve it : if I lose mine honour, 

I lose myself : better I wore not yours 

Than yours^^®^ so branchless. But, as you requested, 

Yourself shall go between ’s : the mean time, lady, 

1*11 raise the preparation of a war 

Shall stay^^^®^ your brotlier : make your soonest haste ; 
So your desires are yours. 

Oct. Thanks to my lord. 

The Jove of power make me most weak, most weak, 
Your^^^^^ reconciler ! W^ars ’twixt you twain would bo 
As if the world should cleave, and tliat slain men 
Should solder up the rift. 

Ant. When it appears to you where this begins. 
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Torn your displeasure that way ; for our faults 

Can never be so equal, that your love 

Can equally move with them. Provide your going ; 

Choose your own company, and command what cost 
Your heart has^i 02 ) mind to. [ExmnU 


Scene Y. T1\a same. Anotlwr room in the same. 

Enter Enobarbus and Eros, meeting. 

Eno. How now, friend Eros 1 

Eros. There’s strange nows come, sir. 

Eno. What, man ? 

Erofi. CoDsar and Lepidus have made wars upon Pompey. 

Eno. This js old : what is the Buecess ? 

Eros. Caesar, having made use of him in the wars ’gainst 
Pompey, presently denied him rivality; would not let him 
partake in the glory of the action : and not resting here, ac- 
cuses him of letters ho had formerly wrote to Pompey; upon 
his own appeal, seizes him : so tlie poor third is up, till dcatli 
enlarge his confine. 

Eno. Tlien, world, thou hast a pairii^'**^ of chaps, no more; 
And tlirow between them all the food thou hast, 

They’ll grind the one tlio other.^i®^^ Where’s Antony? 

Eros. He’s walking in the garden — tlius ; and spurns 
The rush that lies before liim ; cries Pool Lepidus I” 

And threats the throat of that his officer 
That murder’d Pompey. 

Eno. Our great navy’s rigg’d. 

Eros. For Italy and Caesar. More, Domitius ; 

My lord desires you presently: my news 
I might have told hereafter. 

Eno. ’Twill bo naught : 

But let it be. — Bring me to Antony. 

Eros. Come, sir. 


[Exeunt. 
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Scene VL Rome, A room in Cjssar’s house. 

Enter G^sar, Agrippa, and Mec^enas. 

Cces. Contemning Home, ho has dono all this and more 
In Alexandria : hero’s the manner of ’t: — 

I’ the market-place, on a tribunal silver’d 
Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gbld 
Were publicly enthron’d ; at the ‘foot sat 
Csesarion, whom they call my father’s son. 

And all th’ unlawful issue that their lust 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the stablishmont of Egy])t ; made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 

Absolute queen. 

Mec, This in the public eye? 

Ca*8, I’ the common show-] dace, where they txcrci&e. 
His sons ho tliere proclaim’d tlic kings of kings 
Great Media, Partliia, and Armenia, 

He gave to Alexander ; to Ptolemy he assign’d 

Syria, Cilicia, and Plioonicia : she 

Tn the habiliments of the goddess Isis 

Tliat day ap]jear’d ; and ofl before gave audience. 

As ’tis reported, so. 

Mec. Let Rome bo thus 

Inform’d. 

Agr, Who, queasy with liis insolence 
Already, will their good thoughts call from him. 

Cws, The people know it ; and have now receiv’d 
His accusations. 

Agr, Who does he accuse ? 

Coes. Caesar : and tliat, having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius spoil’d, wo had not rated him 
His part o’ th’ isle : then docs ho say ho lent me 
Some shipping unrostor’d : lastly, ho frets 
That Lepidus of the triumvirate 
Should be depos’d ; and, being, that we detain 
AH his revenue. 

Agr. Sir, this should be answer’d. 

Cces. ’Tis done already, and the messenger gone. 

VOL. VII. NN 
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IVe told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel ; 

That ho his high authority abus’d, 

And did deserve his change : for what IVe conquer’d, 

I grant him part ; but then, in his Armenia, 

And other of his* conquer’d kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 

Jl/or. He’ll never yield to that. 

C(fC5. Nor must not, then, be yielded to in tliis. 

Enter Octama wdh her TidinM^'^ 

Oct. Hail, Ca'sar, and my lord ! hail, most dear Caesar ! 

Cws. That ever I should call thee castaway ! 

Oct. You liave not call’d mo so, nor have you cause. 

C(v^. Why have you stol’n upon us thus ? You come not 
Like Ca*sar’s sister ; the wife of Antony 
Should have an army for an usher, and 
Tlie neighs of horse to tell f)f her ap])roaeh 
Long ere she did appear ; the trees by the way 
Should have borne men ; and expectation fainted. 

Longing for what it had not ; nay, the dust 
Should ]m\ e ascended to tlie roof of heaven, 
liais’d by your ])opulous troops : hut vou are come 
A mai’kct-niaid to Rome; and ha\o prevented 
Th’ ostentation^ of oiu' lo^e, nliieli, left un&hown. 

Is. often left unlov’d : wo should haAe mot you 
By sea and land ; suj)plying e\ery stago 
With an augmented greeting. 

Ocf. Good my lord, 

To come thus was I not constrain’d, but did it 
On my fret' will. My lord, Mark Antony, 

Hearing that you i)rej)ar’d for war, ac^quainted 
My grieved ear witlial ; whereon I begg’d 
His pardon for return. 

Ccv8. Which soon ho granted, 

Being an obstruct^ ’tween his lust and him. 

Oct. Do not say so, ipy lord. 

Ca^s. I have eyes upon him, 

And his affairs come to mo on the wind. 

Where is he now ? 

Oct. 


My lord, in .^thens. 
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Cass. No, my most wron^M sister Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to lior. He hath given his empire 
Up to a wliore ; who now are levying ^ 

The kings o’ tli’ earth for war : hf‘ hatli assembled 
Bocchus, the king of Libya ; Archolaus, 

Of Cappadocia ; Philadelphos, king 
Of Paplilagonia ; the Thracian king, Adallas ; 

King Malchus of Arabia ; King of Pont ; 

Herod of Jewry ; Miiliridab's, king 
Of Comagone ; Polonion and Ainyntas, 

The kings of Medo and Lycaonia,^!^^^ with a 
More lai'gor list of sccplro^. 

Oct. Ay me, most wretched, 

That have my heart parted betwixt two friends 
That do afflict each other I 

Cccs. Welcome hi tlicr : 

Your letters did withhold our breaking forth ; 

Till we perceived both how you were wrong’d,^ 

And wo in negligent danger. Cheer your heart : 

Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 
O’er your content these strong necessities ; 

But let determin’d things to destiny 

Hold unbewaird their way. Welcome to Romo ; 

Nothing more dear to me. You are abus’d 
Beyond the mark of thought : and the high gods. 

To do you justice, make them ministors^^l^^ 

Of us and those that love you. Best of comfort ; 

And Q\ er welcome to us. 

At/7\ Welcome, lady. 

Jifec. Welcome, dear madam. 

Each heart in Romo does love and pity you : 

Only th’ adultei’ous Antony, most largo 
In his abominations, turns you off ; 

And gives his potent regiment to a trull, 

Tliat noises it against us. 

Oct. Is it so, sir?^^^^^ 

Ccps. Most certain. Sister, welcome : pray you. 

Bo over known to patience : my dear’st sister ! [^Exeunt. 
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Scene VIL Antonyms camp^ near the promontory ofActium, 

Knter Cleopatka and Enobarbus. 

Cleo. I will be oven with tlico, doubt it not. 

Eno, But why, why, why ? 

Cleo, Hiou hast forspokc my being in these wars, 

And say’st it is not fit. 

Eno. Well, is it, is it ? 

Cleo. If not denounc’d against us, why should not wo 
Be there in person ? 

Eno, Well, I could reply: — 

If wo should servo with horse and mares together, 

Tlie horse wore merely lost ; the mares would bear 
A soldier and liis horse. 

Cleo. What is’t you say ? 

Elio. Your presence needs must puzzle Antony ; 

Take from his heart, take from his braip, from ’s time, 

What should not tlieii^^^^^ be spar’d. He is ah'eady 
Traduc'd for leviiy ; and ’tis said in Homo 
Tliat Photiims^^^^^ an eunuch and your maids 
Manage tliis war. 

Cleo. Sink Rome, and their tongues rot 

That speak against us ! A charge we bear i’ the war, 

And, as the president of my kingdom, will 
Appear there for a man. 8pcak not against it ; 

I will not stay behind. 

Eno. Nay, I have done. 

Here comes the em])cror. 

Enter Antony and Canidius. 

Ant. Is it not strange, Canidius, 

That from Tarentum and Brundusium 
Ho could so quickly cut th’ Ionian sea. 

And take in Toryne ? — You have heard on’t, sweet ? 

Cleo. Celerity is never more admir’d 
Than by the negligent. 

Ant. A good rebuke, 

Winch might ha^'e well becom’d th# best of men, 
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To taunt at Blackness. — Canidius, wo 
Will light with him by sea. 

Cleo. By sea ! what elso ? 

Can^ Why will my lord do so ? 

■AnU For that lie dares us to’t. 

JSno. So hath my lord dar’d liim to single fight. 

Can, Ay, and to wage this battle at Pliarsaiia, 

Where Caesar fought with Poinjioy : but those ofibrs, 

Which servo not for his vantage, ho shakes off ; 

And so should you. 

Em), Your ships are not well manii’d, — 

Your mariners are mulotcrs/^^^^ roajierH, i)eopIo 
Ingross’d by swift impress ; in Caesar’s fleet 
Are those that often have ’gainst J^ompoy fought : 

Tlieir ships are j^re ; yours, heavy : no disgrace 
Shall fall you for refusing him at ‘^ea, 

Being jircpar’d for laud. 

Ant, By sea, by sea. 

Eno, Most worthy, sir, you therein tlirow away 
The absolute soldiership you have by land ; 

Distract your army, whieh doth most consist 
Of war-mark’d footmen ; leave unexecuted 
Your own renowned knowledge ; quite forego 
Tlio way which promises assurance ; and 
Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard, 

From firm security. 

Ant, I’ll fight at sea. 

Cleo, I have^^^®^ sixty sails, Ca»sar none better. 

Ant, Our oveiqdus of shijiping will we burn ; 

And, with tlio rest full-mann’d, from th’ head of Actium 
Boat tlie apxiroacliing Caesar. But if we fail, 

We then can do’t at land. 

Ente)' a Messenger. 

Thy business ? 

Mesa. The news is true, my lord ; he is descried ; 

Caesar has taken Toryno. 

Ant, Can he be there in person ? ’tis impossible ; 
Strange that his power should be. — Canidius, 

Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by land, 
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And our twelve tliousand horse. — ^We’U to our ship : 

Away, my Thetis ! 

Enter a Soldier. 

How now, worthy soldier I 

Sold, 0 noble emperor, do not by sea ; 

Trust not to rotU*n planks : do you misdoubt 
Tin’s sword and these my wounds ? Let tlio Egyptians 
And the Phcenicians go a-ducking: we 
Have us’d to conquer, standing on the earth, 

And fighting foot to foot. 

Ant, Well, well : — awsiy ! 

\_Ka‘eunt Antony^ Cleoyatva, and Enoharhus, 

Sold, By Ilereulcs, I think I am i’ the right. 

Can, Soldier, thou art : but his wluylc action grows 
Not in the powcT on’t : so our leader’s led, 

And we arc wouien’s men. 

Sold, You keep l;y land 

The legions and the horse whole, do you not? 

Can, Marcus Oclaviiis,^^^'^^ Marcus Justeius, 

Publicola, and Civlius, are for S(‘a : 

But wo ke(*p Mliole by land. Tliis s 2 )eod of Cmsar’s 
Carries beyond belief. 

Sold, While he* was yoi iir Eomo, 

His i)ower went out in such distractions as 
Beguil’d all s])ies. 

Can, Who’s his lieutenant, hear you? 

Sold, They say, one Taurus. 

Can, Well I know the man. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, Tlie enq)er()r calls Canidius. 

Can, With news the time’s with labour, and throes forth 
Each minute some. \_Ea^eunt, 
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Scene VIIL A plain near Actium. 

Enter C-assAR, Taurus, Officers, and others. 

Cass. Taurus, — 

Taur. My lord ? 

Cws, Strike not by land ; keep whole : provoke not battle, 
Till we have done at sea. Do not exceed 
The prescript of this scroll : our fortune lies 
Upon this jump. [ExeunU 


Scene IX. Another yart of tltjC idaln. 

Enter Antony and Enobarbus. 

AnU Set wo our sciuadrons on yond side o’ tli’ hill, 

In eye of Caesar's battle ; from which place 
Wc may the nunil^er of the ships behold. 

And so proceed accordingly. {E^rtnint. 


Scene X. A^iother pari of the plain. 

Enter Canidius, marching %vith his land army one toay ; and Taurus, 
the lituienunt oy C usah, with his army^ the other way. After 
their going in, is heard the noise of a sea-fight. 

Alarum. Enter Enobarbus. 

jE'mo. Naught, naught, all naught! I can behold no 
longer : 

Til’ Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral. 

With all tlieir sixty, fly and turn tlie rudder : 

To sce’t mine eyes are blasted. 

Enter Scarus. 

Scar. Gods and goddesses. 

All the whole synod of them I 

Eno. What’s thy passion ? 
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Scar, Tbo greater cantle of the world is lost 
With veiy ignorance ; we have kiss’d away 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

How appears the fight ? 
Srar, On our side like the token’d pestilence, 
Where death is sure. Yon ribaudrod nag of Egypt, 
Whom lejn’osy o’ertako ! — i’ the midst o’ the fight. 
When vantage like a pair of twins a])pear’d. 

Both as the same, or rather ours the elder, — 

The breese upon her, like a cow in — 

Hoists sails and flies. 

£Jno. That I behold : 

Mine eyes did sicken at the sight, and could not 
Endure a furtlicu; view. 

Scar, She once being joef’d. 

The noble ruin of her magic, Antony, 

Claps on his sea-wing, and, like a doting mallard, 
Leaving the fight in hciglij, flies after her : 

I never saw an action of such shame ; 

Experience, manhood, honour, ne’er before 
Did violate so itself. 

Kno, Alack, alack ! 

Knter Casidius. 

Can, Our fortune on the sea is out of breath, 
And sinks most lamentably. Had general 
Been what he knew himself, it had gone well : 

O, he has^^^l^ given example for our flight 
Most grossly by his own ! 

JEno, Ay, are you thereabouts ? 

Why, then, good night indeed. * 

Can, Toward Peloponnesus are they fled. 

Scar, ’Tis easy to’t ; and tliere I will attend 
What further comes. 

Can, To Cscsar will I render 

My legions and my horse : six kings already 
Show me the way of yielding. 

Eno. I’ll yet follow 

The wounded chance of Antony, though my reason 
Sits in the wind against me. 


.( 120 ) 


\jExeunt. 
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Scene XL Alexandria* A room in Cleopatra’s palace. 

Enter Antony and Attendants. 

Ant. Hark 1 tho land bids mo ti*cad no moro upon ’t, — 

It is asliam’d to boar me I — Friends, como hither : 

1 am so lated in the world, that I 
Have lost my way for c\er : — I’ve a ship 
Laden witli gold; tako that, divide it;, fly, 

And make your poaco withCa\sax% 

All. ilyl not we. 

Ant. I’ve Add myself ; and have inatnicted, cowards 
To run and show their shoulders. — Friends, bo gone ; 

I have myself resolv’d Yipon a course 
Wliieh has no need of, you ; be gone :^ 122 ) 

My treasure’s in tho harbour, take it. — O, 

I follow’d that I blush to look upon : 

My very hairs do mutiny; for tho white 
Iie 2 )rove the brown for rashness, arid they them 
For fear and doting. — Friends, bo gone : you shall 
Have letters from me to some frionds^^^''^^ that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not s^, 

Nor make replies of loathness : tako the hint 
Which my despair proclaims ; let that^^24) 1^0 left 
Which loaves itself : to the sea-sido straightway : 

I will ])ossess you of that ship and treasure. 

Leave mo, I pray, a little : pray you now : — 

Nay, do so ; for, indeed, I’ve lost command, 

Therefore I pray you : — I’ll sec you by and by. down. 

Enter CLEorATRA led hy^ Charwian and Iras ; Eros following. 
Eros. Nay, gentle madam, to him,— comfort him. 

Iras. Do, most dear queen. 

Cimr. Do I why, wl^t else ? 

CUo. Let me sit down. O Jimo I 
Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros. See you here, sir ? 

Ant. O fie, fie, fie ! 

Char. Madam, — 

Iras. Madam, O good empress, — 
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JEroa, Sir, sir, — 

Ant. Yes, my lord, yes ; — ^lie at Philippi kept 
His sword e’en like a dancer ; while I struck 
The lean and wrinkled Cassius ; and ’twas I 
That tfie m^d^ Brutus ended : he alone 
Dealt on lieutcnantry, and no practice had 
In the brave squares of war : yet now — No matter. 

CUo. Ah, stand by. 

JEros. The queen, my lord, the queen. 

Iraa. Go to him, madam,^^2^»^ speak to him : 

He is unqualitied with very sliamc. 

Cleo. Well then, — sustain me : — O ! 

Eros. Most noble sir, arise ; tlie queen approaches : 
Her head’s declin’d, and dcatli will seize her, but 
Your comfort makes the rescue. 

Ant. I liaye offended reputation, — 

A most uimoble swerving. 

Eros. Sii’, tlie queen. 

Ant. O, whither hast thou led 
How I convey my shame out of thiiKf eyes 
By looking back what I have left behind^ ^27) 

Stroy’d in dishonour. 

( Ifo. O my lord, my lord. 

Forgive my fearful sails ! 1 little diought 
You -would have follow’d. 

Ant. Egyj)t, thou knew’st too well 

My lu'iirt was to tliy rudder tied by the strings. 

And thou sliouldst tow mo after : o\»r my spirit 
Thy fuQ^^^^^ su])remaey thou knew’st, and that 
Tliy beck might from tlie bidding of the gods 
Command me. 

Cleo. O, my pardon ! 

Aiit. Now I must 

To the young man send humble treaties, dodge 
And palter in the shifts of lowness ; who 
Witli half the bulk o’ the world jday’d as I pleas’d. 
Making and marring fortunes. You did know 
How much you -w’^ere my conqueror ; and that 
My sword, made weak by my affection, would 
Obey it on all cause. 
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CUo, Pardou, pardon I 

Ard. Fall not a tear, I say; one of them rates 
All that is won and lost : give mo a kiss ; 

Even tliis repays mo. — Wo sent our schoolmaster; 

Is ho como back ? — Love, I am full of lead. — 

Some wine, within^^^29) there, and our viands! — Fortmio 
knows 

Wo scorn her most when most she offers blows. \^EaeimU 


Scene XII. Cjesah’s caini> in Egypt. 

Enter C-esar, Dolabella, Tuyueus, and othci's, 

Cces, Lot him appear that’s come from Antony. — 
Know you him ? 

EoL Caesar, ’tis his schoolmaster : 

An argument tliat ho is phick’d, when liitlier 
He sends so poor a jnniou of liis wing, 

Which had superfluous kings for messengers 
Not many moons gone by. 

Enter EuniRONius. 

Ca*8. Approach, and speak. 

EupJu Such as I am, I come from Antony: 

I was of late as petty to Ins ends 
As is the morn-dew on iho myrtle-loaf 
To his grand sea.^^^^^ 

Cena. Be ’t so : — declare thine office. 

Eupli. Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, and 
Bequires to live in Egyi)t : which not granted. 

Ho lessons liis requests ; and to thee sues 

To let him breathe between the heavens and earth, 

A private man in Adions : this for him. 

Next, Cleopatra does confess thy greatness ; 

Submits her to thy might ; and of thee craves 
The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 

Now hazarded to thy grace. 

Cma. For Antony, 

1 have no ears to his request. The queen 
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Of audionco nor desire sliall fail, so she 
From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend, 

Or take liis life tliero : this if she perform. 

She shall not sue miheard. So to them botli. 

Euph Fortune pursue thee 1 

Cm. Bring him through the bands. 

[ K£cit Euphronius. 

[.To Thyreus] To try thy eloquence, now ’tis time: dispatch; 
From Antony win Cleopatra : promise. 

And in our name, what she requires : add more. 

From thine invention, offers women arc not 
I 111 their best fortunes strong ; but want will perjure 
iTlio neVr-toucli’d vestal : try thy cunning, Tliyreus 
Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we 
Will answer as a law. 

Thyr. Caesar, I go. 

CtV8. Observe how Antony becomes his flaw. 

And what thou think’ st his very action speaks 
In every power tliat moves. 

Thyr. Caesar, I shall. [^Exeunt. 


Scene XIII. Alexandria. A room in CLEOrATRA’s palace. 

Enter Cleopatha, Enobaiibuh, Charmian, and Iras. 

Cleo. What shall we do, Enobarbus ? 

Eno. Think, and die. 

Cleo. Is Antony or we in fault for this ? 

Eno. Antony only, that would make his will 
Lord of his reason. What tliough^i^^^ you fled 
From that great face of war, whoso several ranges 
Frighted each other? why should he follow 34) 

The itch of his affection should not then 
Have nick’d his captainship ; at such a point. 

When half to half the world oppos’d, he being 
The mer^d question : ’tXvas a shame no less 
Than was his loss, to course your flying flags, 

And leave his navy gazing. 

Cleo. Prithee, peace. 
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Enter Antony with Euphronius. 

Ant. Is that liis answer ? 

Euplu Ay, my lord. 

Ant. The queen shall, tlien, have courtesy, so she 
Will yield us up. 

Euph. Ho says so. 

Ant. Let her know’t. — 

To tlie hoy CoBsar send this grizzled head, 

And he will fill thy wishes to tlie trim 
With principalities. 

CUo. That head, my lord ? 

A nt. To him again : tell him ho weai’s the rose 
Of youth upon him ; from which the world should note 
Womolhing particular : his coin, ships, legions, 

May be a coward’s ; whoso ministers would prevail 
Under tho service of a child as soon 
As i’ tlio command of Caesar : I dare him tliorcforo 
To lay his gay comparisons^ apart, 

And answer me declin’d, sword against sword, 

Ourselves alone. I’ll write it : follow me. 

\_Exeunt Antony and Enphroniiis. 

Eno. [aside] Yes, like enough, high-battled Ca^sai* will 
Unstato his happiness, and be stage’d to the show, 

Against a sworder ! I see men’s judgments are 
A parcel of their fortunes ; and tilings outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them. 

To suffer all alike. That ho should dream, 

Jvnowing all measures, the full Cmsar will 

Answer his emptiness I^iSG) — Cmsar, thou hast subdu’d 

His judgment too. 


Enter an Attendant. 

Att. A messenger from Caesar. 

o - 

Cleo. What, no more ceremony ? — See, my women I — 

Against the blown rose may they atop their nose^^^^^ 

That kneel’d unto the buds. — ^Admit him, sir. 

[Exit Attendant. 

Eno. [aside] Mine honesly and I begin to square. 

The loyalty well held to fools does make 
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Our faith mere folly : yet he that can endure 

To follow with allegiance a fall’n lord 

Does conquer him tliat did his master conquer, 

And earns a place i’ the story. 

Enter Tiiyreus. 

Cleo. Csraar^s will ? 

lliyr. Hear it apart. 

Cleo, None but friends : say boldly. 

Tliyr, So, haply, are they friends to Antony. 

Em). He needs as many, sir, as Cresar has ; 

Or needs not us. If Ciesar please, our master 
Will lea]) to bo his friend : for ns, you know 
Whoso ho is we ai’c, and that’s Ciesar’s. 

Thyr. So. — 

Tims tlion, thou most renown ’d : Ofesar entreats, 

Not to consider in what ease thou stand’st. 

Further tlian he is Caisar.^^*^^' 

Cleo. Go on : right royal. 

Thyr, lie knows that ypu embrrico not Antony 
As you did love, but as you fear’d him. 

CLeo. O ! 

Thyr. TIio scars upon your honour, therefore, ho 
Does pity, as constrained blemishes. 

Not as deserved. 

Cleo. He’s a god, and knows^^*’^^^ 

What is most right : mine honour was not yielded. 
But conquer'd merely.' 

Eho. To bo sure of that, 

I will ask Antony. — Sir, sir, tliou art so leaky, 

That wo must leave thee to thy sinking, for 
Thy dearest quit thee. 

Thyr. Shall T say to Caesar 

What you require of him ? for he }>artly begs 
To be desir’d to give. It much would please him, 
That of his fortunes you should make a staff 
To lean upon : but it would warm his spirits, 

To hear from me you had left Antony, 

And put yourself under his shrowd,^!^®^ 

The universal landlord. 


\_Exit. 
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Cleo. What’s your name ? 

My name is Thyreus. 

Cleo. Most kind messenger^ 

Say to groat Otesar this : — deputation^ 

I kiss his conquering hand : toll him, I’m 2 >rompt 
To lay my crown at’s feet, and there to kneel : 

Toll him, from his all-obc'ying breath I hoar 
Tlie doom of Egypt. 

Tht/r. ’Tis your noblest course. 

Wisdom and fortune combating together, 

Tf that tlio former dare but what it can. 

No chaiico may shake it. Give mo grace to lay 
My duty on your hand. 

Cleo. Your Ca\sar’s fatlior oft, 

When he hath mus’d of taking kingdoms in. 

Bestow’d his lips on that uiiwoiiJiy 2 )laco, 

As it rain’d kisses. 

He-enfer Antony and ENouARiiUs. 

Ant. Favours, by Jovt‘ that thunders ! — 

What art thou, fellow? 

T/if/r. One that but performs 

The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest 
To liave command obey’d. 

7 ^ 710 . \jtsule^ Yon will ho whip 2 >’d. 

- 1 nt. Api)roach, there I — ^Ay, you kite I — Now, gods and 
d(‘vils ! 

Authority melts from mo : of late, when T cried “ Ho !” 

Like hoys unto a muss, kings would start forth. 

And cry Your will ?” — Have you no cars ? I am 
Antony yet. 

Enter Attendants. 

Take hence this Jack, and whip him. 

E710. [aside'] ’Tis better j^hiying with a lion’s whelp 
Than with an old one dying. 

Ant. Moon and stars I — 

Whi^i him. — ^Wero’t twenty of the greatest tributaries 
That do acknowledge Csesar, should I find them 
So saucy with the hand of she hero, — ^what’s her name, 
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Since she was Cleopatra ? — ^Whip him, fellows, 

Till, like a boy, you see him cringe his face, 

And whine aloud for mercy : take him hence. 

Thyr* Mark Antony,— 

AnU Tug him away : being whipp’d. 

Bring him again : — ^this Jack^l^^) of Caesar’s shall 
Bear us an errand to him. Attendants with Thyreus. 

You wore half blasted ere I knew you : — ^lia I 
Have I my pillow left un press’d in Rome, 

Forborne tlie getting of a lawful race, 

And by a gem of women, to be abus’d 
By one that looks on foecters ? 

Cleo. Good my lord, — 

Ant, You have boon a boggier over : — 

But when we in our vioiousness grow hard, — 

O inisory on’t? — ^tho wise gods sool our cyos ; 

In our own filth drop our clear judgments ; make us 
Adore our errors ; laugh at ’s, while we strut 
To our confusion. 

Cleo. O, is’t come to thisr? 

Ant. I found you as a morsel cold u]>on 
Dead Ca3sar’s trencher ; nay, you wore a fragment 
Of Cneius Pompoy’s ; besides what hotter hours, 
Unrogistcr’d in vulgar 'fame, you have 
Luxuriously jiick’d out : for, I am sure, 

Though you can guess what temperance should bo, 

You know not what it is. 

Clco. Wherefore is this ? 

AnU To let a fellow that will take rewards, 

And say God quit you I” bo familiar with 
My playfellow, your hand ; this kingly seal 
And plighter of high hearts 1 — O, that I wore 
Upon the hill of Basan, to outroar 
The horned herd I for 1 have savage cause ; 

And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A halter’d neck which does the hangman thank 
For being yare about him. 

JRe-enter Attendants loith Thyreus. 

Is he whipp’d ? 
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First Att, Soundly, my lord. 

Ant. Cried he ? and begg’d he pardon ? 

First Att. He did ask favour. 

Ant. If that thy father live, let him repent 
Thou wast not made his daughter ; and bo thou sorry 
To follow CaBsar in his triumph, since 
Tliou hast been whipp’d for following him : henceforth 
The white hand of a lady fever thee, 

Shake thou to look on’t. — Grot thee bock to Caisar, 

Tell him thy entertainment : look thou say 
He makes me angry with him ; for ho seems 
Proud and disdaiiifol, hiu'ping on what I am. 

Not what he knew I was : ho makes mo angry ; 

And at this time most easy ’tis to do ’t, 

When my good stars, tliat were my former guides, 

Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires 
Into th’ abysm of hell. If ho misliko 
My speech and what is done, tell him ho has 
Hii)parchiis, my enfranchi^d bondman, whom 
He may at jdeasuro whip, or hang, or torture, 

As he shall like, to quit mo : urge it tliou : 

Hence with thy stripes, begone ! \Fxit Tliyrevs. 

Cleo. Have you done yet? 

Ant. Alack, our terrene moon 

Is now eclips’d ; and it portends alone 
The fall of Antony ! 

Cleo. I must stay his time. 

Ant. To flatter Ca3sar, would 3 "ou mingle eyes 
With one that ties his points ? 

Cleo. Not know me yet ? 

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ? 

Cleo. Ah, dear, if I bo so, 

From my cold heart let heaven engender hail. 

And poison it in the source ; and the first stone 
Drop in my neck : as it determines, so 
Dissolve my life I The next CsBsarion smite 
Till, by degrees, the memory of my womb, 

Together with my brave Egyptians all, 

By the discandying ^^^*^ of this pelleted storm. 

Lie graveless, — till the flies and gnats of Nile 

VOL. VII. * GO 
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Have buried them for prey I 

Ant Tm satisfied. 

Cajsar sits down in Alexandria ; whore 

I will o])jwse his fate. Our force by land 

Hath nobly hold ; our sever'd navy too 

Have knit again, and fleet, ihicatoning most sca-liko. 

Whore hast thou been, my heart ? — Dost thou hear, lady ? 

If from tho field I shall return once more 
To kiss tlicso lips, I will aj)pear in blood ; 

I and my sword will earn our chronicle : 

There’s hope in’t 

Cleo. That’s my brave lord ! 

Anf, I will be treble-sinew’d, hearted, breath’d, 

And fight maliciously: for when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, men did ransom lives 
Of me for jests^; but now I’ll s(‘t my teeth. 

And send to darkness all that si tip me. — Come, 

Let’s have one other gaudy night : eall to mo 
All my sad ca])tains, fill our bowls ; onCe more 
Let’s mock the niidiiighi bell. 

01(^0, It is my birth-day : 

I had thought^ t’ ha'se Ik Id it ])oor ; but, since my lord 
Is Antony again, 1 will be ('^leopatra. 

Ant Wo w ill ^et do well. 

Clio, Call all his jioble captains to my lord. 

Atit Do so, we’ll sj)eak to them; and to-night I’ll force 
The wine Jkc }> through their scars. — Come on, my queen ; 
There’s saji iii’t > ct. The next time J do fight. 

I’ll make death hne mo ; for I will contend^ ^4:7) 

Even with his pestilent scythe. all except Enobarhus, 

Eno, Now he'll outstare the lightning. To bo furious, 

Is to be frighted out of fear ; and in that mood 
The dove will peck the estridge ; and^^^^^ I see still, 

A diminution in our captain’s brain 

Restores his heart: when \alour pre 3 s on^^^*^) reason, 

It eats tho sword it fights with. I will seek 

Some way to leave him. \^Exit 
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Scene I. Caesar’s camp at A lexandrla. 

Enter C-esau, reading a letter; AaiiipPA, Meo^nah, atujf others, 

Ccrs. Ho calls me boy ; and cliides, as ho had power 
To boat mo out of E^ypt ; my inossenger 
Ho hatli whipp’d with rods ; dares me to personal combat^ 
Capsar to Antony : — lot the f>ld ruffian know 
I have many other ways to die nicantiino 
Laugh at his challenge. 

Mec, Caesar must think/ 

Wlien one so great begins to rago, lie's hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his distraction : — ^never anger 
Made good guard for itself. 

Cir*s. Let our best heads 

Know, tliat to-morrow the last of many battles 
We moan to fight : — within our files there arc. 

Of those that serv’d Mark Antony but late, 

Enough to fetch him in. See it done 
And feast the army ; we have store to do ’t. 

And they have earn’d the waste. Poor Antony ! 


Scene II. Alexandria, A room in Cleopatra’s palace,. 

Enter Antony, Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, Lus, Alexas, 

and others. 

Ant, lie will not fight with me, Domitius. 

Eno, No. 

Ant, Why should he not? 

Eno, Ho thinks, being twenty times of bettor fortune, 
He’s twenty men to one. 

Ant, To-morrow, soldier, 

By sea and land I’ll fight : or I will live, 
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Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 

Shall make it live again. Woo’t thou fight well ? 

JEno, m strike, and cry Take all.” 

Ant. Well said; come on. — 

Call forth my household servants : let’s to-night 
Be bounteous at our meal. 

Enter Servants. 

Give mo thy hand, 

Thou hast been rightly honest ; — so hast thou ; — 

And^i^®) Uiou, — and thou, — and thou: — you’ve serv’d me 
well. 

And kings have boon your follows. 

Cleo. [aside to Eno.'] What moans this ? 

Eno. [aside to Cleo.'] ’Tis one of those odd tricks which 
sorrow shoots 
Out of the mind. 

Ant. And thou art honest too. 

I wish I could be made so many men, 

And all of you clap])’d up together in 
An Antony, that 1 might do you service 
So good as you have done.^^^^^ 

Servants. Tlie gods forbid ! 

Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me to-night : 

Scant not iny cu])s ; and make as much of me 
As when mine empire was your fellow too. 

And suffer’d my command. 

Cleo. [aside to Eno.] What does he mean? 

Eno. [aside to Cleo.] To make his followers weep. 

Aid. Tend me to-night ; 

May bo it is the period of your duty: 

Haply you shall not see me more ; or if, 

A mangled shadow : perchance to-morrow 
You’ll serve another master. I look on you 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honest friends, 

I turn you not away; but, like a master 
Married to your good service, stay till death : 

Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more. 

And the gods yield you for’t 1 

Em. What mean you, sir, 
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To give them this discomfort ? Look^ they weep ; 

And I, an ass, am onion-ey’d : for shame, 

Transform us not to women. 

AnU Ho, ho, ho I 

Now the witch take me, if I meant it thus ! 

Grace grow where those drops fall I My hearty friends, 

You take me in too dolorous a sense ; 

For I spake to you for your eomfoi-t,^!***’*^ — did desire you 
To bum tliis night with torches : know, my hearts, 

I hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you 

Where rather I’ll expect ^ ictorious life 

Tliaii deatli and honour. Let’s to supper, come, 

And drown consideration. unt. 


Scene III. The same. JBefore Cleopatra’s palace. 

Enter two Soldiers to their guanL 

First Sold. Brother, good night : to-morrow is the day. 
Sec. Sold. It will determine one way: faro you well. 
Heard you of nothing strange about the streets ? 

Fh^st Sold. Nothing. What news ? 

Sec. Sold. Belike ’tis but a rumour. Good night to you. 
Fii'st Sold. Well, sir, good night. 

Enter two other Soldiers. 

Sec. Sold. Soldiers, have careful watch. 

Third Sold. And you. Good night, good night. 

[ The first and second go to their p>osis. 
Fourth Sold. Here wo : [the third and fourth go to their 
and if to-morrow 

Our navy tlirive, I have an absolute hope 
Our landmen will stand up. 

Third Sold. ’Tis a bravo army. 

And full of purpose. [Music as of hauthogs underground. 

Fourth Sold. Peace I what noise ? 

First Sold. List, list ! 

Sec. Sold. Hark! 

First Sold. Music i’ the air. 
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Third Sold. Under the earth. 

Fourth Sold. It signs does it not? 

Third Sold. No. 

First Sold. Peace, I say I 

What should this moan ? 

Sec. Sold. ’Tis the god Hercules, whom Antony lov’d, 
Now loaves him. 

First Sold. Walk ; let’s see if other watchmen 
Do hear what wo do? \_They advance to another post. 

Sec. Sold. How now, masters ! 

Soldiers, {s^^eahing together'^ How now I 

How now ! do you hoar this ? 

First Sold. Ay; is’t not strange? 

Third Sold. Do you hear, masters ? do you hear ? 

First Sold. Follow the noise so far as we have quarter ; 
Lot’s sec how^t will gKe off. 

Soldiers. peaking togethei^ Content. ’Tis strange. 

\Fxexint. 


Scene IV. The same. A room in Cleopatra’s palace. 

Enter Antony and Clpoi’ATua, Ciiarmian, Iuab, and others attending. 
Ant. Eros! mine Jirmour, Eros! 

Cleo. Sleep a little. 

Ant. No, my chuck. — Eros, come ; mine armour, Eros I 

Enter Eros with armour. 

Come, my good fellow, put mine iron on : — 

If fortune be not ours to-day, it is 
Because wo brave her : — come. 

Cleo. Nay, I’U help too. 

What’s this for ? 

Ant. Ah, let bo, let bo ! thou art 

Tlie armourer of my heart : — ^fulse, false ; tliis, this. 

Cleo. Sooth, la, I’ll tielp : tlius it must be. 

Ant. Well, well ; 

Wo shall thrive now.^^^®^ — Scest tliou, my good fellow? 

Go put on thy defences. 

Eros. Briefly, sir. 
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Cleo» Is not tliis bucklod well ? 

Ant. Rarely, rarely: 

He that unbuckles this, till wo do jdcuso 
To dafFt for our repose, shall hear a storm. — 

Thou fumblest, Eros; and my queen’s a scpiiro 
More tight at this than thou : dispatch. — O love, 
That thou couldst see my wars to-day, and knew’st 
The royal occupation ! thou shouldst see 
A workman in’t. 


Enter a Captain armed 

Good morrow to tlioe ; welcome : 

Tliou look’st like him that knows a warlike chargts : 

To business that we love wo rise botime^ 

And go to ’t with delight. 

Capt. A tliousand, sir. 

Early though ’t bo, have on their riveted trim. 

And at die port expect you. 

[/S7tow< mul fioiivish of trumpets ivithin. 

Enter other Cax)tains and Soldiers. 

Sec, Tlie morn is fair. — Good morrow, general. 

A U. Good morrow, general. 

Ant. ’Tis well blown, lads : 

This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That moans to bo of note, begins betimes, — 

So, so ; come, give me that : this way ; well said. — 

Pare thee well, dame, whate’er becomes of me : 

This is a soldier’s kiss : rebukable, [Ai’sses he7\ 

And woidiy shameful check it were, to stand 
On more mccduxnic compliment ; I’ll leave thee 
Now, like a man of steel. — You that will fight^ 

Follow me close ; I’ll bring you to’t. — ^Adieu. 

[^Ea!eu 7 ii Antony^ Eros, Cajfiains, and Soldiers. 
Char. Please you, retire to your chamber. 

Cleo. Lead me. 

Ho goes forth gaUantiy. That he and Caesar might 

Determine this groat war in single fight I 

Then, Antony, — but now — Well, on. {Exeunt. 
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Scene V. Antony’s camp near Alexandria. 


Trumpets sound ivithin. Enter Antony and Enos ; a Soldier 
meeting them. 

The gods make tliis a happy day to Antony ! 
Ant. Would thou and those thy scars had once prevail’d 
To make mo fight at land ! 

Sold. Hadst thou done so, 

The kings that hav’e revolted, and tlie soldier 
That has this morning left thee, would have still 
Follow’d thy heels. 

Ant. Who’s gone this morning ? 

Sold. Who ! 

One ever near thee ; call for Enobarbus, 

Ho shall not hear thee ; or from Caesar’s camp 
Say I am none of thine.” 

Ant. What say’st thou ? 

Sold. Sir, 

He is with Cajsar. 

Eros. Sir, his chests and treasure 

Ho has not wdth liim. 

Ant. Is ho gone ? 

Sold. Most certain. 

Ant. Go, Eros, send his treasure after ; do it ; 

Detain no jot, I charge thee : write to him — 

I will subscribe — gentle adieus and greetings ; 

Say that I wish In* never find more cause 
To change a master, — O, my fortunes have 
Corrujjted honest men ! — Disjmtch. — Enobarbus 1^163) 

\_Exeunt. 


Scene VI. Caesar’s camp before Alexandria. 

Flourish. Enter Ca:saii ivith AoRiprA, Enobarbus, and others. 

Cois. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight : 

Our will is Antony be took alive ; 

Make it so known* 

Agr. Ccesar, I sliall. \Exit. 
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CcBB. The' time of universal peace is near : 

Prove this a prosperoiis day, the three-nook’d world 
Shall bear the olive freely. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, Antony 

Is come into tlio field. 

Go charge Agrippa 

Plant^^®^^ those tliat have revolted in tlie van, 

That Antony ma}- seem to spend his fury 
Upon himself. [Efcemit all except Enobarhus* 

Eno. Alexas did revolt; and went to Jewry on 
Affairs of Antony; there did jiersuade^^^^^ 

Great Herod to incline himself to Ca?sar, 

And leave his master Antony : for this pains 
Ca*sar hath hang’d him. Ctinidius, and the rest 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honourable trust. 1 have done ill ; 

Of which I do accuse myself so sorely. 

That I will joy no more. 

Enter a Soldier of Cje bar’s. 

Sold, Enobarbus, Antony 

Hath after thee sent all thy treasure, with 
His bounty overplus : the messenger 
Came on my guard ; and at thy tent is now 
Unloading of his mules. 

Eno, 1 give it you. 

SokL Mock not, Enobarbus. 

I tell you true : best you^^C^»^ saf’d the bringor 
Out of tile host ; I must attend mine office. 

Or would have done’t myself. Your emperor 
Continues still a Jove. \_Eant, 

Eno, I am alone the villain of tlie earth, 

And feel I am so most. O Antony, 

Thou mine of bounty, how wouldst tliou have paid 

My better service, when my turpitude 

Tliou dost so crown with gold 1 Tliis blows^^®^^ my heart : 

If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean 
Shall outstrike thought : but thought will do’t, I feeL 
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I fight against tliee I — No : I will go seek 

Somo ditch wherein to die ; the foul’st best fits 

My latter part of life. \JEasit. 


Scene VII. Field of battle between tJw camps. 

Alarums. Drums and trumpets. Fnter AaaiprA and others. 

Apr. Retire, we have engag’d ourselves too far : 

Cajsar himself has work, and our ojjprossion 

Exceeds what we expected. \FlxeunU 

Alarums. Enter Antoky, and Scarus wounded. 

Scar. O my briive cm 2 >eror, this is fought indeed ! 

Had we done so at first, w’c had driven them homo 
Witli clouts about tlieir heads. 

Ant. Tliou bleed’ st apace. 

Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T, 

But now ’tis made an H. 

Ant. They do retire. 

Scar. We’ll beat ’em into bench-holes : I have yet 
Room for six scotches more. 

Enter Eros. 

Eros. Tliey ’re beaten, sir ; and our advantage serves 
For a fair victoiy. 

Scar. Lot us score their backs. 

And snatch ’em up, as we take hares, behind : 

’Tis sport to maul a runner. 

Ant. I will reward thee 

Once for thy spritely comfort, and tenfold 
For thy good valour. Come tliee on. 

Scar. I’ll halt after. \Exeunt. 


Scene VIII. Under the walls of Alexandria. 

Alarums. Enter Antony, marching; Scarus, a7id Forces. 
Ant. We Vo beat him to his camp : — ^nin one before, 
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And let the queen know of our — To-morrow, 

Before tlie sun shall see ’s, wc’U spill tlio blood 
That has to-day escap’d. 1 thank you all ; 

For doughty-li<anded are you, and have fought 
Not as you serv’d the cause, but as ’t had been 
Bach man’s like mine; you have* shown^^C*-^^ all Hectors.' 
Enter the city, clip your wiv<'s, your IWeiids, 

Tell them your feats ; whilst they with joyful t<‘ars 
Wash the congealment from 3 our woiuids, and kiss 
The honour’d gashes whole. — [7h Sctu^fus'] Give mo thy hand ; 

Enter Cleopatjlla, attcndeiL 

To this great fairy I’ll commend thy acts, 

Make her tlianks bless thee . — \^To Clco.'] O thou day o’ the 
world. 

Chain mine arm’d neck ; leap thou, attire and all, 

Through proof of harness to my heart, and tlicre 
Ride on the pants triumphing ! 

Clro. Lord of lords I 

O infinite Aurtuo, com’st thou smiling from 
The world’s great snare uneaught ? 

A nt. My nightingale, 

Wc ’vo boat them to their beds. Wliat, girl ! though gi'ny 
J)o something mingle with our younger broMui, yet ha’ we 
A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can 
Gt*t goal for goal of youtli. Behold this man ; 
eVanmend unto his lips thy favouring hand : — 

Kiss it, my warrior : — ho hath tbught to-day 
As if' a god, in hate of mankind, had 
Destroy’d in such a shape. 

Cleo. I’ll give thee, friend. 

An armour all of gold ; it was a king’s. 

Ant. He has deserv’d it, were it carbuncled 
Like holy Phoebus’ car. — Give me thy hand : — 

Through Aloxandi’ia make a jolly march ; 

Bear our hack’d targets like the men that owe them : 

Had our great palace the capacity 

To camp this host, we all would sup together, 

Ajid drink carouses to the next day’s fate, 

Which promises royal peril. — Trumpeters, 
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With brozon din blast you the city’s ear ; 

Make mingle with our rattling tabouriuos ; 

Tlint heaven and earth may strike their sounds together, 
Apjdauding our aj)proach, [Exeunt, 


Scene IX. C-sisar’s camp. 

Sentinels at then' 

First Sold, If wo be not reliev’d within this hour, 
Wo must return to tlio court-of-guard : tlie night 
Is shiny ; and they say wo shall ombattlo 
By tlie second hour i’ the morn. 

Sec, Sold, This last day was^^^oi 

A shrewd oi\,e to 


Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno, O, boar mo witness, night, — 

Third Sold, What man is this ? 

Sec, Sold, Stand close, and list him. 

Eno, Be witness to mo, O thou blessed moon, 

When men revoltt*d shall upon record 
Bear hateful memory, j^oor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face ropont ! — 

First Sold, Enobarbus ! 

’'Third Sold, Peace I 

Hark further. 

Eno, O sovereign mistress of true melancholy. 

The ])oisonous damj) of night disponge upon me. 

That life, a very rebel to my will. 

May hang no longer on me : tlirow my heart 
Against the flint and hardness of my fault ; 

Which, being dried with grief, will break to powder. 

And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony, 

Nobler than my revolt is infamous. 

Forgive me in tliine own particular ; 

But lot the world rank me in register 
A master-leaver and a fugitive : 

0 Antony I O Antony 1 [Di£8. 
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Sec, Sold. Lot’s speak 

To him. 

First Sold. Let’s hear him, for the things ho speaks 
May concern Csssar. 

Third Sold. Iiet’s do so. But he sleeps. 

First Sold. Swoons^l^l ) rather ; for so bad a prayer as his 
Was never yet for sleep.^172) 

Sec. Sold. Go wo to him. 

Third Sold. Awake, sir, awake ; speak to us. 

Sec. Sold. Hear you, sir? 

First Sold. The hand of death hath r aught him. IDrians 
afar off.'] Hai'k ! tlio drums 
Demurely wake tlio sleepers.^ 

To the court-of-guard ; he is of note : our hour 
is fully out. 

Third Sold. Como on, then ; 

Ho may recover yet. [Fxeimi with the hodij. 


Scene X. Ground between the two camps. 

Enter Antony and Scarijs, with Forres^ marching. 

Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea ; 

We please them not by land. 

Scar. For both, my lord. 

Ant. I would tliey’d fight i’ the fire or i’ the air ; 

We’d fight there too. But this it is; our foot 

Upon the hills adjoining to the city 

Shall stay with us : order for sea is given ; 

Tliey have put forth the haven : — forward, now. 

Where tlieir appointment we may best discover, 

And look on their endeavour.^ \_Exeunt. 


Scene XL Another part of the same. 

Enter C^sar, with his Forces^ marching. 
Cces. But being charg’d, we will bo still by land, 
Which, as I take ’t, we shall ; for his best force 
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Is forth to man his galleys. To the vales. 

And hold our best advantage. [JSJaeunt, 


Scene Xll. Another part of the same. 

Enter Antony and Scartts. 

Ant. Yet they arc not join’d : whore yond pine does stand, 
I shall discover all : I’ll bring thee word 
Straight, how ’tis like to go. \JEa:iU 

Scar. Swallows liave built 

In Cleopatra’s sails their nests : tlie angurors^^^^^ 

Say they know not, — ^thoy cannot toll ; — ^look grimly, 

And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant, and dejected ; and, by starts. 

His fretted flirtunes give him hope, and fear, 

Of what he has, and has not. 

[Alarums afar off^ as at a sea-fight. 

Be-entcr AntoiTv. 

A'ut. All is lost;^^^^^ 

Tliis foul Egyptian hath betrayed me : 

My fleet hatli yielded to the f'oe ; and yonder 

They cast fheir caj)s up, and carouse together 

Like friends long lost. — Triide-turn’d whore ! ’tis tliou 

Hast sold me to this novice ; and my heart 

Makes oidy wars on tJiec. — Bid them all fly ; 

For when I am reveng’d upon my charm, 

I have done all : — bid them oil fly ; begone. [Exit Scarus. 
jO sun, thy u])rise shall I sec no more : 

Fortune and Antony part hero ; oven hero 
tDo we shake hands. — All come to this ? — ^The hearts 
iTliat spaniel’d^ me at heels, to whom I gave 
Tlieir wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets 
On blossoming Caisar ; and tliis pine is bark’d, 

Tliat overtopp’d them all* Betray’d I am : 

O this false soul of Egj^t ! tliis grave charm, — 

Whose eye beck’d forth my wars, and call’d them homo ; 
Whose bosom was my crownct, my chief end, — 

Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and loose. 
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Beguil’d me to the very heart of loss. — 

What, Eros, Eros ! 

Enter Clkopatra. 

Ah, thou spell I Avaunt I 
Cleo, Why is my lord enrag’d against his lovo ? 

Ant, Vanish, or I shall give thee thy deserving, 

And blemish Csesar’s trimnph. Let him take thee, 

And hoist tliee up to the shouting 2}lobeians 
Follow his chariot, like the greatest s})ot 
Of all thy sex ; most monstt‘r-liko, bo shown 
For poor’st diminutives, for doits and lot 
Patient Octavia j^lough thy visage up| 

AVith her prepared nails. [Exit Cleopatra, 

’Tis well thou'rt gone, 

If it be well to live ; but better ’tworc 
Thou fell’st into my fury, for one death 
Might have j)revcntcd many. — Eros, ho ! — 

The shirt of Nossus is upon mo : — ^tcach mo, 

Alcidos, thou mine ancestor, thy rage : 

Let me lodge Liclias on the horns o’ the moon ; 

And with those hands, that grasp’d the heaviest club, 

Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall die : 

To the young^l^l^ Roman boy she hath sold me, and I fall 
Under this plot ; she dies for ’t. — Eros, ho ! [Exit, 


Scene XIII. A lexandria, A room in Cleopatra’s palace. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian. 

Cleo, Help me, my women ! O, he is more mad 
Than Telamon for liis shield ; the boar of Thessaly 
Was never so emboss’d . 

Char, To the monument I 

There lock yourself, and send him word you’re dead. 

Tile soul and body rive not more in parting 
Than greatness going off. 

Cleo, To the monument I — 

Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself; 

Say, that Sie last I spoke was Antony,” 
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And word it, prithee, piteously : hence, Mardian, 

And bring me how he takes my death. — To the monument I 

\TlxeunU 


Scene XIV. The same^ Another room in the same. 

Enter Antony and Eros. 

Ant. Eros, thou yet bohold’st me ? 

Eros. Ay, noble lord. 

Ant. Sometime we see a cloud that’s dragonish ; 

A vapour sometime like a bear or lioii,’ 

A tower’d citadel, a pendent rock, 

A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees ui)on’t, tliat nod unto the world. 

And mock oux eyes with air : iliou hast seen these signs ; 
They are black vesper’s pageants. 

Eros. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. That which is now a horse, oven with a thought 
The rack dislimns, and makes it indMiiict 
As water is in water. 

Et^os. It docs, my lord. 

Ant. My good knave Eros, now thy captain is 
Even such a body : hero I am Aitony ; 

Yet cannot hold this visible slia2)e, my knave. 

I made tliese wars for Egypt ; and the queen, — 

Whose heart I thought I had, for she had mine ; 

Which, whilst it was mine, had annex’d unto’t 
A million more, now lost, — she, Eros, has 
Pack’d cards with Caesar, and false-play’d my glory 
Unto an enemy’s triumph. — 

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros ; there is left us 
Ourselves to end ourselves. 

Enter Mardian. 

O, thy vile lady ! 

She has robb’d mo of iriy sword. 

^ Mar. No, Antony ; 

My mistress lov’d thee, and her fortunes mingled 
With thine entirely. 
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AnU Hence, saucy eunuch ; peace I 

She haih betray’d me, and shall die the death. 

Mar. Death of one person can bo paid but once. 

And that she has discharg’d : what thou wouldst do 
Is done unto thy hand : the last slie spake 
Was, Antony I most noble Antony !” 

Tlion in the midst a tearing groan did break 
The name of Antony ; it was divided 
Between her lieart and lips : she render’d life, 

Thy name so buried in her. 

Ant. Dead, then? 

Alar. Dead. 

Ant. Unarm me, Eros the long day’s task is done, 
And we must sleep. — [7b A£ardiaii\ That thou depart’ st henco^ 
safe. 

Does pay tliy labour richly ; go. \JExlt Aiardian. 

Off, ])hick off: — 

The seven-fold shield of Ajax cannot keep 
The battery from my heart. O, cleave, my sides ! 

Heart, once bo stronger than thy continent. 

Crack thy frail case ! — A]>ace, Eros, apace. — 

No more a soldier : — bruisM pieces, go ; 

You have been nobly borne. — From me awhile. ^JEAl Kros. 

I will o’ertake thee, Cleoi^atra, and 

Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now 

All Ici^h is torture : — since the torch is out. 

Lie down, and stray no furtlier : now all labour 
Mors what it does ; yea, very force entangles 
Itself with strength : seal tlien, and all is done. — 

Eros ! — I come, my queen. — Eros ! — Stay for me : 

Whg^ souls do couch on flowers, we’ll liand in hand. 

And with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze : 

Dido and her .Sneas shall want troops, 

And all the haunt be ours. — Come, Eros, Eros ! 

Re-enter Enos. 

Eros. What would my lord ? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra died, 

I’ve liv’d in such dishonour, that the gods 
Detest my baseness. I, that with my sword 
VOL. vu. pp 



578 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATBA, 


LAOTIV. 


Quarter’d the world, and o’er green Neptune’s back 
With sliii)s made cities, condemn myself to lack 
The courage of a woman ; less noble-minded^ 

Tlian slio which by her deatli our Ca3sar tells 
I’m conqueror of my&olf.” Thou art sworn, Eros, 

Tliat, when the exigent should come, — ^which now 
Is come indeed, — ^when I should seo beliind me 
Til’ inevitable prosecution of 
Disgrace and horror, that, on my command, 

Tliou tlien wouldst kill me : do’t ; tlio time is come : 

Thou strik’st not me, ’tis Cfcsar thou defeat’st. 

Put colour in thy cheek. 

Kroft. The gods withhold me I 

Shall I do that which all the Parthian darts, 

Though onem^^, lost aim, and could not? 

Ant, Eros, 

Wouldst thou bo window’d in great Pome, and see 
Thy master thus witli pleach’d arms, bending down • 

His corrigible nock, his face subdu’d 
To ponetrati\e shame, whilst th(‘ wheel’d seat 
Of fortunate Oa'sar, drawn before him, branded 
His baseness that ensu’d ? 

KroB, I would not sce’t. 

A nt. Como, then ; for with a wound 1 must be cur’d. 
Draw that thy honest sword, which thou hast worn 
Most useful for tliy country. 

JiJros. O, sir, pardon me ! 

Ant. When I did make tliee free, swor’st thou not then 
To do this when I bade thee ? Do it at once ; 

Or tliy precedent services are all 

But accidents uiipurpos’d. Draw, and come. 

Eros. Turn from me, then, that noble countenance, 
Wherein the worship of the whole world lies. 

Ant. Lo tliee I \Turning from hivn. 

Eros. My sword is drawn. 

Ant. Then let it do at once 

The thing why thou hast drawn it. 

Eros. My dear master, 

My captain, and my emperor, let me say, 

.Before I strike this bloody stroke, fiEtreweU. 
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Ant, ’Tis said, man; — and farewell. 

Eros, Farewell, great chief. Shall I strike now ? 

Ant, Now, Eros. 

Eros, Why, there then [J^alls on his stvord~\ : — tlius I do 
escape tlie sorrow 

Of Antony’s death. \^Die8, 

Ant, Tlirico-nohler than myself 1 

Tliou toachost mo, O valiant Eros, what 
I should, and thou couldsi not. My queen and Eros 
Have by their brave instruction got u 2 >oii me * 

A nobleness in record : but I will be 
A bridegroom in my death, and run into’t 
As to a lover’s bod. Como, then ; and, Eros, 

Thy master dies thy scholar : to do thus 

\l^\ilUnfj on his swm'd, 

I Icam’d of thee. How ! not dead?^^^^^^ not dead ? — 

The guard, ho disj)ateh me ! 

Enter Di:rcetas and Guard. 

First Gnard, What’s the noise? 

Ant, I’^NO done my work ill, friends : 0, make an end 
Of what I have begiui. 

Sec, Guard, Tlie star is fall’n. 

First Guard, And time is at his j^eriod. 

All, Alas, and woe ! 

Ant, Let him that loves me strike me dead. 

First Guard, Not 1- 

Sec, Guard, Nor I. 

Hard Guard, Nor any one. {^Eoreunt Guard, 

Lh*r, Thy death and fortunes bid tliy followers fly. 

Tliis sword but shown to Caesar, with this tidings, 

Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Diomedes. 

Eio, Where’s Antony ? 

Der, There, Diomed, there. 

Dio, Lives ho ? 

Wilt thou not answer, man? \^E,vit Dercetas, 

Ant, Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy sword, and 
give me 
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Snffioing’ strokes for death. 

Z>io. Most absolute lord, 

My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee. 

Ant. When did she send thee ? 

I?w. Now, my lord. 

Ant. Whore is she ? 

I?w. Lock’d in her monument. She had a prophesying 
fear 

Of what hath come to pass : for when she saw — 

Which never shall be found — you did suspect 
She had dispos’d with CsBsar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg’d, she sent you word siic was dead ; 

But, fearing since how it might work, hath sent 
Me to proclaim the truth ; and I am come, 

I dread, tc30 late. 

Ant. Too late, good Diomed : — call my guard, I prithee. 
JJw. What, ho, the emperor’s guard I The guard, what, 
ho ! 

Come, your lord calls ! 

Enter some of the Guard. 

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra bides ; 

’Tis the last service that I shall command yon. 

First Guard. Woe, woo are we, sir, you may not live to 
wear 

All your true followers out. 

All. Most heavy day ! 

Ant. Nay, good my follows, do not please sharp fate 
To grace it with your sorrows : bid that welcome 
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it 
Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up : 

I’ve led you oft : carry me now, good friends. 

And have my thanks for all. \Exeunt, bearing Antony. 


SciaTE XV. The same. A monument. 

Enter^ above, Cleopatra, Charmiak, and Iras. 
Cko. O Charmian, 1 will ufver go from hence. 
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Char, Be comforted, dear madam. 

CUo. No, I will not : 

All strange and terrible events are welcome. 

But comforts we despise ; our size of sorrow. 

Proportion’d to our cause, must be as great 
As that which makes it. 

Enter ^ below ^ 1)iomsi>es. 

How now ! is ho dead ? 

Dio. His death ’s upon him, but not dead. 

Look out o’ th’ other side your monument ; 

His guard have brought him thither. 

Enter^ helow^ Antony, borne by the Guard. 

Cleo. O sun, 

Biu’n the great sphere thou mov’st in ! — darkling stand 
The varying slioro o’ tlie world. — O Antony, 

Antony, Antony 1 — Help, Charmian ; help, Iras, help ; — 
Help, friends below — ^let’s draw him hitlier. 

Ant. Peace ! 

Not Ca3sar’s valour hath o’ertlu*own Antony, 

But Antony’s hath triumph’d on itself. 

Cleo. So it should be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony ; but woo ’tis so ! 

AiiU I am dying, Egypt, dying ; only 
I hero importune death awliile, until 
Of many tliousand kisses the poor last 
1 lay upon thy lips. 

Cleo. I dare not, dear, — 

Dear my lord, pardon, — I dare not, 

Lest I be talcen : not th’ imperious show 
Of the full -fortun’d Ca?sar ever shall 
Be brooch’d with me ; if knife, drugs, serpents, have 
Edge, sting, or operation, 1 am safe : 

Your wife Octavia, with her modest eyes 
And still conclusion, shall acquire no honom’ 

Domuring upon me. — But come, come, Antony, — 

Help mo, my women, — ^we must draw thee up ; — 

Assist, good friends. 

Ant. O, quick, or I am gone. 
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Cleo. Here’s sport indeed I — How heavy weighs my lord ! 
Our strength is all gone into heaviness, 

That makes the weight : had I great J uno’s power, 

The strong-wing’d Mercury should fetch thee up, 

And set tlieo by Jove’s side. Yet come a little, — 

Wishers were ever fools, — O, come, come, come ; 

\_Thetj draw Antony up. 

And welcome, welcome ! die wherc^i^^^ thou hast li\’d : 
Quicken with kissing : had my lips that power, 

Thus would I wear them out. 

All. A heavy sight! 

Ant. 1 am dying, Egypt, dying : 

Give me some wine, and lot me s 2 )oak a little. 

Cleo. No, let me s])cak ; and let me rail so high, 

Tliat tlic false housewife Fortune break her wheel. 

Provok’d by irfy offence. 

Ant. One word, sweet queen : 

Of Caesar seek your honour, with your safety. — O ! • 

Cho. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle, hear me : 

None about Ciesar trust but Proeuloius. 

Cleo. My resolution and my hands I'll trust ; 

None about Oa'sar. 

Ant. Tile miserable change now at my end 
Lament nor sorrow at ; but j)lease 3 our thoughts 
In feeding tliem with those my former fortunes, 

Wherein I liv’d the greatest prince o’ tlic world, 

Tlie noblest ; and do now not basely die, 

NorCl^O) cowardly ])ut off my helmet to 
My countryman, — a Homan by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquish’d. Now my spirit is going; 

I can no more. 

Cleo. Noblest of men, woo’t die ? 

Hast thou no care of me ? shall 1 abide 
In this dull world, w^hich in thy absence is 
No better than a sty ? — D, see, my women, [^Antony dies. 
The crown o’ tli’ earth doth melt. — My lord I my lord — 
O, wither’d is the garland of the war. 

The soldier’s pole is fall’n : young boys and girls 
^e level now with men } the od^ is gone. 
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And there is nothing left remarkable 

Beneath the visiting moon. [Famfe. 

Char. 0, q uietnes s, lady ! 

Iras. She is dead too, our sovereign. 

Cluir. I«ady, — 

Iras. Madam, — 

Char. 0 madam, madam, madam, — 

Iras. Royal Egyjit, 

Empress, — 

Char. Peace, peace, Iras I 

Cleo. No more, but e’en^^^2) ^ woman, and commanded 
By such poor passion as the maid tluil^ milks 
And does the meanest chares. — It wore for mo 
To tlirow my sceptre at tli’ injurious gods ; 

To tell them that this world did equal tlieirs 
Till they had stol’n our jewel. AlPs but naught ; 

I'atieiice is sottish, and irapatiouee does 
Become a dog that’s mad : then is it sin 
To nisli into the seerot house of death, 

Ere deatli dare come to us ? — How do you, women ? 

What, what ! good cheer ! Why, how now, Channian I 
My noble girls 1 — Ah, women, women, look, 

Oiu’ lanipi isjipent, it’s out I — (xood sirs, take heart: — 

We’ll bury him ; and then, what’s brave, what’s noble. 

Let’s do it after the high Roman fashion, 

And make death jiroud to take us. Oome, away : — 

This ease of timt huge spirit now is cold : 

Ah, women, women ! — come ; we have no friend 
But resolution, and the briefest end. 

[^Exeunt; those above hearing off Antony's body. 
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ACT V. 

Scene L C-®sar’s camp before Alexandria. 

Enter C^sAii, AonirpA, Dolabella, Mec^nas, Gallub, Pno- 
CULEIU8, and others. 

CcBs. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield ; 

Being so frustrate, tell him ho mocks 
The pauses tliat ho makes. 

Dol. Ca?sar, I shall. \Exit. 

Enter Dehcetas, xcitli the sword of Antony. 

Cces. Wherefore is tliat?. and what art thou that dar’st 
Appear thus to us ? 

Der. I am call’d Dercetas ; 

Mark Antony I serv’d, who best was worthy 
Best to be serv’d : whilst ho stood up and spoke, 

He was my master ; and I wore my life 
To spend upon his haters. If thou jilease 
To take mo to thee, as I was to him 
I’ll be to Ca?sar ; if thou pleasest not, 

I yield thee up my life. 

Cois. What is’t thou say’st ? 

Der. I say, O Csesar, Antony is dead. 

Cfvs. The breaking of so groat a thing should make 
A greater crack : the round world 
Should have shook lions into civil streets,^ 

And citizens to their dens : — ^tho death of Antony 
Is not a single doom ; in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 

Der. He is dead, Cajsar ; 

Not by a public minister of justice, 

Nor by a hired knife ; but that self hand, 

Which writ his honour^ in the acts it did, 

Hath, with the courage which the lieart did lend it, 

Splitted the heart. — This is his sword ; 

I robb’d his wound of it ; behold it stain’d 
With his most noble blood. 
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Cces. Look you sad, friends? 

Tlie gods rebuke me, but it is a t idings^^^^^ 

To wa sh the ey es pf kings. 

^^y..(i97) strange it is 

That nature must compel us to lament 
Our most persisted deeds. 

Mec, His taints and honours 

Wag’d^i^®^ equal with him. 

Agr, A rarer spirit never 

Did steer humanity : but you, gods, will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Cmsar is touch’d. 

Mec. When such a spacious mirror’s set before him, 
Ho needs must see himself. 

Cces. O Antony ! 

I’ve follow’d thee to tliis : — ^but lyo do lance 
Diseases in our bodies : I must perforce 
Have shown to thee such a declining day. 

Or look’d^ on thine ; we could not stall togeihor 
in tho whole world : but yet lot me lament, 

With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts, 

That thou, my brother, my competitor 
In top of all design, my mate in empire, 

Friend and companion in the front of war, 

Tho arm of mine own body, and tho heart 

Where mine his thoughts did kindle, — ^tliat our stars, 

Unreconciliablc, should divide 

Our equalness to this. — Hear mo, good friends, — 

But I will tell you at some meeter season : 

Enter a Messenger. 

Tlie business of this man looks out of him ; 

We’ll hear him what ho says. — Whence are youP^^OO) 
Mefis» A jioor Egyptian yet Tlie queen my mistress, 
Confin’d in all slie has, her monument, 

Of thy intents desires instruction, 

Tliat she preparedly may frame herself 
To tho way she’s forc’d to. 

CcBs. Bid her have good heart : 

She soon shall know of us, by some of ours, 

How honourable and how kindly we 
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Determine for her ; for Caesar cannot loam^^oi) 

To be tingontlc. 

Mess, So the gods preserve thee I 

Cois, Como hither, Proculeius. Go, and say 
We purpose her no shame : give her what comforts 
The quality -of her passion shall require, 

Lost, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke 
Sho do defeat us ; for her life in liome 
Would be eternal in our triumph : go, 

And with your speediest bring us what she says. 

And how you find of her. 

Fro, Ca'sar, I shall. \_Exit, 

Cois, G alius, go you. along. {Exit Gal,"] Where’s Dolabella, 
To second Proculeius ? 

Agr, Mec, Dolabella I 

Cas, Let him alone, for I remember now 
How he’s employ’d : ho shall in time be ready. 

Go with mo to my tent ; where ^ou shall see 
How hardly 1 was drawn into this wqr ; 

How calm and gentle I ])rocceded still 

In all my w ritings : go with me, and see 

What I can show in tliis. {Exeunt, 


Scene II, Alexandria, A room in the monument. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Irah.C*®®) 

Cleo, My desolation does begin to make 
A better life. ’Tis i)altry to bo Oajsar ; 

Not being Fortune, he’s but Fortune’s knave^ 

A minister of her will : and it is great 
To do that t hin g that ends all other deedsj 
Which shacldes accidents^ and bolts up change ; 

Whidi sIm]^ and never palates more the dug, 

[pile nurse and^Ca0sar’s.^2O3) 

Enter^ to the gates of the monument^ Proculeius, Gallus, and 
Soldiers. 

Pro, Caesar sends greeting the Queen of Egypt ; 
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And bids tbee study on what fair demands 
Thou mean’st to have him grant thee. 

Cleo. What’s thy name ? 

Pro, My name is Proculoius. 

Cleo, Antony 

Did tell me of you, bade me trust you ; but 
I do not greatly care to bo deceiv’d, 

Tliat have no use for trusting. If your master 
Would have a queeu his beggar, you must toll him, 

Tliat majesty, to keep decoram, must 
No less beg than a kingdom : if ho please 
To give me conquer’d Egypt for my son. 

He gives me so much of mine own, as 1 
Will kneel to him witli thanks. 

Pro, Be of good cheer ; 

You’re fall’n into a princely hand, fear notliiiig : 

Make your full reference freely to my lord, 

Who is so full of grace, that it flows over 
Oil all that need : let mo report to him 
Your sweet dei)cndcncy ; and you shall find 
A conqueror that will pray in aid for kindness, 

AVlicrc ho for grace is kneel’d to. 

Cleo, Pray you, toll him 

T am his fortune’s vassal, and I send him 
Tlie greatness ho has got. I hourly learn 
A doctrine of obedience ; and would gladly 
Look him i’ the face. 

Pro. Tliis I’ll rej)ort, dear lady. 

Have comfort, for I know your plight is pitied 
Of him that caus’d it. 

6raZ.'204:) You see how easily she may bo surpris’d : 

[^ITere Proculeius^^^^^ ami iwo of tlie Guard ascend 
the monument hy a ladder placed against a 
wlndoxcj and^ luxv>ing descended^ come helmvd 
Cleopatra. Some of the Guard unbar and open 
the gates. • 

\_To Proculeius and the Guard] Guard her till Caesar come. 

[JSait. 

Iras. Boyal queen 1 

Char. O Cleopatra I thou art taken, queen! 
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Cleo, Quick^ quick, good hands. [^Draioing a dagger. 
Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold : 

\jSeize8 and disarms Jier. 
Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this 
Reliev’d, but not betray’d. 

Cleo. What, of death too, 

Tliat rids our dogs of languish ? 

Pro. Cleopatra, 

Do not abuse my master’s bounty by 
Til’ undoing of yourself : let the world see 
His nobleness well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 

Cleo. Where art thou, death ? 

Come hither, come I come, come, and take a queen 
Worth many babes and beggars ! 

Pro. O, temperance, lady 1 

Cleo. Sir, 1 will eat no meat, I’ll not drink, sir ; 

If idle talk will once be necessary 

I’ll not sleep neither : this mortal hpuse I’ll ruin. 

Do Ca*sar what ho can. Know, sir, that I 
Will not wait pinion’d at yom* master’s court ; 

Nor once be chastis’d with the sober eye 
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist me up. 

And show me to the shouting varlotry 
Of censuring Rome ? Rather a ditch in Egypt 
Be gentle grave unto mo ! rather on Nilus’ mud 
Lay me stark-nak’d, and lot the water-flics^^®'^^ 

Blow me into abhorring ! rather make 
My country’s high j^yrainides my gibbet. 

And hang mo up in chains I 

Pro. You do extend 

Tlieso tlioughts of horror furtlier than you shall 
Find cause in Ca3sar. 


Knter Dolabella. 

Dol. ^Proculeius, 

What thou hast done thy master Caesar knows. 
And ho hath sent me for thee : for the queen, ^ 208 ) 
I’ll take her to my guard. 

Pro. So,^Dolabella, 
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It shall content me best : be gentle to her. — 

[To CleoJ\ To Cassar I will speak what you shall please, 

If you’ll employ me to him. 

Cleo, Say, I would die. 

\JEjDeunt Proculeiua and Soldiers. 

Pol. Most noble empress, you have heard of me ? 

Cleo. I cannot tell. 

Pol. Assuredly you know mo. 

Cleo. No matter, sir, what I have heard or known. 

You laugh when boys or women tell tlieir dreams ; 

Is’t not your trick ? 

Pol. I understand not, madam. 

Cleo. I dream’d there was an emperor Antony : — 

O, such another sleep, that 1 might see 
But such anotlier man ! 

Pol. If it might please yc, — 

Cleo. His face was as the heavens ; and therein stuck 
A sun and moon, which koj>t their course, and lighted 
Tlie little O, the earth. 

Pol. Most sovereign creature, — 

Cleo. His legs bestrid the ocean : his rear’d arm 
C^rested the world ; his voice was propertied 
As all thejtuned sxdieres, and that to friends ; 

But when he meant to quail and shake the orb. 

He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty, 

Tliere was no winter in’t ; an autumn ’twas^209) 

Til at grew the more by reaj>iiig : his delights 
Were doljihin-like ; they show’d his back above 
The element they liv’d in : in his livery 
W alk’d crowns and crownets ; realms and islands were 
As plates dropp’d from his pocket. 

Pol. Cleojiatra, — 

Cleo. Think you there was, or might be, such a man 
As this I dream’d of? 

Pol. Gentle madam, no. 

Cleo. You lie, up to the hearing of the gods. 

But, if there be, or^^lO) ever were, one such. 

It’s past the size of dreaming : nature wants stuff 
To vie strange forms with fancy ; yet, t* imagine 
An Antony, were nature’s piece ’gainst fancy, 
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Condemning shadows quite. 

I/oL Hear me, good madam. 

Yoiir loss is as yourself, gi’oat; and you bear it 
As answcTiiig to tho weight: would I might never 
O’ortako jairsu’d suecess, but 1 do fi*ol, 

I5y the rebound of yours, a grief that smites^ 

My v<‘ry heart at root 

I thank you, sir. 

Know you what Ca\sar means to do with me ? 

Do}. I’m loth to tell you what 1 would you knew. 

Cloo. Nay, l>ray you, sir, — 

Dol. Tliough he be honourable, — 

iHvo. lie’ll lead me, then, in triumph? 

Dol. Madam, he* will ; 1 know’t. \_Flomnsh within, 

Within, Make way there, — (’jesar! 

Knicr C-KSAU, Galltjh, Piiorui.niiTH, MECiENAB, SELEuers, and 
Attmukuits. 

C ft'K. "Wliieh is the (^ueem of ]'!3gv2)t? 

Jtol. It is tlu’ emperor, nunlani. {_C'‘leo 2 ^afra knceli^. 

( Ve.s', Arise, you shall not kneel : 

I i)ray y<ni, rise ; ris(', Egv]d. 

( "Ifo, Sir, the gods 

"Will have it thus ; my master and my lord 
I must obey. 

Cos. Take tf» you no hard thoughts : 

Tlie record of what iiijuri(‘s you did us, 

Though written in our flesh, we shall remember 
As things but done by elianee. 

i loo, Soh' sir o’ tho world, 

I eannot ]>rojeet mine own cause so well 
To make it <*l('ar ; but do <*onfess T have 
Bt'oii laden with like frailties which before 
Have often sham’d our sex. 

Cos. Cleopatra, know, 

W e will extenuate rather tlian enforce : 

If you apply yourself to our intents, — 

Which towards }'ou are most gentle, — ^you shall find 
A benefit in this change ; but if you seek 
To lay on me a crueltj*, by taking 
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Antony’s course, you sliall boreavo yourself 
Of my good purposes, and i>ut your cUildrcu 
To that destruction wliicli I’ll gu:inl them from, 

If thereon you rely. I'll take in y leave. 

Cleo, And may, tlirough all the world: ’tis yours; and wo, 
Your scutcheons and your signs of coiic|uesi, slinll 
Hang in whjit> jdacc you ]>leasc. Here, my g<K>d lord. 

i\v8. You shall itdvir>e me in all for rieopatra. 

Clvo, Tliis is the brief of money, plate, and jewolft, 

I am ])oasess’d of: ’tis exactly valu’d ; 

Not petty things admitted.^-*-' — 'Where’s 8eleiiciis? 

Here, madam. 

fVw. This is my treasurer : let him s]>eak, iiiy lord, 

I'pon liis peril, ilmt I have reserv'd 

Tti 111 \ self nothing. — Speak the truth, Seleucus. 

^<7. Madam, 

I lijul rather seal my lips^-^J^^ than, to my pt'ril. 

Speak that which is not. 

( What havx I kept baek ? 

>SV7. Enough to purelia‘*e what you lm\e made knovv'U. 

Cfra, Nay, blush not, Cleopatra : I approve 
Your wisdom in the deed. 

Cleo, See, Cicsar ! O, bidiold, 

How poni]) is follow’d ! mine will now 1 m* yours ; 

And, should we shift estates, yours would l>e mine. 

Th" ingratitude of this Seleucus does 

E\*(»n make me wild : — O slave, of no more tmst 

Thau lov'c tliat’s hir’d ! — AVhat, goest thou baek ? tbou slialt 

Go back, I warrant thee ; but I’ll eateli thine eyes, 

Tliough they had wings : slav^e, soulless villain, dog I 
O rarely base ! 

Ctrs, Good queen, let us entreat you. 

Cleo, O Caesar, wdiat a wounding shame is this, — 

Tliat thou, v-ouehsafiiig hero to vdsit me, 

Doing tlio honour of thy lordliness 
To one so meek, ^214) ^Jiat mine own servant should 
P arcel the sum of my disgraces by 
Addition of hia envy ! Say, good Caesar, 

Tliat I some lady trifles hav^o reserv’d, 

Inimoment toys, things of such dignity 
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As wc grcot modem friends withal ; and say^ 

Some nobler token I have kept apart 

For LivJa and Octavia, to induce 

Their mediation ; must 1 be unfolded 

With one that I have bred? The gods 1^215) gmites me 

Beneath the fall I have, — [7b SeUnicua'l Pritliee, go hence ; 

Or I sliall show the cinders of my spirits 

Tlirough th’ ashes of my chance wert thou a man, 

Tlioii wouldst liavc mercy on me. 

Cuit, Forbear, Seleucus. 

[jy.r?V Seleunm. 

Cleo. Be’t known that wc, the greatest, are misthought 
For tilings that otliers do ; and, when we fall. 

We answer others’ merits in our name. 

Are therefore to be pitied.^*^^^^ 

C(Vit, Cleopatra, 

Not what you have reserv’d, nor what acknowledg’d. 

Put we i’ the roll of eoiicjnest : still be’t yours. 

Bestow it at your pleasure ; and believe, 

Cjesar’s no merchant, to iiRike jirizt* with you 
Of things that nierchaiits sold. Th(*rofore be cheer’d ; 

Make not your thoughts your j>risons :^218) (|xiecn ; 

For we inU*nd so to dis|K)se you as 

Yourself shall gi>e us counsel. Feed, and sleep : 

Our 010*0 and pity is so much iijion you, 

That we remain your friend ; and so, adieu. 

( Vee. My master, and my lord I 

Cd'if. Not so. Adieu. 

[/’VownVA. Crvsar mitl his Train, 

Cleo, lie words me, girls, he \rords me, tliat I should not 
Be noble to myself : but, hark thee, Charmiaii. 

^ [ Whisjyers Charmian, 

Iras, Rnish, good lady ; tlio bright day is done. 

And we are for the dark. 

Cleo. Hie thee again : 

I’ve spoke already, and it is provided ; 

Go ))ut it to tlio haste. 

Char. Madam, 1 will. 
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Re-enter Dolabblla. 

DoL Where is the queen ? 

Char. Behold, sir. 

Cleo. Dolabella I 

DoL Madam, as thereto sworn by your cc»mmand, 

■Wliieh iny love makes religion to obey, 

I tell you tins : Cajsar through Syria 
Intends Ins journey ; and, within thn*e days. 

You with your children will he send before : 

]Mjike your best use of this : 1 have |>erformM 
Your ]> 1 easuro and my promise. 

( 7 eo. Dolabolla, 

I ^linll remain your debtor. 

I your servant. 

Adii‘u, good queen ; I must attend on Caesar. 

Cleo, Farewell, and thanks. \_Kxtf Dolahelln. 

Now, Iras, wlmt think’st thou ? 
Tliou, an Egyjdian puppet, shalt be shown 
In Itomis as w<dJ as I : meelinnie ^aves, 

ilh gn'asy a])ronR, rules, and hammers, shall 
Ujilifl us to the view ; in their thick breaths, 

Hank of gross di«‘t, shall w^e be enelouded, 

And forc’d to drink their vapour. 

Iras. Tlie gods forbi<l ! 

( leo. Nay, ’tis most certain, Iras ; — saucy lictors 
Will catch at us, like strumjKJts ; anti scald rhymers 
Hallad us out o’ tunc : the quick winedjans 
Extern] )orally will stage us, and j)rescnt 
Our Alexandrian revels ; Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see 
Some M|ueaking Cleopatra boy my greatness 
I’ the posture of a whore. 

Iras. O the good gods ! 

Cleo. Nay, that’s certain. 

Iras, ru' never soe’t; for I am sure my nails'®!*” 

Are stronger tluui mine eyes. 

Cleo. Wtiyy that’s the way 

To fool their preparation, and to csonquer 
Their most absurd intent8.^220) 

VOL. VIL QQ 
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Re-enter CiiAiiifiAK. 

Now, Charmian I — 

Show mo, my womoii, like a qiiei»ii : — go fetch 
My be^t nttiroH ; — I am again for Cydniis, 

To meet Mark Antony: — sirrah lras,^^2i) — 

Now, noble Cliarniiaii, w(‘’Il disjmteh indeed ; 

And, 'when tliou'st done tliis chare , Til give thee leave 
To l)hiv till doomsday. — Bring oui' orown and all. 

Wherefore's this noise? Iras, A noise within. 

Enter om of tht Guard. 

(itttfttf. Hen* is a rural follow 

That will not be denitsl 3 our higluioss’ presence: 
lie brings v<»n figs. 

(leo, I je^ him come in. [E,r{f Guard. 

AVhat poor an instrument 
May do a noble deed ! lu‘ brings im‘ libert\. 

Mv resolution's ])hie'd, and I lm\< nothing 
Of woman in im* : now Irom head io'^foot 
I'm mHrbl(*-<*onstunl ; now tlie fleeting mooii 
No planet is of m ine. 

tun of the (iiuiid, n tth Clown hnuginfj in a haslet. 

Gttdnf, Tliis is the man. 

(Ito. Avoid, and lea^e him. [Erit Guari\ 

Hast thou thejavtty w’orni of Nilus there, 

That kills and juiiiis not? 

Churn. Truly I Inn (' him : but I would not bo llie j>art3’ 
that should ilesire 3(»u to toueh him, for Ids biting is immor* 
tal ; those that do die of it do seldom or never recover. 

C(eo. l{eniemb(Test thou an3" that have die<l on’t? 

( hum. Very many, men and w'omen too. I heard of one 
of them no longer than 3 estenla3* : a ^ erv honest w oman, but 
something given to lie ; as a w’oman should not do, but in the 
w'a\' of honest}" : how she diotl of tlie biting of it, what pain 
she felt, — truly, she makes a ver}’ good report o’ the worm; 
Init he that will believe all that they sa}* shall never be saved 
bv half that they do : but this i& most fallible, the worm^s an 
Olid worm. 
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Cleo, Gret thee lienee ; farewell. 

i 'town. I wish you all joy of the worm. 

dovni his basket. 

fleo. Farewell. 

Clmcn. You must think this, look you, that the worm will 
do Ills kind. 

( Ay, ay ; farewell. 

down. Look you, the worm is not to l>o trusted Imt in 
the keoj)in" of wise j)0O])le ; for, indef*(l, there is no goodness 
in the worm. 

CU*o, Take tliou no care ; it shall l>o hoiMh^il. 

Clotcn. Very good. Give it nothing, I |>ray you, for it is 
not M ortli the feeding. 

< leo. Will it eat me ? 

tlown. You must not think I am mi simj>lo but I know 
tlu* (h*vil liimself will not eat a woman : 1 kmov Hint a wo- 
man is a dish for the gods, if the devil dress her not. Ihit, 
truly, thos<‘ same whoreson devils do the g<>d> great harm in 
their tvomen ; for in every ten that tluy make, tlu* devils mar 
ii\e. 

CIpo. Well, gel thee gone; farewell. 

Clown. Yes, fbrsootli ; 1 wish you joy o’ the worm. [_Ewlf. 

Jtc-entcr Juak with a rohe^ rvv/nv/, «Jt. 

Ch'o. Give me my rolie, put on iny crown ; 1 have 
liniiiortal longings in me : now no more 
The juice of Kgvpt’s grape shall moist thi§Ji|) : — 

Vans ^nre, good Iras; <piiek. — Mothiiiks I hear 
Antony call ; I see him rouse liimsell* 

To ]iraise my noble act ; I hear him mock 
Tile luck of Cajsar, which the gods givt* men 
T’ excuse their after wrath : — husband, 1 eonio : 

Now to that name my courage ])rovc my title I 
I’m fini and air ; my otlicr elements 
I give to baser life. — So, — ^liave you dom> ? 

Come then, and take tlie la.st w'armth of iny lips. 

Farewell, kind Cliarmian ; — Iras, long farew'dl. 

[^Kisses tlmii. J ms falls and dies.^^^^^ 
Have I the aspic in my lii>s ? Dost ftill ? 

If thou and nature can so gently part, 
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The (Stroke of death is as a lover’s pinch, 

Which hurts, and is desir’d. Dost thou lie still ? 

If thus thou vanishest, tliou tell’st the world 
It is not wr>rth leave-taking. 

67wrr. Dissolve, tliick cloud, and rain ; that I may say 
Tlie p)(ls th(jmselves do weep ! 

Cleo, This proves mo base : 

If she first meet the curled Antony, 

He’ll make deniiiiid oflier, and spend that kiss 

Whi(!h is my heavern to have. — Come, thou mortal wretch, 

[7b an asp^ tvhich she njplies to her hreiist. 
With thy sharp teeth this knot Intrinsic ato 
Of life at oiM‘e unti*? : jjoor venomous fool. 

Be an^^iy, and dispatch. O, couldst thou speak. 

That I might hear thee call great Ca*sar ass 
Unnolicied ! 

Chm\ O eastern star ! 

Cleo. l^eace, peace I 

Dost thou not see my baby at my breast, 

That sucks the 

Char. O, break ! O, break! 

CUo. As swe(d as balm, as soft as air, as gentle, — 

O Antony ! — Nay, 1 \\ ill take thet» too ; — 

\_Appltiin(j another asp to her arm. 

What should I stay — [i>«v. 

Char. ]n this vile world? — So, fare thee well. — 

Now boast thee, death, in thy possession lies 
A hv^s unparallerd. — Downy windows, close; 

And golden Bha'biis never be behold 
Of t*yos again st> royal ! — Your crown’s awry ; 

I’ll mend it, and then ])lay.'^-24) 

Enter the Guard, rushing in. 

First G Hoi'll. Where is the queen? 

Char. 8})eak softly, wake her not. 

First Guard. Csesar hath sent — 

Char. Too slow a messenger. [Applies an asp. 

O, come apace, di8]>atch : T partly feel thee. 

First Guard. Approach, ho ! All’s not w'ell : Caesar’s be- 
guil’d. 
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Sec, Guard. There’s Dolabclla sent fi*oin Ciesar ; call him. 
First Guard. What work is here I — Charinian, is tliis well 
done ? 

Char. It is well done, and fitting for a princes** 

Descended of so many royal kings. 

All, soldier I [/>iW. 

lie- enter Dolaiiella. 

I)ol. How goes it hero ? 

Sec. Guard. All dead. 

J>ol. Ciesar, tliy thoughts 

Touch their effects in this : thyself art coming 
To see jierform’d the dreaded act which thou 
Hi) sought "st to hinder. 

\Mlhm. A way there, a way for Ca*sar ! 

Jic-ehier C^nsAii and his Train. 

Ihl. O sir, you are too sure an aiigurer ; 

That you did fear is done. 

f Brav’st at the last, 

She lojcll’d at our jmrposes,<225) being royal, 

Took lier owm way. — The manner of their deaths? 

1 do not sec them bleed. 

l>ol. Who ’was last "with them ? 

First Guard. A simple countr^’man, that brought her ffgs : 
Tliis was his basket. 

Cws. Poison’d, tlicn. 

First Guard. O Ciesar, 

Tliis Charmian liv’d but now ; she stood and spake : 

I found lier trimming up the diadem 

On her dead mistress ; tremblingly she stood. 

And on the sudden clro])p’d. 

Ccps. O noble weakness ! — 

If they had swallow’d poison, ’twould appear 
By extemal^226) swelling : but she looks like sleep, 

As she would catch anotlicr Antony 
In her strong toil of grace. 

DoL Here, on her breast, 

There is a vent of blood, and something blown : 
like is on her arm. 
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First Guard. This is an aspic’s trail : and these fig-leaves 
Ha\o slime upon tliein, such as th’ aspic loaves 
Upon the cii>es of Nile. 

Cas. Most probable 

Tliat so slu‘ (li(‘(I ; ibr licr jdiysiciun tells mo 
Slie liatli jnirsifd con<*luMons infinite 
Of easy ^\aJs to dio. — Tsiko iij) her bed; 

And Jiear Ikt women from tlie monument : — 

Hhe shall bo l)uri<*d b\ her Antony : 

No gruAo iij)oii the cirtli shall clip in it 
A jMiir so famous. Hi^h events as these 
Htriki* tlios<* tliaf make thcmi ; and their story is 
No less in jiity than his ^lon which 
Brought them to be hinu^nkd. Our army shall 
111 sohunn slum ailend this funeral ; 

And tluui to R<iin<\ — (^>me, JhilalMlIa, see 

High order in tliis great solemnit}. [J 7 ,reMa^. 
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P.497, (i) ^^renegut" 

III thih line re if so written b}’ Shakespeare, mu>>it be pronounced as 
a liable, — renengucR, rrncegs, (Jn K\ng Ltar^ net li. inc. *2^ tlu* ({unrton 

lmM‘ “ jalltrinu, and tnrne their halcion lieakcs.*' Ac.) — It bUM lH*en 

proposed to read here “ rciieyu.” — The folio has *• ivnoages.'’ 


P. 4l*S. (a) “ y>nv' anti her «•»/? honrn^ 

St‘e note 56 on The Comedy of Jblrror*^ \nl. ii. ]». tiy. 


P. 40«. (3) trhoHi^^ 

Tht.* j«-‘io has “who.” — Corrected in the second folit). 


1». 499, (4) 

“ Kilter CiLliiMiAN, IHAB, Alexas, find a Studhsayery 
The folio has “Enter Enobarbus, Lniij)iriiis, a Southsiiyer, Pbnnniiis, Lucil- 
hu8, Channian, Iras, Murdinn the Kunneh. and Ale\as.” — “ It is not iin- 
posv.it)|e, indeed, that * Latnpriiis. Jlaniiiiw. Lueilius,’ ^q. ini^ht have bei 11 
s|>enkers in this scene as it W'as lii>t written ilown b} SliakcHpeare, who 
afterwards thought projier to omit their speeiduN, though at the Mime time 
lie forgot to erase their names as originally announced at thcii <*olle<‘tive 
entiauce.’’ Steevhns. — S o in the ojieiiingoJ Much Ado ohtntf J\oih*ny, the 
old edsi. make Leoiiato enter with “ Iniiogen his wife” (and again at the 
< oinmeuceiijcnt of act ii. w'ith **his wife”), though not a line throughout 
the iilay is given to any such character. See note 1 , vol. ii. p. 147. 


P. 499. (5) “ charge'^ 

So Southern in his copy of the hr^t iolio, Warburton, and Theobald. — The 
folio has “ change." — The late Mr. W. W. Williams (in The Parthenon for 
May 17th, 180:^, p. 89) would substitute “ hung.” 


P. 500. (6) “ And fertile^' 

Warburton’s correction. — The folio has “ <5* foretell.” 


P. 500. (7) 

In the folio thU name is printed os a prefix to the rest of the speech. 

P.501. (8) “iSMe” 

The folio hug ** Sane.**-— Conected in the second folio. 
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P.502. ( 9 ) 

fk> Warburton. — ^The folio lins “ wiiidcs an error Mrhich, as Malone ob- 
aerves, it has also in King John, act v. sc. 7 ; 

** and his siege is now 
Against tlie winde," Ac. 


P, 602. ( 10 ) “ Krom Sicyon, lut, the news!"' 

The folio has “ Ifh-om Sricitm how the newes?"" which Mr. CJollier’s Ms. Cor- 
rector alters to “ From Sicyon now the netrsj^' (as he alters hi The Merchant 
of Venice, act v. sc. 1, the old reading, **l*eace, haw the Moone sleCpeg with 
Kndlmion/* Ac. to “ Peace 1 now the moon,'* Ac.). — See the next note. 


P. 603. ( 11 ) 
The folio has 


** My idleness doth hatch. — Ilo, Em>harhtts ! 
Ite-cnter Enobaubus.** 

“ My idlenesse doth hatch. 


Filter Fnoharhus. 

How now Fnoharbtis"" 

• 

But the right reading is indubitably ** Ho, Fnoharhus !'" In all probability 
the auih<ir*s manuscript hud How Fnohurhys,"" to which some transcTi1)er 
or the original compositor, who did not understand wdiiit was meant, added 
“ now.** --Afterwards in this plnj' (p. 67*d). the folio has “The (iiiard, how! 
ti.c. ho!j Oh dispatch me.’* — “ How” fnM|ueiitl> occurs as the old spelling 
of “ ho:" see note 133 , vol. ii. j». 263, and note 82 , vol. ii. p. 428. — When, in 
my Frw JVotes, Ac. j*. 160, I brought forw'nrd the present correction, I w'oa 
not aware that Ciipell hud anticipated me; for the Varior. Shahespeare gives 
“How now 1 Fnoharhus/"" without any annotation. 


P. 603. ( 12 ) “ Viuler a comjteUing occasion,"" 

Ihc folio has “ Vnder a comjfclling an occasion."" 


P. 604. ( 13 ) “ the tears lire in an onion"" 

Qy, **the tears lie in,"" Ac./ — Ou “XiV and lire confounded’* sec Walkcr’fc 
Crit, Ftram, Ac. vol. ii. p. 210 . 


P. 604. ( 14 ) ""And get her leare to 2>art."" 

So Pope. — ^The folio has ""And get her loiic to part !" — “ Tlie same error has 
happened in Titus Andronieus, and therefore I have no longer any doubt 
tliat [here] leave was Shakespeare’s word. In that pla^* [act iii. bc. 1] vre 
find 

' He loues bis pleilges dearer than hia life,* 
instead of * He letsres," Ac.** Malone. 
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I*. 504. (is) “ such whose place is under vs, requires'^ 

So file Becond folio. — The first folio has *• Ih mu h whose places ruder rs, 
riNiuirc.” 


}*. 504. (i 6 ) ** / did not see him since.'’' 

** Head * Madam, 1 did not see him since*. ** Walker's Orit. Exam. &c. 
vol. iii. p. 204. 


1*. 505. ( 17 ) ** treasons" 

Walker ^Crit. Exam. &c. vol. i. p. 24C) would read “ tn*iii>ou.*’ 


I*. 500. ( 18 ) “ Equality of tm» dvmestte potvers 

Jireed" 

See note 114 on Loves Ijchour's lost, vol, ii. j>. 251. 


T' .' 107 . ( 19 ) And giro true eridence to his lore." 

Ml CollierV Ms. Corrector alters "eridence" to “credence;” \\hicli. snys 
Mr Sinf?or (Shahespeare 1 "indicated, Ace. p. 2 H 0 ). “would In* hpeeioUh, l>ul 
tli.'if the occurrence of trial in the nevt line slums that the i>ld text ie 
ri«:ht." — In the Sec. Part of Jltnry 17. net iii. sc. 2 , %\e have "true cn’- 
dtnee ." — Walker (Shahespt'are's ]'ersiJicfttion, ikc. p. 77) cites this passufre 
%>ith the reading " eride/UT." 


1*. 507. ( 20 ) "my" 

Inserted by the editor of the second folio. 

P. 507. ( 21 ) “ laurel victory 

Altereil in the second folio to “ Lawrell'd victory," which I suspect Shokc- 
siieare wrote here ; though Malone hnys that the earlier reading “was thi 
language of his time.” 

P. 508. ( 22 ) “ Our great competitor 

So Heath conjectured ; and so too Mr, Collier’s Ms. Corrector. — The folio 
hii«« “ One great," See., which 1 believe to be n decided error; though Roswell 
tells us that “ one great competitor is any one of his great comjietitors,” 

P. 508. ( 23 ) “ Vouehsafd to think" 

Tlie first folio has “ vouchsafe to thinhe;" the second folio “ did vouchsafe 
to think," 


P. 508, ( 24 ) “ abstract" 

^ the second folio. — The first folio has ** abstracts.” 
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P.608. ( 25 ) 

The folio has **foyleB/* — The change was made by Malone, who observes • 
** In the Mbs, of our author’s time and /‘are often undistinguiahable, and 
no two jcttcrs are so often confounded at the press. Shakespeare has m> 
regularly used tin's word [in Hamlet, Love's Labour's lost. Measure for 
Measure, See. Hart of Henry IV,, Henry VIII,, Troilns a7id Cressida,] in 
tlio Honse re<|uired hero, that there cannot, I imagine, he the smallest douht 
of tliu justness of this cmeiidatiou.** 


I*. .lOH. (26) ‘Wi/f on him for 7 

^'CoU on him/ says Jolmson, “is visit him." — Mr. Staunton explains it 
“fi-/// him to aerount for it." — Mr. ColliiT'b Ms. C'on-ector subbtitutes “Fall 
on him for't/ 


1 \ COO. (27) “ffi ihejwris 

men's reports" 

Mr. C«>lljcr’H Ms. Corrector substitutes *• to tin lleet.*' — I do not mean to say 
tliut the old taxt is wrong: but tlieie is souiutiiing disagreeable in the t\\o 
lines ending with the huiu4‘ h^lltible. 


P. COO. (28) "thar'il" 

So Wttrlmiitm. — Tbt* folio has “fearM.” 


r. COO. C*9) *' Cir/< yiny" 

Theobald's emendation. — The folio has ** lucking.'’ 


P. COO. C30) JtiseivioHS irassiiils," 

The folio has " Inset nious A'ussailes and Mr. Knight prints '^lascivious 
vassals,” though the rest ot the speech so distinctly shows that here “ was- 
sails" and nut vassals” are in question. 


1 \ CIO. (31) 'tis time tve twain" 

Has been altered to ** time is it that fve twain." 


P. CIO. (32) ‘ wv” 

The folio has “ me wdiich Mr. Knight retains ! — Corrected in the second 
folio. 


P. CIO, (33) *'know" 

The folio has “knew,” — “Of course *knens\" Walker’s Crit, JExam. Ac. 
vol. iii. p. 205. 
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1*. 510. (34) “Char. Ytni thluh 0 / ymi too much, 

Cleo. Oy *tU treamn /” ice. 

* I Biuspcct * Y«V of being an iiiterjiolation ; and so Steexens ; 

* You think u£ him 

Too much. 

(Ivo, O, trctthon 1 

Char. Miidani, I trust not ho.’ ’* 

Walker'^ Crit. J2xam, &o. xol. iii. p. 205. — ('upeli gave the* reading and 
arrangement here rccoiniiiendcd. 

r. 512.(35) thr Jirm ItontaH" 

Wjilher {Lrif. Kxam. ice. vol. iii. p. 205) mi>h; ** What can 'Jirm' mean here? 
Read ’the./i/'Af lioniun’.” — But does not mean vonstaut* 

1'. 5IJ. (36) “dw arm~ffaunf xlittJC 

Hi ’ • urm-ifannV'^ has been explainerl <<» mean — lean and Hiin h}’ much 
ill xviir,’’ — “made gnuiit (or lliin) l»y long um* of — “ tldn- 

^li^tulde^ed,*’ — mid “blender as one’s iirin.’ — IJannnT ]»iints “ </« 

albo gi\en by Mr. (’ollier’H Ms. ( orreel*>r. — M umiii ptoim*si.*k (xeiy 
badl \ ) •• u terniugunt »irid and so Walker {Cnt, y.xatn.^n. vol. in. p. 207). 
— iioudeii conjecture^ “rt// armgant — Mr. W. LettbOin (note on 

^^ulKel•h ('rit. JCu’am. \,c. vol. Jii. ji. 20b) temarks, “ It has long hlruek me 
tlnit " armt ‘ffaunf’ is a mere misprint for * rantj/atinf^ [i.e. i>raneingj, and I 
have lately oliKirved that this reading has been pretpo^ed by Mr, it. (i. White 
L'vlio now, ill his eil. of tihakerjfvurry ndoiits Haumer’s emendatioi» j.” 

P. 512. (37) “ H tfji hcastly dumb'd by him.'* 

The folio Iiar» “H7y# luarily duinla' by him wliioh Mr. Singer, in the new 
edition of his ShukrAjjcarr. retains, considering “dumb” as the past tense 
of dum but in our nutlior's J*rrtrlrSj Introd. to act the ohl eojiies hav 
“ J>ee]ie elearks hhe dumh'iC' [and “ j, vVc. — Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector 
Hibhtitules *• H boastfull} dumb'd by him," becau.se be hux»peiied not to 
perceive the meaiiiiig which Shake‘<iK’are evidentl) intended hraittly'* to 
eonvty. viz. #w t/u manner of a beaut , — i. e. by nutef'ieulaie mound*, which 
rendered vain all attempts at s} awaking on the ]>ari of Alexus. (1'hc adverb 
*■ beamtly"’ occurs in The Taminy of the hhretr, act iv'. sc. 2, 

** Fie on her 1 sec, how heaistly she doth court him !” 
nud in Cymbcline, act v. sq. 3, 

“ and will give you that 
Like beasts, which you sliun beaxtly ."'} — 

1805. “In the passage from Antony and iJeojtafra, dvmhe has been 
di'femled by a reference to the Anglo-Saxon : a prciH>sterous abuse o£ ety- 
mology, even if the Anglo-Saxon adjective dumb really were the past parti- 
ciidc of Demmanr Note by Mr. W. N. Lettaom on W'alkeFs OrU, Exam, 
voL ii. p. 62. 
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P. 612. ( 38 ) “ m mun eUe." 

Tlie folio has “ no mans else '* — Corrected in the second folio. 


P. 513. ( 39 ) “il/y powers are crescent, and my auyuriny hope 
Says it will come to the full.** 

Theobald ])rinted *• -1/y power’s a crescent,'^ See,, observing ; “ It is evident 
beyond a «U)ubt that the poet’s allusion is to the moon ; and that PomiH*y 
would say, lie is yet but a half-moon or crescent ; but his hopes tell him 
that crescent will come to a full orb.’* 


r. 614. ( 40 ) 

The late Mr. W. W. Williams (in The Parthenon for May 17, 1862, p. 89) 
would rend “ fold.” 

r. 614. ( 41 ) “ warPiV* 

The folio has “ wan’d.” — C’orrcctcd in the second folio. 

P.615. ( 42 ) Hark ye;' 

The folio has lleurkc.” 

J*. 616. ( 43 ) ** I should tlo thus," 

Opposite these words the folio has a stage-direction, Plourish instead of 
'uhich Mr. Collier’s Ms. CoiTcctor gives "They shake hands," 


P. 616, ( 44 ) "And hare my learning from some true reports. 
That drew tluir swords frith, you," 

See note 140 on Lore's Labour's lost, vol. ii. p. 264. 


P. 616. ( 45 ) "not" 

Inserted by Koii\c. 

P. 616. ( 46 ) "excuses' 

Qy. “ excuse” ? 


P. 618. ( 47 ) "spoken," 

Qy. ** spoke” ? 

P. 618. ( 48 ) "your considerate stone," 

On this speech, in the second edition of his Shakeipeare, Mr. Collier’s note 
runs thus; "i,e, I will be as considerate as a stone. Johnson’s notion 
that Enobarbus meant to call Anton^^ ‘a considerate stone,’ does not seem 
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to lUf recollecting that the words were those of a rough free-spoken soldier, 
M»ch * an absurdity’ as it appeared to the Rev. Mr. Dyoc (* Remark*^/ p. 24U). 
In siicaking of the note in our first edition, ho ought to have rememl>erud 
tuo things, which he has entirely overlooked, viz. tliat we gave the very 
text he supports, and that wo ourselves said that no change was needed,” 
&c. 

Mr. Collier's mis-statements are marvellous. The “notion that Eno- 
lmrhu*4 meant to call Antony *a considerate stone*” ntrer oervrrf*fl to any 
critic except J/r. Collier hiniaelf^ though he now Ki>oakB of it as “ JOHNSON'ft 
notion.'* 

The note of Johnson is ; “ This line is passed by all the editors, as if 
tiny understood it, and believed it universally iutelliixiblc. I cannot find 
in it any ^ery obvious, and hanlly any possible titcaning. 1 would therefore 
rc:i<l ‘(jo to then, you considerate onen.* i'oii who dislike ni} frankness 
find temerity of hpooch, and arc so eonniJerate and discivet, go to, <lo your 
own business.” 

Mr. (.'ollier's note in his first edition is ; “ It may bo a <inestiou, whether 
fbiobiirltiis means to call Antony' *a considerate stone,* or to Kuy merely 
that Ik- will be silent ns a stone. If the former, we inii^t, with Johnson, 
clmiure ‘your* of the folios to you ; but the latter aifords a clear iiienniiig 
without any alteration of the ancient text.” 

On the immediately preceding note 1 observed : ” ICnobarbus call Antony 
o htonc ! ho would us soon have ventured to throw one at him. .lohnson’s 
pnjjtosed alteraiion, of which Mr. Collier cites only a i»urt, bad as it certainly 
was, dul not involve such an absurdity.” J*cmarh»^ Afc. p. 24(J. 

I have thus distinctly proved that “the notion that Knobarlais meant to 
call Antony ‘a considerate stone”* belongs exclusixely to Mr. (’oilier; for 
whieh proof, as he is now inclined to think luther fuvourabl} of that 
” notion,” he will surely thank me. 

I*. ulK. (49) *' tSay vot BO, Agrippa : 

If Cleopatra heard you, your rcjtroof 
^yere 7tcll desrrCd of rashneBB,** 

The folio has 

'^Sog not, say Agrippa; if Clcopatcr heard you, your proofc lecre." iS.c. 

I*. 310. (50) “ truths troulfl he hut tales,'* 

^‘'o Poi>c. “ Rightly, I think,** says Walker, Shahrspearc^s Versifieation, Ac. 
p. 103. — The folio omits — Caiiell prints truths would then be tales,'* 

P. 520. (51) “Ant. ^%l^erc lies he ? 

CiDB. About the Mount Misenvm.** 

The folio has “ — the A/at/af-Mesena.** — 

*■ Arrange and write ; 

* Where lies he 7 
Gees. *Boui 

The Mount Misenum.’ ” 

Walker*B Crit, JE^am, Ac. vol. iii. p. 298. 
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P. 620. ( 5 a) ** digegted:' 

So the eeoond folio. — ^Tho ftrst folio has ** disgested.*' — See note za on Corw~ 
lanuB, Yol. vi. p. 240. 

P. 521.(53) 

Pur ifU‘ thfi ftaiU^ and m perfumed titat 

The Tciiulit were loee-niek with them ; ilC oara were silver,** 

In the second line Mr. Knight adheres to the pointing of Uio folio, 

“ Thu winds were lovc-sick : with them the oars were silver 
end he observes, “ The ordinary reading is * The winds were love-sick with 
them.' The reading ivhit'h the old putut^tation gives its is surelg vwre poctU 
caV* ! 

P. 621.(54) ‘^ghm* 

The folio has gloue.” 

V. 021. (S5) 

Her geufle/rotneu, like the JVerridts, 

Sf inong mer maids, tended her i' ih* eyes. 

And made their bends adornings :** 

Here in my iirst edition 1 altered ** A ere ides** to “Nereids,” — -wrongly; for 
formerly the word useil to be written Aerelfies we, for instance, the article 
‘"Aereides*' in Heywood’s larious Jfistorie eoneerninge Women, Ace. p. 
ud. I(i2l. — In the third line for " adornings* Wnrhurton substitutes “ador- 
ings;” a more than i»Inusible emendation, and pronounced by Walker (CWf. 
E,ram. I'te. vol. iii. p. 21K0 to be “ undoubtedly the true reading.” 

P. .*121. (56) “/Ar si then tackle 

Swell wilJt the touches of ihoM\tlower-soft hands,** 

lien* *' tackle'* is a plural. (The second folio has “Tackles”). — Mr. Collici’’-* 
Ms. (\»rreetor substitutes “ Smell with the touches," Aic. — In reference to the 
(\»rruetor’s reading, .Mr. W. N. lAdtsoin (note on Walker's Celt, Ejram, icc. 
vol. ii. |». :it»0) observe.'. ; “ (’leopiitra, of course, did not w^aste money in buy- 
ing seentN when every one of lier w-aitiug-muids had a perfumery at her 
Ungers’ ends.” 


P. 622. (57) “ Aerer ; he will not :** 

The folio has 110 point after **AWer:'* but this docs not read like a passage 
w'herc the author meant to use the double negative. — In the third folio there 
is a comma after “ AVtrr.” 

P. 522. (58) * “ (food night, sir,** 

In the folio these -words form part of the preceding speech. — They -w'crc 
given by the editor of the second folio to Octavia. — “Antony has already 
said * Gooil night, sir,* to (.’lesar in the three first words of his speech. The 
repetition would bo absozd.” IUtson. 
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P.523. (59) ^^thitlurr 

Mftson would read hither." 


P.523. (60) 

“/.r.” 6*ayH Warlmrton, “the divinitory a^^itatiun." — Theobald Bubstitutod 
“ iintion.” 


]’. 523. (61) 

S> the second folio ; ^%hich readinu^ aiim»es with the pa '‘sage of Plutarch cited 
in tlie next note. — The firht folio hau 


r. ,523. C6a^ ^*Jh‘come» a 

.Mt < 'oilier now prints with his MK.Corrc*ctnr *‘/?c nfenrd jind observes 
M» lii-' nott^ ; “‘VVe should not be disposed to disturb the test, if the emeii- 
diiti' 11 in the corr. fo. 1032 bad not pn*oist»lv a^eed with that <»f rjiloii, 
11] i»ro\etl bj’ Johnson [ — no, r//jfapproved by Jobii'^on A. D |. The scene is 
liiUin from North's *■ Pliiturcb * ‘For thv Demon, said be (that is to say, the 
j^ood iiiifrell and spirit that kepctli thee") is a^frinffl of hiK * and being cora- 
gious and biirli when be is alone, beeoineth fearfull and timerous when bo 
(oinineth neare unto the other.' Life of Antonins, p. IIS5, edil — 

\Vulker sRAs. “ I should prefer Utfuinl,' but 1 cannot awuj with ajmrd — 
e I rj>onvr'(/\"' Exam. Acc. vol. iii. p. 21Mk 


P. 523. (63) he amay^ 'th uohh’^'* 

The folio lias hr nlway /” wdiicb the editor of the second 

folio sagaciously altered to lu id way is Enable 


P.524. C64) “///r” 

Added in the second folio. 

P. 525. (65) Tawny-finu'd 

The folio has “ Tamiy fine.” 

P. 525.(66) “7/rtwi” 

Altered by Hanmer to “ Rain,” “ The term employed in the text is much in 
the style of the speaker.” Malonb. 

P. 525, (67) “ if tlwu gay so, rillain,** 

Walker conjectures ** if tkou do say so, rillain," SIuihr^eare*s Versifieation, 
^c. p. 48. 
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P. 525. (68) “ rchy »p tart a favour" 

Tho *'why" added by Rowe (and by Mr. Collier's Its. Corrector) is absolutely 
necessary for tho sense of this passage^ to say nothing of the metre. 


P.520. (69) “is” 

Tho folio has « 'tis." 

P. 527. (70) “ The man i* innocent^' &c. 

“ Arrange, rather, as my ear requires ; 

* The man is innocent. 

Cleo, Some innocents 

Scape not the thunderbolt.' ” 

Walker’s Crit. Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 300. 


P. ri2H. (71) 

*• f?, iJiat htH fault Hhonltl ttmhc a Itnaec of i1u‘C, 

That art not irhat thou'rt sure of!'* 

« 

Of the various alterations of this )):is4ago — from llanmer’s to Mr. Grant 
White’s — 1 scarcely know which is the wnVst. 

In the second edition of his Shakespeare Mr. Collier prints* 

*‘Oh ! that his fault should ms^ke a knave of thee 
That art not. Wliat 1 thou’rt sure of’t ?” 

^’Our puneUiation,” he says, **of this disputed passage is that of Monck 
Mason; and wc also adopt his emendation of ‘ of’t’ foiw/. .... The 
Rev. Mr. I\vce is in somewhat of a dilemma here : he eoinplaiiis (* Remarks,* 
p. 24(i) that nonsense is made of the passage by not ]>rinting ‘of’ oft in our 
lirst edition, ami yet he ‘strongly protests against any deviation from the 
old editions,' — just ns if we had deviated: we gave the very words and 
letters of the ‘ old edition.^.’ ” 

The subterfuge t»» whieli Mr. Collier has recourse on tlie present oocasum 
is highly discreditable to him ; “we gave the VERY words aniI letters 
OF THE * OLD EDITIONS' " ! Now, the reading of the folio 1G23 is 

“ Oh that his fault should make a knaHo of thee. 

That art iu)t what th’art [later folios “ thou art”] sure of.” 
and Mr. Collier in his first edition printed 

“ O ! that Ills fault should make a knave of thee 
That art not ! What / thvu'rt sure of?"* 
giving, it may bo admitted, “ the very words and letters of the old editions,'* 
hut pointing tho passage so as entirely to alter its moaning. Hence my re- 
mark (to which Mr. Collier alludes above) ; 

“ Monck Mason's punctuation, with the change of ‘ oP to * oft,* afforded 
at least a sense : but Mr. ^Collier, by adopting that punctuation without 
changing ‘of’ to *oft,* hug mode tho passage mere nonsense. I idiould 
atrongly protest against any deviation from the old eds. here. ‘That art 
nut what thou'rt sure of’ may mean * That art not the evil tidings of which 
thou givest me such assurance.’ " 
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P. 528. ( 7 ») “ Jn praising AHtotiy^*'* Sec, 

*• Arrange and write, perhaiw ; 

* In praising Antony, Fbave diepraisM ('n'sar. 
f7iar. Many times, madam. 

rieo. Pm paid ^or’t now. — T^ead me from hence ; I faint : 

O, Iras — Charmian — Tis no matter. — do' 

To th' fellow, good Alexas ; hid him rojiort 
The feature of Octavia, her yearn. 

Her inclination,’ Walker’s Cnit, JKjram, Stc. vol. iii. j>. ;i<K). 


1*. 52H. ( 73 ) “ TJir lit her way'i* a ^farnP 

} f. “The other way he is a Mara.” (UMialJy altereti fo “ Tftt eulhrr nuig 
he's a Mars.'"') 


• \\ 521). ( 74 ) “ thr' 

Added ill the second folio. 


1 *. r.29. (74’") -aj-rr" 

The folio has ** offers.’* But see what f<»11ov\*.. 


I*. ,^»30. ( 75 ) *'tarfff‘M*' 

Here, us also in Cgmlwl ] act v. sc. 5, s<*vrrnl editors are agreed in altering 
to “targe:*’ and W’'ttlker {Shahrsprarr's Versitiraiion^ t<i\ p. 2r*3> 
iKoiiId jirint hoth here and in / “ targe* ” as u jiliiral form. When 
tie ailds (p. 204) that “ Targe in the singular would not lite Klizahethan 
Kngliflh,” I am not sure that I uiidrt-stnnd him : — hut compare the following 
T)H.ssngeB of <Jhapman*s IJomer ; 

“and strooke the strong ( ’hersidanias, 

As from his cliariot lie leapt dowin-, henuath his targe of hrasse." 

Jlia<U h. xi. 1 >. h'ih, ed. folio. 

*■ And (wriUi his ]un 8 e) strooke through the targe of that hraiie Lycinii 
king.” B. xii. p. 157. 

** With sword and fire they vext for them their targes hugely round. 
With oxehides lin*d,” A:e. B. xii. i». 15H. 

” Deijihobus thrust forth his farge^' ice. B. xiii. ji. 172. — 

In a note on the line of Ogmheline Mr. Singer {^Shakespeare^ cd. iS-'dl) oh- 
MTves ; The plural targes seems to have l»eeii formerly a monosyllahle 
Uargs"]^ as in Froittoh, where its oldest form is targaes." That ('hapman at 
least did not use it as a monosyllable is shown by the third of the passages 
just cited from his Horner, 


P. 580. ( 76 ) ” meanings'' 

"ITie folio has “ meaning.” 

VOL. VII. 
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P.r* 81 .( 77 ) 

Added in tlio third folio. 

P. .■Ja 4 . (78) “ nr you sinh:* 

Tho folio hfiK “for you Mtul/r.'* — Corrected by Walker, Crif. Exam. &c. vol.ii. 
p. .*l21.--Tlieolmld printed “Tore you sinh:' 

P. ri:ir>. (79) “ All ihen M flkhip'" 

SoiiOnTii in his oo|)y of the folio l(Sft 5 . Pope, and Mr. (''ollier’s Ms. Cor- 
rector.-'-The folio bus All there in fhiup." 

P. (80) “ 1ln w, in dninle 

The folio bas ^^fheu In* in /Irunlt.^' 

P. riJiri. (81 ) “ J w/Z it ffrmrn foulpr''* 

So the HeeoinlT<ilio. — Tlie first bilio has auH if jfrow fouler'"' (out of which 
Mr. Singer, in his Khahenpenre, ISotJ, ninkes “An if grow /ew/er,” — not a 
probable rending). 

P. .*i:i(J. (8z) '‘'‘hear" 

The folit» has “beate.*' 

P. rififi. (8*5) “ro/ the short 

“ Perhaps, * ashore ’ or ‘ ou short " Walker’s ('rif. Exam. ko. vol. iii. p. 

P. .%a7.<84) “ Men." 

This prefix is by mi^take omitted in the bdio. 

P. *1:17.(85) ^^ehariofsr 

Qy. “ chariot” \ 

p. r»;i 7 . (86) 

“ Defter to learr unHoue^ than hy our deed 
Actjuirv too high a fame mhen him me Merre's a tray." 
Stcevciis reatls ; 

“ Differ lear^ undone, than hy our deed etequire 
Tott high a fame^ trhen him me eerre's atray." 


“ Probably ; 


* for learn this, Silius : l»etter 
To leave undone, than by our deed acquire,' See. 



NOTKS.] ANTONY ANP CLEOPATRA. «I1 

or |)crhBi>R ; 

* Better to leanre undone, 

Than by our deed acquire too hi^rh a fame, 

When him we serve’B away.' ” 

Walker’rt (Vit. Exam. &.c. vol. iii. p. JWk). 


P. />3H. (87) ** 77wit hunt. VeatuUMif that 

Without the which a noldier^ and Mm 
( rrania scarce distinct ion." 

*• The niennin^ BccmR to be, aH Warburlou war the to bhow, — Thou haKt 
tiiat iwisdom^ or prudence) waiitiiifr whieli a •^oldicr t»hows hardly 

better than hia RcnaeleHR Rword.” STArNTON. — Mr. ('t>llier’K Mr. Corrector 
substitutes “ GaiiiR” for “ tr rants,'* 


]• 589.(88) O/AHtoMj/.^" 

The ft»lio has “Oh Anthony.*' — ('orrccted by ITaimier. 


P. ,189. (89) 

Tlio folio has “ Kijrure.” 


'*Jif/ures." 


P. .189. (90) 

“ Thinhf speaks castf rrrilc^ numher^ — hool-^ 

Hh lore to Antony. Hut as for Cresur. 

Kneel** Acc. 

SomothiiiK has dropiKsd out from the ftrst line. (A niod<*rn avrauKement is , 
“ Thinh^ speaky casi, write, sing, 7iumher, /ow, his lore 
To Antony. Hut as for ('trsor. 

Kneel** fce.) 


P. 539. (91) '^for far better** 

^ Capcll and Walker. — The folio nmitn Ilanmcrprinte<l ""for uiueh 

better.** 

P. 540. (92) “ That** 

“ Qy. ‘ Thus*?** Walker’s CHt. Exam. Ac. vnh iii. j). :iOI. 


P. 540. (93) « at full (tf tide,** 

The folio has “at the full of Tide** (an error occaBioncd by the preoedin^ 
'*the **), — The editor of the Hooond folio corrected the line ; and “ thuK,” 
w^ys Mr. Knight gravely, “ the freedom of the rhsrthm is destroyed, whilst 
t*»e image is weakened” f 
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P. 540. ( 94 ) “ till I wept toor 

Tlieuliald^H correction. — The folio has Zwecpc too;" vhich StecvenH 

and (*a]Hill vaiTily endeavour to defend. (According to Capell, Theobald's 
correction introducen a violation of character : but Enobarbus is not alto- 
gether unused to the melting mood for afterwards (p. 505) we find him 
Baying, 

“ Look, they weep ; 

And 7, an am ottion-ey'd" &c.) 


V. 542. ( 95 ) 

“ MfKH. Jirown^ madam: aaid her forehead 
/!« Ion' a» »he would n'inh it" 

Narcs ( in v. “Forehead*'), and Walker (^Shahegjjea n'' s VerHiJication, 
Slc. p. 174), propose to r€*ad 

** J/eMM. Urown, madam. 

t’l/'o. And her forehead I 

Mesa. As low ns she would wish it.” — 

When Malone observed that “ }ou and j^he are not likely to have been 
confounded, otticrwise W'e might suppose that our author w'rote *As low 
us yon would wish it’ and when Mr. Collier's Ms. Connector mode the 
same alteration, — they were neither of them aw'iire that the Messenger uses 
a eant phrase* “I onei’,” writes Steeven'i, “o\crheard n chambermaid say 
of her rival ‘ that her legs were as thick an ehe could n'hh ihem," ’’ 


I*. 54 .‘ 1 . ( 96 ) “ them 

The folio h«H “ tln‘n.” 

1 *. ot.'l. ( 97 ) *‘/n not fooh't" 

Thirlby’s correction: and a certain one. — The folio has "he 7iot look't.” 
— The editor of the second folio ]irints "he had look’t,” wdiich is down- 
right nonsense : and Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector substitutes “ he but look u, 
which is little better than nonsense. 

P. 545. ( 98 ) “ Sure" 

This insertion, to prop u]> a manifestly imperfect line, was proposed b^' me 
in iny former edition. — Steevens insi'rts “And.” 

P. 545. ( 99 ) “//riwrx” 

Tlio folio has “ your.” — Corrected in the second folio, 

P. 545. ( 100 ) "Afatj" 

The folio has “staine” (a misprint for "efaie "'), — Boswell and Mr, Collier’^ 
Ms. (Corrector saw what was the true reading. 

P. 548. (loi) “Fewr” 

The folio has “ You.”— Correoted in t^e second folio. 
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The folio has “ he’s.” — Corrected in the second folio. 
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P. 544, ( 103 ) “ world f tJiou hast a jMir" 

ilaiimer’s correction. — The folio has “ 7%rfi would fftoo hadst a patrr." 

P. 544. ( 104 ) “ They'll grind the one the other:' 

Here the folio omits ^^the one" (the tranHeril>er’s or coiuposiior's eye liavinx 
glanced from the first “ the" to the second). 


P. 545. ( 105 ) Lydia:' 

“ I’or ‘ Lydio: Mr. Upton, from Plutarc h, has roHtt>rod ‘ L> hia*.” .loHNSON, — 
III the transluiiou [of Plutarch] from the KrcMu-hof Aii)>ot. liyThc»K North, 
115 liillo, will he seen at onot* the origin ot thU iiii-^laUe : ‘ Kir**! of all la* 

ihd iMahlish Cleopatra queen of Kj?jpt, o1 Cyj>rus, of Lydio^ and the li*\\er 
^>na'.” Parmer. — “The present reudinK is rifrht , for, in p. 517, «here 
< .<‘aar is recouiitin^j: the several kind's whom Antony had assembled, he i^ives 
the kingdom olLybia to llocchus.” illAtsoN. 


P. 545. ( 106 ) “ IHh ttotiit hv there jtrorlnim'd the kin<jit of king*;'' 

Tiie folio has “ Uis ^Sonneji hither proclaimed f/drKing of Ktntjit:' 


P. 54d. ( 107 ) “ w’ith her Train.** 

“ St» say the old copies, and there can be no possible reason for following the 
example of modern c'ditors by oiiiiiting the words. It must have )»een a small 
train ; she hud not * an arm} for an usher,’ us ajipears by what follows ; hut 
she was not wholly unattended.” Colei EH. 


P. 54(5. ( 108 ) " {txtcHtalioa" 

Theobald substituted “ostent ;*’ and Walker {(Jrit, Kjcam. &e. vol. iii. p. 5(12) 
proposes “ * ostentiou* (prolajrly ‘ ostension ).” 


P. 546. ( 109 ) “ ohxtrucf" 

The folio has “ abstract.” 


P. 546. ( 110 ) “ Oct. My lord^ in A then*, 

Cn*s. Ah, my mogt wronged Kiefer 
Walker (U/*if, Exam, Ac. v<il. il. p. 145) would reacl 

“Oct. My lord, i« AtheuM. 

Cass. No, 

No, my most'' Ac. 
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P. 547. (ill) “ Polent0H> tmd Amyntas^ 

Tits kings of JMedc and IjycaonAay* 

Here Upton would make an alteration, which, as Steevena aaya, “ obviatea 
all impropriety 

“ Polemon and Am3mta8 
Of Lycaonia ; and the King of Mede 

but the old text ia doubtless what Uie author wrote. 

1 *. 547. (i la) “ Tdl me jforrHvid both how you were wrong'd," 

So (*a]>ell. — Tlio folio has “ Till we i)erceiu\l both Juno you were wrong led.” 

1*. 547. (113) “ nuiltc them miuigters'' 

The folio has “makes his Ministers the second folio '‘'‘Make his MiuU- 
ters" 


V. 547. (i 14 ) “Am/ ,so, sir cU*. 

“ Arrange, perlisph ; 

* 1h it HO, bii I 

('(/•M. Most certain. Sister, welcome I 
Pray you, be e\er known to patience : — 

Mv deiiresf Hihter!’” 

Walker's Cnt, Mxam. Ac. vol, iii. p. 303. 


L*. 51^.(115) tJten' 

Walker {^Crit. TJjeam, Ac. vol, iii. p. 303) conjectures “ theuee.” 


I*. 54b. (116) “ Photiuus" 

So the name is also accented in Lord Stirling’s Doomsday : sec Walkei 
Shakespeare's \ ersifeatum, Ac. p. 173, 


1*. 540. (117) " muleters" 

The folio has “ Militers the second folio “ iMulitcrs.” (In TJu‘ Iflrst Part 
of Hvttry VJ, act iii, sc. 2, the folio has “base Muleters of France,” Ac.) 


V. 541). (118) “ J hare" 

Hanmer ])rints “Why, I hare a very probable emendation. 


P. 550. (119) “ Manuts Oetarins" Ac. 

“.This speech, according to the prefix in the folio 1G23, belongs to a i)orson 
who*^} name liegaii with Yen. ; perhaps for Veunard, an actor in the part of 
Canidius. The mistake is also in the later folios.” Collier. 
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P. 552. (i 2 o) “ ribavdred nag of £ggptf-^'* 

Here “ rihandred** has been altered to “ ribald” and to “ ribald-rid.” — ^Again, 
Tyrwhitt suggested that “ nag'' should be changed to “ hag,” — in which alUir- 
ation Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector and Mr. Singer agree with him. Mr. f ’oilier 
defends it by asking, “how was leprosy to afflict a nag /” — as if a real nag 
were in question I Mr. Singer (in hiB ShaJteitpeaee, IHrdJ) says, “the poet 
would surely not ha\e called Cleopatra a nag!'' Hut since slie has been pre- 
viously (p. 547) called “ a trull,” I see no reason for wondering that she 
fejiould now be called “ nag^" i.c. jade, linekncv. (** Know we not Calloo-ay 
nags?" exclaims Pistol, alluding to Doll Tearsbeot. iSfec. Part of He nr g 1 V. 
act ii. so. 4.) 


P. 552. (i 2 i) “ 

The folio has “ liis ha's ." — Corrected in the second folio. 


P. 633. ( 122 ) “ he tjoM 

Capell prints begone^ begone Kteevens eoiijoctureb begone ^ 1 say.” 


P. 553. ( 123 ) Fricnil^^be gone : yon shall 

Hare letters from itu to soon Jen nds" 

“ Perhaps ^ Felloms. be gone’ {soen)," Walker’s fV/f. Kiam. vol. i. p. 2 SH. 
Here Walker wtuild alter whai an eailier line (ll»e second) ol tbis spt*ccb 
jiroves to be quite right. Whether or not tliere he any error in “ some J r tends" 
I cannot determine. 


P. 553. ( 124 ) “ f/tat" 

Tlie folio has “ them.” 

P. 664. ( 125 ) “ Oo to Flint f madam" Ac. 

“ Perhaps the right arrangement is ; 

* Go to him, madam, speak to him ; he's uuqualitied 
With vei’y bhamc. 

CUto. Well, then, — sustain me : — O I’ ” 

Walker’s Crit. Hxam. Ate. vol. iii. p. 


P. 554. ( 126 ) ''hut 

Your comfort mahfis the reseut." 

Qy. “ Your comfort make ihx reseue" ? fur here “ but" meuiib unless. 

P. 664. ( 127 ) “ By looking bach what I have left behind" 

Has been altered to “ By looking hack on what" ficc. ; very iinjiroperly, the 
old text haying the same meaning. 
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P. 664 . (iz8) “ And tltou ahouldgt torn me after : o^er my wpvrvt 
ThyfulV' 

The folio has 

And tJiou aliouWgt stowe m^e after, O're my spirit 
The full:' 

P. 666. (iz9) ^'^roithitC* 

Tills word might be fairly ejected, as it has no other force than to derange 
the metre.” Steeyenb. — I t was thrown out by Hanmer. 

P. 666. (130) “ To his grand sea.” 

** Meaning — ^the sea that he (the dew-drop) arose from,” &c. Capell’s Nifftes, 
icc. vol. i. P. i. p. 40 . — “ Shakes] )care might have considered the sea as the 
source of <lewh ns well ns rniii. Jlis is used instead of /7/t.” Stebvbns. — 
Nanmer printed ** To ilie grand sra ;** which is pronounced to bo right by 
Walker, {Jrit, JSxam, &o. vol. i, p. 314 , vol. iii. p. 303 , and by his e^tor in a 
note in the lagt-mentioncd place. 

1 *. 560 . ( 1 3 1 ) “ nwre, 

From thine inrent ion ^ offers:^' 

‘‘Read ‘aA?r/morc, 

Fr(jiii thine invention, offer.' ” 

Walker’s (Jrit. Exam. &c. vol. i. p. 253 . — 
In this passage Mr. Urnnt Wliile would make n very violent transposition. 

P. 660. (132) “ Thy reus 

The folio has ” Thidias” here and afterwards. 

P. 660 . (133) ” Wtiat tiutugh" 

Walker (^W/. Exam. Acc. vol. ii. p. 167 ) proposes “What an thmghff' “un- 
less,” he adds, ^\(\ibX although' [given by several editors] be allowable, 
which I doubt.” 

P. 660 . ( 1 34) *^follotv 

“ Surely, for the sake of metre, we should read [with Pope] ‘ follow you ?' ” 
Steevens. 

P. 667 . (135) 

Pope substituted “ caparisons.” 


“ comparisons" 
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P.567. ( 136 ) That he thould d/team^ 

Knowing all meaeureit, the fuU Cteear will 
Answer his cmjitiness /** 

Mr, Collier’s Ms. Corrootor substitutes ** Knowing all miseries, thcfuU," &c. 
— “The words /tfW and emqrtiness prove to a demonstration that ^measures' 
is the right word.” Blackwood's Magazine for Oct. 1853, p. 407. 


P.667. ( 137 ) '‘Host'' 

Very probably “ noses with Walker, fVi#. &c. vol. i. p. 261. 


P. 658. ( 138 ) “ Further than he is iUesar," 

The folio has “ Ferther than he is Cmsars an en*or occasioned perhaps by 
“that is CtBsars" at the end of the preceding speech. (Later in this play, 
p. 676, the folio has the sauie mistsike. — “ Packt Tards with Cu'sors^' Acc.). 
— Here tlie editor of the second folio itiade the proper eorreetion. — Malone 
retains Farther than lu‘ is l^a'sarV' (with a monstrous expiaiifitiou) ; and 
so does Mr. Collier, silently. — 1865. Mr. (Collier now prhits “ tVesar." 


P.538. ( 139 ) ** Fbt as deserred. 

Cleo. lie's a god^" 

“ Fol. * deserved' So read, and ^ lie's' 
ker’s Crit. Exa^a. &,o. vol. iii. p. 305. 


P. 658. ( 140 ) put yourself under his shroird'' 

A line manifestly mutilated : llanmer added to it “tJie great Mr. (Jollier’s 
Ms. Corrector, more happily, makes it end with “ who is.” 


P. 660. ( 141 ) ** ileputafion" 

So Warburton (and Mr. Collier’s Ms. (Corrector). — The folio has “disputa- 
tion.” 


P. 600. ( 14 a) “ this Jack" 

The folio has “the iiwrAc.”— (Compare above, “Take hence this Jack:") 


P. 561. ( 143 ) “ Ceesarion smite f 

The folio has “ Cwsariaii smile.” 


P. 601. ( 144 ) discandying" 

Thirlby’s and Theobald’s correction ; and an obvious one.— The folio has 
“ discandering which Mr. Knight, “ without hesitation, restorch” I 
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P. 582. ( 14 s) “ There's hope in't yet," 

Has been altered to " There ifl httpe in it yet" that it might make up a vei*tse 
with the following, “ That's my brave lord 1” : but in Antony’s third speech 
after this we lind " There' » sap in't yet.” 

P. 502. ( 146 ) “ Iliad thought" &c. 

“ Ari'ange ; 

* I’ had thought t’ have held it poor : 

But, since my lord is Antony again, 

I will be Cleopatra.’ ” Walker’s Ch*it, Exa/ni, &,c. vol. iii. p. 306. 


P. 502. ( 147 ) "for I Trill contend" &c. 

“ Arrange and write, perhaps ; 

* for I will contend 
Even with hib pestilent bcyibe. 

Eiw. Now he’ll outsiare 

The lightning. To be furious, is to be 
Affrighted out of fear ; and, in that mood,’ 

Walker’s ('rit. Exam. Ace. vol. iii. p. 300. 


P. 502. ( 148 ) "and" 

“Ouglit we not [with TTanmcr] to cxpipsige tlie ^ and' T" Walker’s ('rii. 
Exam. A&c. vol. iii. i*. 300. 

P. 502. 149 ) ” on" 

The folio has “in.” 


P. 503. ( 150 ) “ I hare many irthxr irayit to die 

lianiner printed “He hath many " Sen. 'f which, as Farmer observes, “moht 
indisputably is the sense of Plutarch, and given so in the modern trans- 
lations; but fc)hakes])eai'e was misled by the ambiguity of the old one 

[North’s] : * (Vsar answered him, that he had many other wayes to 

dye then so.’ ” 


P. 563. ( 151 ) “ CVesar vmnt think" 

“ llitson suggests, * Cicsar ncede must think.* Possibly, ‘ Caesar, ire must 
think’.” Walker’s Orit. Exam, &c. vol. ii. p. 202. 


P. 503. ( 152 ) “ See it done:" 

In all probability, “ See it be doiu\" 

P. 504. ( 153 ) “ And" 

An addition by Rowe, — ^positively required. 
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P. 5G4. (i 54 ) “ that 2 might do gov wrvice 

So goad ag you luive done'* 

“ Does not the sense imperatively require ‘ So j^ood as y’ have done we* V* 
Walker’s Crit, Exam, &c. vol. ii. p. 2.‘54. But is not “ me” imx>licd in tlio 
old text 7 

P. 56C. (i 55) “ Eor I gpalut to gov for your evmforty* 

“ Bather ‘1 spake 't you for your comfort',” Walker’s Crit, Exam, Sco. vol. 
iii. p, 306. (So Pope, except that he printed “ speake T*.) 

P. 666 . (i 56 ) ** 7t gignx trell^*' 

“ 1,0, it is a good sign, it hodc^' well.” Steevenh. — Wulkcr (^Crit. ICxam, &c. 
vol. iii. p. 307) would read ” Jt siiigs well'* 


P. 666 . ( 157 ) “ Co^ne^ my good fellote^ put mine teon on:' 

The folio has “ Come good Follow^ pvt thine Iron on ;** and, according to 
Malone, “ Thino iron is the iron which thou liast in thy haiul, i.e. Antony’s 
armour an utterly imijrobahlc reading and (‘xidanation, since just before 
Antony has twice said ‘‘w/ac armour,” Nor, as the context shows, is 
Antony here sjieakiug of Erog's he afterwjirds bids Kros ” put on 

his defences.” — That tlie word which has dropt out ol the Coho in this line 
was ** my" (Bowe’s addition) is proved by Antony's next b])eeeh but one, 
•• WeCht thou, my good fellow ?*' 


P. 666 . ( 15 S) 

Cleo. ril help too. 

Whafg tins for f 

Ant. Ah, let he, lei he! than art 

The armourer of my heart : — false, false ; this, this. 

Cleo. Sooth, la, 1*11 help : thus it must he. 

Ant. 

We shall thrice now.** 

Stands thus in the folio ; 

” (Jleo. Eay, lie lulpo too, Anthony. 

Wliars this for.^ Ah let he, let he, thou art 

llix Armourer of my heart: False, false : This, this, 

Sooth-law lie helpe : Thus it must hee. 

Ant. Well, well, we shall thriue noio." 

(the prefix “ Anthony” having crept into the text, and another pmtix Injing 
omitted by mistake ). — 1 give the modem distribution (llanmer’s, slightly 
altered by Malone) ; and it is doubtless the right one. 


P. 667. (i 59 ) “ shall hear a gtorm , — ” 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes *^shM bear a storm;** which ^^ra- 
tion Mr. Singer, in his Shakespeare Vlndioated, See. p. 293, calls ‘very doubt- 
ful yet in his recently published Shakespeare he has adopted it. 
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P. 667. (i6o) “a Captain armed.*' 

The folio has “ an Armed Soldier but what is said to him by Antony 
BhowB that he is not one of the common file. 

P. 667. (i6i) “Sec. Capt.’* 

The folio has “ Alex.” 

P. 6C8. (162) “ Sold.” 

To the first three speeches of the Soldier in this scene the folio prefixes 
“ Eros.” 


P.668. (163) Dinpatch, — EnoharhusP' 

Altered by the editor of the second folio to “ JDhpatrh Eros” (not, as Mr. 
(Jollier states by mistake, to “ FJroh, dispatch”). — ^Walker observes; “A’wt;- 
harhuxYn. Antony and (Ivopaira is frct|ncntly used as it it wore a trisyllable, 
in whatever way the anijmaly is to be explained.” SlLakeapeare's Vernifica- 
thn, Acc. p. 186 (where the present iiassagc is quoted). 


P. 660. (164) **(tO charge Agrlppa 

Elantj'" &c. 

Hero Mr. Collier puts a full-point, and Mr^ Knight a colon, after ^^Agrippa p* 
though the meaning of the jiassage is obviously “ Go and enjoin Agrippa to 
jilant those that,” Ate. — 18(Jo. Mr. Collier in the second edition of his Shahe- 
xpeare rectifies his mistake ; but Mr. Grant White adopts it. 


P. 660. (165) persondi"' 

The folio has “ disswade “ perhaps rightly,” says Johnsou ; though 
the corresjionding passage in North’s Plutarch distinctly proves it 10 be 
wrong. 

P. 669. (166) “ hest you" 

Most probably “ hext that ytmP 


P.669. (167) blows" 

Had been altered to “ bows ;” but .Tohnson rightly brought back the original 
reading, — “ blows" meaning “ swells.” 


P. 671. (168) “ onr grsts," 

i. e. our exploits. — 80 Theobald (“ as Mr. Warburton likewise prescribes”) ; 
a verj" obvious correction : yet, in the Varlor, Shahesjware, the reading of 
the folio, “awr guests,” is retained, with a note by Johnson to inform us that 
“guests” moans Antony's officers whom he intends to bring to sup with 
Cleopatra ! 
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P. 671. ( 169 ) 
“I think; 


* you* have 8 ho\m all Hoctorn. 
Enter the city,’ &o. 

At any rate, somethinf^ has drojtped out at the end of the line.” 
CHt. Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 307. 


Walker’s 


P. 672. ( 170 ) “ Tlnn laxt day ?rrtjr,” Arc*. 

“ Arrange ; 

* This last day was 
A shrewd one to ns. 

Eno, O, hear mo witness, night, — 

3 Sold, Whnt ranii is this * 

2 Sold. Stand close, and list him. 

Eiw, lie witness to nu*,’ &c.” 

Walker’s Cr\t. Exam, A.e. vol. iii. p 307. 


P. 673. ( 1 7 1 ) “ Stroo7is*" 

Here the folio has “ Swoonds” (and so the later folios). S<‘e note 93 on Tltr 
Jointer's Dale, vol. iii. p. 619. 


P. 673.(172) ^^forslecp:^ 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector suhstitutes “ fore sleep." 


V, 573. (173) 

“ The ha7id of death hath ratight him, Harl ' the drums 
Demurely irahe the sleepers' 

Here Warbnrtoii explains IJemurt ly" to mean Solemnly . — ITanmer prints 
“ 2'he hand of death hath caught Imn. 

Hark how the drums’ din early nakes the sleepers." 

And Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “ Do early make the sleipcrs ." — That 
“early” is feeble and inexpressive, T agree \vitli Mr. Singer (in his noU* nd f. 
1860) ; who conjectures “ Clam’rously trake" &e. — Qy. “ Do merrily trake," 
&c.? 


P. 673. ( 174 ) “ Hut this it is; our foot 

Upon the hills adjoining to the city 
Shall stay frith us: order for sea is given ; 
They have put forth the have^i forward^ non\ 
Where their appointment we may best diseorer. 
And look on their endeamowr," 


The folio has 


“ Hut this it iSf our Tbote 
Vpon the hilles adioyning to the Citty 
Shall stay with vs. Order fmr Sea is giuen. 
They have put forth the Hasten : 
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Where their appohitment we way beet discover. 

And loohe on their endeuour,^' 

and Mr. Knight bcob no necessily for any addition to the old text : according 
to him, ** The aentonce — 

* order for sea is given ; 

They have put forth the haven’ — 

is parenthetical. Omit it, and Antony says, that the foot-soldiers shall stay 
■with him, uj>on the hills adjoining to the city, 

‘ Where their appointment we may best discover’.” 

But, though Mr. Collier and Mr. Singer (in his second edition) are satisfied 
with Mr. Knight’s view of the jmssage, T nevertheless think it utterly ridicu- 
lous. I cannot for a moment doubt that aftqr the word “ haven"* something 
has been accidentally omitted either by the transcriber or the printer. — 
Rowe inserted “ Further on Capell, “ Hie we on Malone, “ Let’s seek a 
spot and Tyrwhitt (in his copy of the second folio in the British Museum), 
“ Let us go.” — 1805. Mr. Grant White’s addition is “Ascend wo then.” 


P. 674. (175) “ 

The folio h£s “ Auguries.” 


P. 574. (176) All is lost,*" &c. 

“ Certainly wrong ; besides that the pau^ between the two speeches is too 
great to allow of the sense being continued in the same line. Read [with 
Theobald! 

^ All’s lost; this foul Egyptian hath betray’d me’.” 

Walker’s Crit. Escam, &c. vol. iii. p. 309. 


P. 574. (177) spanieVd''* 

Hanmer’s correction. — The folio has “ paniu*lled.” 


P. 574. (178) 

“ Vor when 1 am reveng'd vpon my ehartn, 

O this false soul of Egypt/ this grave charvt , — ” 

Walker {Crit. Eram. ^cc. vol. i. p. 233) observes that here something is 
“wrong surely; perhaps it is the latter charm' that is corrupt. ‘ Grave,' 
too, looks suspicious.” Again (in the same work, vol. iii. p. 309), having 
cited the second of the above lines, he says, “ For ‘ Stmle' (fol. p. 361, col. 2) 
read ‘ Snahe' ” (compare “ serpent of old Nile,” p. 511). — Mr. Collier’s Ms. Cor- 
rector substitutes this false spell tf Egypt, this great charm ." — Examples 
of “ grave" in the sense ol deadly or destrvrfive are adduced from Chapman’s 
Homer by Steevens ad f. 


P. 675. (179) “plebeians;" 

To be pronounced “pUhians." See note 53 on CMoUmvs, vol. vi. p. 247. 
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P. 676. (180) poor'gt dimimtflvetyfor doits 

Warburton^s correction. — The folio has Tbr poorest Dimintti/ueSyfor Dolts;" 
which Mr. Knight retains (and his explanation of the passage ie very 
curious — “ the ‘ poorest diminutives’ are the lowest of the populace, as the 
‘ dolts* are the most stupid. We must therefore understand for to mean for 
the gratiiication of*' I). 


P. 676. (181) young'' 

This word has been rejected by several editors; and assuredly, while it 
injures the metre, it adds nothing to the soiist^ 


P. 576. (i8a) “ firsar," 

The folio has “ CsBsars.** 

P. 677. (183) “ J^narm me, Eros;'' 

So Rowe. — “Tn the iEplios," says Mr. Collier, “this is printed ^ Unarme 
Eros,’ and the old corrector of that of 1052 puts it ‘ Unarm we, Eros,’ which 
we cannot believe to be right, l)ecausi‘ the measure is thus unnecensarily 
disturbed. Steevens, almost wantonly, rend * Eros, unanu’.’* A note which 
shows that Mr. Collier has rather odd ideas on the subject of metre. 

P. 678 . ( 1 84) “ Jess noJde- m i tided' ' 

The folio has “ lease Kohlt^ miiide;" which Malone nnd Rtcevons defend at 
great length. — “ Read * less twJtle-mi tided'," Walker's (Vit, Kxa^n. vol. iii. 
p. 310 ; where his editor observes, “ So Rowe and all the eiirlicr editors. 
Malone nnd Steevens have done their host to darken ncnni. Compare for the 
meaning of * minded,' Tam ing of the Hhrete, ii. 1 ; 

* T am as peremptory ns she j)roud-minded’.** 


P. 679. (185) dead?" 

Most probably, with Pope, “ not yet dead ?" 

P.679. (186) 

The folio has “ how?" — See note ii. 


P. 681.(187) thither," 

Altered by the editor of the second folio to “hither hut the original word 
agrees well enough with what pmeedes. 


P. 681. (188) “ JTelj}, friends helme," See, 

“ Arrange ; 


* help, friends, below I 
Let's draw him hither. 
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Ant, Peace : not Ceesar’s valour 

Hath o’erthrown Antony, but Antony’s 
Hath triumph’d on itself. 

Cleo. So should it be that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony 

(the last line and a half is thus arranged in some editions;) and, as I 
conjecture, — 

‘ But woe ’tis so ! 

Ant. 1 am dying, Egypt ; only,* &o. 

The repetition of the word * dying* was, perhaps, taken from a later pass- 
age.” Walker’s Crit. Exam. &c. vol. iii. p. 31p. — 

Here Theobald (indebted to P<jj»c for the word at the end of the first 
line) gave 

‘ Ant. I am thjing^ Egypt, dying ; only yet 
I here importune death atrhde, nnfil 
Of many fhon stand Jitsstest the poor lastt 
I lay vpon thy lip». — ( 'ome down. 

Cleo. 1 dare not, 

(Dear, ds^ar my lord, jour pardon, that*/ dare not,') 
j^egt 1 he tahen^' Ac. — 

Kitson says ; ” Theobald’s insertion [‘ Come down’] bccms misplaced, and 
should bo made at the end of the next line hut one. 1 would therefore 
read 

‘ I lay ujion thy lips. 

Cleo. I dare not, dear, 

(Dear m\ lord, pardon,) 1 dare not come dotva,'* ” 


P. 5H2. (189) where" 

The folio has ” when.” 

V. 582. (190) “JVbr” 

The folio has “Not,” — C’orrectod by llowc. 

P, 682. (191) lord! my lord !" 

The folio has merely ** My lord but, as Walker observes (^Cnt, Exam. Ac. 
vol. ii. p. 144), “surely the repetition is required.” 


P. 683. (192) 

Cai)eirs and Johnson’s correction. — ^The folio has “ in.” 


P. 688. (193) you, women,? 

What, what / good cheer ! Why, hoiv now, Cha/miian ! 

My noble girU / — Ah, women, women, look, 

Owr lamp is spent, Ws out ! — Good sirs, take heart : — ” 

Here to the words “ Good sirs, take heart,'' is usually added a stage-direc- 
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tion “ [ 2 b the Chtard below.'*' but by *^gir§" Cleopatra means Charmian and 
Iras : — in aot v. sc. 2 , she sayn, ** Sirrah Iras, go*” That in former days 
women were frequently so addressed, is proved by numerous passages of 
our old writers ; e.g. in Beaumont and Fletcher's Ckweemb, aot iv, sc. 3, the 
Mother says to Viola, Nan, and Madge, 

“ Sir», to your tasks, and show this little novice 
How to bestir herself,” Ac. ; 

and presently after. Nan and Madge call each other Sirrah." Again, in 
A King and no King^ by the same dramatists, aot ii. so. 1 , wo find 
** Spa. I do beseech you, madam, send away 
Your other women, and receive from me 
A few sad words, which, set against your ^oys. 

May make 'em shine the more. 

J*an. leave me all. [Krrunt Waiting-nvyrnen." 


P. 584. ( 194 ) 

** Being gofrudrafr^ tell hint he mochtt 
The pauseg tiuit he makeg." 

Here Hanmer printed "Being go /rtutfratc. tell him he but mockg" Ac.; 
Steevens conjectured that eitlier "frugfrate" should be changed to “ frus- 
trated,” or that we might read “ Being go /rngteate, tell him that he moehg," 
Ac. (Capell gave “ frustrated,” and Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector inserts ” that”) ; 
while Malone's alteration is, 

"Being go frugetrate. tell him he nwekg us by 
The paugeg that he maheg ." — 

Walker (^Shahespeare'g Vers ijieat ion ^ Ac. p. 9) says, “ Can a good sense be 
made out of the original reading ? the play of words seems a very strong 
argument in its favour ; indeed, it seems impossible that this should be 
accidental and he cites the following examples of "fruetrate" used as a 
trisyllable ; 

" The law that should take away your old wife from you. 

The which I do perceive was your desire. 

Is void and fr^tetrate ; so for the rest : 

There has been since another parliament 
Has cut it off.” 

Massinger, Middleton, and W. Rowley's Old Law , — 
Massinger's Worhg, iv. 573, ed. Gifford, 1813. 

" Confirm his banishment with our hands and seals. . 

Lam. What we confirm the king 'vnWfrngtrate, 

Y. Mar. Then may we lawfully revolt from him.” 

Marlowe’s AWwarif 2Z, — Worhg, p. 187, ed. Dyce, 1858. 


P. 684. ( 195 ) "A greater crook: the routid world 

Should hare ghooh Hong into ciwil etreetg" Ac. 
Something would certainly seem to have dropped out here. — Hanmer printed 
"A greater eraoh in nature : tho round world" Ac. — ^Theobald altered the 
arrangement of the lines, and ** in" to " Into,” thus ; 

VOL. VIL SS 
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*' A greater crack ; the round world idiould have nhook 
Lione into civil streotfl, and citiaens 
Jnto their dens,*’ Ac. 


P. />86. (196) it is a tidings'^ 

So the second folio. — The first folio omits — ^In the preceding act 

tugs'* has occurred as a noun singular ; “M/# tidings," p. fi79. 


P. /)85. (197) “Agr.” 

I’iie folio has ;’* and it prefixes “ Jiola" to the next speech but one. 

P. 586 . (198) « Wng ' d " 

Altered by Rowe (and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector') to “Weigh’d.” — The 
second folio has “Way.” 

P. .’>85. (199) 

The folio litd^ “ lookc.” 

P. 68,1. (400) “ IMifftee are gov ?" 

Walker (^Crit, JSjram, &c. vol. iii. p. 311) proposes to add “ Wliat?” — Capell 
adds “ sir?” 


r. .’> 8 ( 5 . (201) learn" 

^The folio has *‘lcnue which Southern (in his copy of the fourth folio) and 
Pope altered to “ live.” — 1 adopt the correction made by Tyrwhitt in his 
copy of the second folio in the British Museum. 

P. C86. (202) “ Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras.” 

When the play was originally acted, they no doubt entered here (as in scene 
XV. of the preceding act) on what was called the upper-stage : but how the 
business of the present scene was managed after the seizure of Cleo])atra, 
I cannot (>rotend to determine. 


P. 68(5. (103) never palates more tJie dug, 

The beggar's nurse and Ccesar's" 

So Warburton (and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector). — The folio has 
“flwrf never paUates more the dung, 

The heggers," Ac. ; 

which is the usual modem text, **dung” being explained “gross and ter- 
rene sustenance while we are told that The hegga/r's nurse a/nd Casa/r's" 
means “DettHi.” — To me the word nurse" is almost alone sufficient evi- 
dence that “ dung” is a transcriber’s or printer’s mistake for “ dug which 
was the more liable to be corrupted, as it was formerly often spelt “ dugge*' 
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(bo the folio has, in Romeo and Juliet, act i. sc. \ “ on the nipple of my 
— The sense I conceive to be, “and never more palates that duj? 
which affords nouritOiment as well to the iMsggar as to Ccesar." — Johnson 
observes ; “ The difficulty of the passage, if any difficulty there be, arises 
only from this, that the act of suicide, and the state which is the effect of 
suicide, are confounded." 

P. 687 . (204) “Gal." 

The folio has “/Vo.;" ^ich the editor of the c^coiul folio altered lo 

P. 687 . (205) “ [Hen* Proculeius,*' Ate. 

This stage-direction (founded on North’s Plutarrh) is by Malone. 

P. 688. (206) “ ‘ncceemry," 

Hanmer alters “ neccManf' to “ accessarj^ and so Mr. Collier’s Ms. Cor- 
rector (between wlioin and Hnniiicr there i«< frequently an unaccountable 
agreement). 

P. 688. (207) me stavlf-nak'd, atid let the irater-jHeff* 

Here “ naU'd" is generally altered to “naked," tliuugh the author evidently 
used the word as a monosyllabic : and so it was often used by his contem- 
poraries ; e,g, 

“ Good Mcnclaus slew 

Accomplisht Thoas, in whoso breast (being iiaJe'd) his lance he tliccw, 

Aboue his shield, and freed his soule.” 

Chapman’s Homee, — Iliad, lb xvi. p. 224 , eil. fob 
“ Stript nak't her bosome, shew’d her breasts," &c. Id. lb xxii. p. 600 . 

P. 688. (208) he hath sent me for thee: for tlw tiueen,'' 

I ])roposed this correction in a note on my former edition, and before the 
appearance of Walker’s Orit. Rjram. &c., in which (vol. i. p. 8 and vob iii. 
p. jy 1 ) the same correction is suggested. — The folio omits “ me." — I’he editor 
of the second folio printed “ And he hath eentfor thee: ns for t?ie Queetie" 

P. 680 . (209) “ an avtumn 'twatt" 

Theobald’s correction. — ^The folio has ^ An Anthony it watt." 

P. 689 . (210) 

The folio has “ nor.” 

P. 690 . (211) " emitee" 

So Tyrwhitt in his copy of the second folio in the British Mifiei^, Capell, 
and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, Barron Field, and Walker ( CrU. Emam, Ac. 
vol. iii. p. 311 ). — ^The folio has “ suites." 



628 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


[notes. 


P. 691. (ai») '^admitted** 

Altered by Theobald to “ omitted.*' 

P. 691 . (xx 3 ) “ seal my lips*' 

The folio hoe “ seele my lippes and several editors have retained “ seel," 
understanding it to mean — close up my lips as effectually as the eyes of a 
hawk are closed, — ^to seel hawks being a technical term : — so in p. 660 of 
this play wo have “ the wise gods seel mtr eyes'* &c. But here the spelling 
of the folio goes for little : in A7//^ act iv. sc. 6 , the folio has “the 

power to seale th* accusers l/ps ;** and in llie Sec, Part of Henry VI, act i. 
sc. 2, “ Seale vp j^ours lAjiS** &c. 

P. 691. (xi 4 ) ^^meelt;* 

“I suppose, means here iamCy subdued by adversity." Malone. — W alker 
Exam, Ac. vol. ii. p. 3(M)) would read “ weak which Pope gave. 

P. 692. (ai 5 ) “ The gods !** 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes “Ye gods!** which Mr. Singer adopts 
in his Shahespearey IH.Ki. — But compare “ O me, the gods,* CorUdamts^ net ii. 
sc. 3; “O the gods!** Troilus and Cressidaf act iv, sc. 2, Connlan'us^ act iv, 
sc. 1, CymheUnc, act i. sc. 1 ; “ O the blest gods!** King Lear^ act ii, se. 4 ; 
and “ O the good gods!** in the present play;, p. 698. 

P. ."92, (xi 6 ) “ the einders of my spirits 

Through th* ashes of my chance:** 

Walked cites this passage with the reading “wyspiiit” (rightly perhaps) ; 
and bids us rend “change" for ** chance,** Crif, Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 312. — 
Mr. Collier’s Ms. (’orrector also reads ** my spirit," but alters chance** 
to “ mischance,’’ as Hanmcr does. 

P. 692. (X 17 ) Are therefore to he pitied,** 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “And therefore to be pitied;** very un- 
necessarily. In the last clause of a sentence Shakespeare (like other old 
writers) sometimes omits “ and.” 

P. 692. (xi 8 ) prisons:** 

Qy. “prison”? — .Johnson says, “I once wished to read ‘poison’;" which 
Hanmor had printed. 

P. 693. (X 19 ) “ my nails** 

The folio has “mine Hailes,** — Corrected in the second folio. 

P. 698. (xxo) ‘t Their most absurd intents,** 

Altered by Theobald to “ Theix most assur’d intents ;** so too Mr. Collier’s 
Ms. Corrector.—** I have preserved the old reading. The design certainly 
appeared absurd enough to Cleopatra, both as she thought it unreasonable 
in itself, and as she knew it would fafl." Johnson. 
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P. 694. (aai) ** sirrah IraSy' 

Ree note 193. (Nearly all tlie modem editors wrongly put a comma lietween 
these words.) 


r. 595. (azz) “ [Kisses them. Tias falls and dieh." 

A modem stage-direction. — “ Iras must be supposed to have applied an asp 
to her arm while her mistress was settling her dress, or 1 know not why she 
should fall so soon.^ Steevens. 


P. 596. (223) ** Jn ttiU rih irttrM 

The folio has ** In tltls wildc Worhl .*'' — The con'ection was made by Capell, 
who saw (what is plain enough) that *• vilde” had heeii by miKtake traii«- 
formed into “wildo.” (The folio, with its usual incoiisis»teiiey of spelling, 
has in some places “ vild” and vilde.” — in others “ rilr.") 

1865. Here, in the second edition of his Shttkrt^jfvarr, Mr. ('oilier observes; 

The epithet is * wild' in all the early editions, and there is nut the slightest 
pretext for altering it to the conirnonjdaee ]>hrase, ‘In this nir world,' as 
has been done under the supposition that ri/r having been of old often 
misprinted rilde (a form to which the lte\. Mr. Djee strangely adheres), 
it was in this place mistaken foi 'wild.' ('harminn might well call the 
world ‘ wild,' desert, and savage, after the deaths ol Antony , ('leopatra, and 

others whom she loved It any change were iiiado, we should prefer 

here iride to vtlr ; but in truth it is an otfenec against all just rules of criti- 
cism to attem])t an emendation where none is mpiired. Rowe properly 
retained ‘ wild world.’ ” 

On the above note T have to remark ; 

First, That I no longer "adhere” to the old spoiling rild: see both my 
former and iny jiresent edition of Shahespearc passiiu. 

Secondly, That the passages in early books where rild (/. e. rile) is mis- 
printed wild arc so very numerous, that there can he no doubt of the same 
error having been committed in the passage now under consideration. We 
meet with the following examples in the plays of licaumont and Fletcher ; 

" I will not lose a word 
To this wild [read rild = rile'] woman,” &c. 

The Maid's Tragedy^ act iii. so. 1. 

" that now dares say 

1 am a stranger, not the same, more triUl [read r/W=: rife],” A:e. 

The Faithful Shvjtherdess^ net i\. sc. 4. 

" To do these wild [so the first 4to, the later 4toh riUU folio 1679 
vile'\ unmanly things.” 

The i^ornful Lady^ act iii. sc. 1. 

" Or am 1 of so wild [read rild = vile'] and low a blood.” A,c. 

The lAttle French Ixiwyer, act iii. sc. 6. 

Thirdly, That " rile world f which Mr. Collier terms a " commonplace 
phrase,” occurs in a passage of The Fart of Aifty Henry Vl» act v. 
so. 2,— a passage which (as it is not found in The Airst Fart of ths Oon* 
tetUion, Ac.) wo may confidently ascribe to Shakespearo ; 
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** O, let the VILE wobld end, 

And the premised flames of the last day 
Knit earth and heaven together 1” 

Fourthly, That ** — ^which, ** if any change were made, Mr. Collier 

would prefer to vile '^ — ^has no propriety here, not being (what is obviously 
required) a vituperative epithet. 


P. 596. ( 124 ) “ lovr ermrC» awry; 

ril mend and then;play'' 

The folio has “yowr Ci^omnes away,” &c. — ^Aftcr ^^pUty" the folio has a 
break. — “ and then play'\ i. e. play her part in this tragic scene by destroying 
herself : or slie may mean, that, having performed her last oflice for her 
mistress, she will accept the permission given her, in p. 594, to ^play till 
doomsday.* ’* Steevens. 

1866. On the words “ Your crown's euwry^' Steevens observes; “So in 
DaniePs Tragedy of C'leopatra, 1594 ; 

' And, senseless, in her sinking down, she wryes 
The diadem which on her head she wore ; 

Which Charmion (poor weak feeble maid) espyes, 

And hastes to right it as it was before ; 

For Eras now was dead.* ” 

And Malone remarks; “The correction [^a/rry*] was made by Mr. Pope. 
The author has here as usual followed tlie old translation of Plutarch 
[Nortli’h] ; ‘They found (*leopatra starlfe dead layed upon a bed of gold, 
attired and arrayed in her ro} a 1 robes, and one of her two women, which 
was called Iras, dead at lier fecte ; and her other woman called Charmian 
half dead, and trcml)ling, trimming the duidem which Cleopatra wore upon 
her liead.**' — The addition 1 ha\e now made to my original note on this 
])absage has been called forth by the thrice-ioolish attempt to defend the 
blunder of the folio, “ away,” in Notes on Shaketpeare^ No, II, By James 
Nudwls^ Engl, p. 8 . 


P. 697. ( 225 ) '' purposes," 

Qy. “ purpose” ? 

P. 697. ( 226 ) “ external" 

Walker Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 312) queries “extern,” citing from 

OtMlo, act i. sc. 1 , “compliment extern," 
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CYMBELINE. 

Fibst printed in the folio of 1623. — alone is probably not far from the 
truth when he conjectures that Oymheline was written in 1609 ; and he cer- 
tainly is right when he observes, “the versiiicatioii of this play l>earH, I 
think, a much greater rcHemblanco to that of The Witifcr^n Talc and The 
Tempeet than to any of our authnria earlier plays.*’ Life of Stuikeapcarr^ 
p. 463. — Some incidents in this drama have been trailed to two old French 
metrical romances and an early French miracle-play ; but that Sbuke- 
speare was ac(iuainted witli the sniJ romances and play scums very unlikely. 
“ The general scheme of CymhcliM^' Hays Malone. •* ih, in niy opinion, 
formed on lloccace’s novel (Da> 2. Nov. 9:” — Jicruahb da (tcaora, da 
Amhrogiuolo ingannato^ perde il ttoo^ v comauda cht la mogiic nntovente 
eia vccisa, JSUa %eampa^ a in ahito d' mnno ncrrc il Soldo no: ritrmfa lo 
ingannatore : e Bernahh conduce in AlenMandria, dorc lo ingannatoee j/uniiOf 
ripreso abito feuiminile, col warito ricchi gi tor nano a licnora and in 
Shakespeare’s time there may have been other IraiiHlationK of that novel 
(though they have not come do\nn to uk) iMisides the \ery rude version, or 
rather imitation of it, printed in 1618. A much later imitation of Boc- 
caccio’s novel (with the scene laid in England during the reigns of Henry 
the Sixth and Edward the Fourth) is the second Tale in a tract entitleil 
Westward for Btuelfg, or the II aier^nan's Fare of Nad Mernj If egtern. 
W encheSf &c, : which both Steevens and Malone state was first published 
in 1603; but no edition earlier than that of 1620 is at ]>resent knoviii : 
and in 1620 Shakespeare had been four years dead. On the jiasbage, act ii. 
sc. 2, 

“ On her left breast 
A mole cinque-spotted,” &c., 

Malone remarks ; ** Our author certainly took this circumstance from some 
translation of Boccaccio’s novel ; for it does not occur in the imitation 
printed in Westfcard for SmelU." (It occurs in one of the French romances 
before, mentioned.) Mr. Collier observes (/w/m7. to this play) ; “ The male- 
rials in ITolinshed for the historical portion of ‘ Cymbeline are so imperfect 
and scanty, that a belief may be entertained that Shakespeare resorlcd to 
some other more fertile source, which the most diligent iiiqiiirics have yet 
failed to discover. The names of Cymbeline and of his sons, (luideriuK and 
Arviragus, occur in the old Chronicle, and there we hear of tlie tribute 
demanded by the Roipan emperor, but nothing is said of the stealing of the 
two young princes, nor of their residence with Belarius among the moun- 
tains, and final restoration to their father.” That the vision in act v. sc. 4 
(whencesoever it was derived, or by whomsoever it was introduced) is not 
from Shakespeare’s pen, may be considered as certain. (A particular ac- 
count of the above-mentioned French romances and piny, an English 
abridgment of Boccaccio's novel by Rkottowe, and the tale from Westward 
for Smelts, Ac., may be seen in Collier’s HhahenpeaiFg Library^ vol. ii.) 
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* *' Imogw Beoma a mivefbding for Innoi/en, tho fabulous British horoino.” Walker’s 
Crtl. Eiam, Ao. vol. ii. p. 31. Bhukespoaro originally intendod to introduce an imiogsn 
in Muck Add ttbovi Nnihvng : see note i on that play. ¥oL ii. p. 147. 
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Scene I. Britain. Tlie garden of Cymbeline's palace. 
Enter two Gentlemen. 

First Gent, You do not meet a man but frowns: our 
bloods 

No more obey the heavens than our courtiers 
Still seem as does the kiiig/^^ 

Eec, Gent, But what’s the matter ? 

First Gent, His daughter^ and the heir of ’s kingdom, 
whom 

He purpos’d to his wife’s sole son — a widow 
Tliat late he married — ^hath referr’d^^) herself 
Unto^3) a poor but wortliy gentleman : she’s wedded ; 

Her liusband banish’d ; she imprison’d : all 
Is outward sorrow ; tliough, I tliink, the king 
Be touch’d at very heart 

Sec, Gent, None but the king ? 

First Gent, He that hath lost her too : so is the queen, 
That most desir’d the match : but not a courtier, 

Although they wear their faces to the bent 
Of the king’s looks, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they scowl at^^^ 

Sec. Gent, And why so ? 
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First Gent. He that hath missed the princess is a thing 
Too bad for bad report : and he that hath her — 

1 mean, that married her, alack, good man ! 

And therefore banish’d — ^is a creature such 
As, to seek through tlie regions of the eartli 
For one his like, there would be something failing 
In him that should compare : — I do not think 
So fair an outward, and such stuff within, 

Endows a man but he. 

Sec. Gent. You s])eak Jiim far. 

First Gent, I do extend him, sir, witliin himself ; 

Crush him together, rather than unfold 
His measure duly. 

Sec. Gent. What’s his name and birth? 

First Gent. I cannot delve him to the root : his father 
Was call’d^Sicilius, who did join^^^ his honour, 

Against the Homans, witli Cassibelan ; 

But had his titles by Tonantius, whom 
He serv’d with glory and admir’d success, — 

So gain’d the sur-addition LeonatAs : 

And had, besides tliis gentleman in cjuestion, 

Two other sons, who, in the wars o’ tlio time, 

Died with their swords in hand ; for which their father. 

Then old and fond of issue, took such sorrow, 

That he quit being ; and his gentle lady. 

Big of tills gentleman our theme, deceas’d 
As ho was bom. The king he takes the babe 
To his protection ; calls him Posthumus Leona tus 
Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber ; 

Puts to him all the learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of ; which he took. 

As we do air, fast as ’twas minister’d ; 

And in ’s spring became a harvest ; liv’d in court — 

Which rare it is to do — most prais’d, most lov’d ; 

A sample to the youngest ; to the more mature 
A glass that feated them ; and to the graver 
A child that guided dotards : to his mistress, 

For whom he now is banish’d, — ^her own price 
Proclaims how she esteem’d him and his virtue ; 

By her election may be truly read 



SCENE I. 


CYMBKLINB. 


687 


What kind of man lie is. 

Sec, Gent. I honour him 

Even out of your report. But, pray you, tell me. 

Is she sole child to the king ? 

First Gent. His only child. 

He had two sons, — if this be worth your hearing, 

Mark it, — the eld’st of them at three years old, 

1’ tlie swathing-clothes the other, from their nursery 
Were stol’n ; and to tliis hour no guess in knowledge 
Which way they went. 

Sec. Gent. How loiifi is this a<£o ? 

First Gent. Some twenty years. 

Sec. Gent. That a king’s children should he so convoy’d ! 
So slackly guarded ! and the search so shiw, 

That could not trace them ! 

First Gent. Howsoe’er ’tis strange*, 

Or tliat the negligence may well be laugh’d at, 

Yet is it true, sir. 

Sec. Gent. I do well believe you. 

First Gent. We must forbear : here comes the gentle- 
man, 

Tlie queen, and iirincess. \^Kxennt. 

Enter the Queen, Posthumuf*, ami Imogen. 

Queen. No, be assur’d you shall not find me, daughter. 
After the slander of most stepmotliers, 

Evil-ey’d unto you ; you’re my prisoner, but 

Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys 

That lock up your restraint. — For you, Posthiimus, 

So soon as I can win th’ offended king, 

I will bo known your advocate : marry, yet 
The fire of rage is in him ; and ’twere good 
You loan’d unto his sentence with what patience 
Your wisdom may inform you. 

Post. Please your highness, 

I will from hence to-day* 

Queen. You know the peril. — 

I’ll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 

The pangs of barr’d affections ; though the king 

Hath charg’d you should not speak together. [ExU. 
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Imo, O 

Dissembling courtesy I How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where she wounds ! — My dearest husband, 

I something fear my father’s wrath ; but nothing — 

Always reserv’d my holy duty — ^what 
His rage can do on me : you must be gone ; 

And 1 shall licre abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes ; not comforted to live, 

But that there is this jewel in the world, 

That I may see again. 

Post, My queen I my mistress ! 

O lady, weep no more, lest I give cause 
To be Suspected of more tenderness 
Than doth become a man I I will remain 
The loyal’st husband that did e’er plight trotli : 

My resideiyje in Koine at one Philario’s ; 

Who to my father was a friend, to mo 
Known but by letter : thither write, my queen, 

And with mine eyes I’ll drink tlio words you send, 

Though ink bo made of gall. 

lle-enter Queen. 

Quern, Be brief, I pray you : 

If tlio king come, I shall incur I know not 

How much of his displeasure. — [Asic?*?] Yet I’ll move him 

To walk this way : I never do him wrong, 

But ho does buy my injuries, to be friends ; 

Pays dear for my offences. [^EasiU 

Post, Should wo be taking leave 

As long a term as yet wo have to live, 

Tlie loatliness to depart would grow. Adieu I 
Imo„ Nay, stay a little : 

Were you but riding forth to air yourself. 

Such parting were too petty. Look here, love ; 

This diamond was my motlior’s : take it, heart ; 

But keep it till you woo another wife. 

When Imogen is dead. 

Post, How, how 1 another ? — 

You gentle gods, give me but this I have. 

And sear up my embracements^^^ from a next 
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With bonds of deatli I — Bemain, remain thou here 

[Putting on tlie ring. 

While sense can keep it on And, sweetest, fairest, 

As I my poor self did exchange for you, 

To your so infinite loss ; so in our trifles 
I still win of you : for my sake wear this ; 

It is a manacle of love ; I’ll place it 

Upon this fairest prisoner. [Putting a hracelef upon 1u>r arm. 

Imo. O the gods ! 

When shall wc sec again 

Post. Alack, the king ! 

Enter Cymbeline and Lords. 

Cym. Tliou basest thing, avoid ! lieiico, from my sight I 
If after this command tliou fraught the court 
With thy unworthiness, thou diest : away ! 

Tliou’rt poison to my blood. 

Post. Tlie gods protect you ! 

And bless the good remainders of* the court ! 

I’m gone. [Eorif. 

Into. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More sharp tlian tliis is. 

Cym. O disloyal thing. 

That shouldst repair my youth, thou hoaposl 
A year’s age on me 

Imo. I beseech you, sir, 

Harm not yourself with your vexation : 

I’m senseless of your wrath ; a tou c h more rare. 

Subdues all pangs, all fears. 

Cym. Past grace ? obedience ? 

Imo. Past hope, and in despair ; tliat way, past grace. 
Cym. That mightst have had the sole son of my queen I 
Imo. O bless’d, that I might not 1 I chose an eagle, 

And did avoid a puttock. 

Cym. Thou took’st a beggar; wouldst have made my 
throne 

A seat for baseness. 

Imo. No ; I rather added 

A lustre to it. 

Cym. O thou vile one I 



640 


CYMBBLINE. 


[act z. 


Imo. Sir, 

It is your fault that I have lov’d Postliumus : 

You bred him as my pla3rfellow ; and he is 
A man worth any woman ; overbuys me 
Almost the sum he pays. 

Ci/Tn. What, art thou mad ! 

/mo. Almost, sir : heaven restore me I — Would I were 
A neat-herd’s daughter, and my Leonatus 
Our neighbour shepherd’s son I 

Cym, Tlioii foolish thing ! — 

Re-enter Queen. 

They were again together : you have done 
Not after our command. Away with her, 

And pen lier up. 

Queen, Beseecli your ])atience. — Peace, 

Dear lady daughter, peace ! — Sweet sovereign. 

Leave us to ourselves ; and make yourself some comfort 
Out of your best advice. 

Cym, Nay, let her languish 

A drop of blood a day ; and, being aged. 

Die of this folly ! \JEjceunt C ymbelim and Lords, 

Queen, Fie ! you must give way. 

Enter Pisanio, 

Here is your servant. — How now, sir ! What news ? 

Pis, My lord your son drew on my master. 

Queen, Ha I 

No harm, I trust, is done ? 

Pis, There might have been. 

But that my master rather play’d than fought, 

And had no help of anger : they were parted 
By gentlemen at han(L 

Queen, I’m very glad on’t. 

Tmo, Your son’s my father’s friend ; he takes his part. — 
To draw upon an exile I — O brave sir ! — 

I would they were in Afric both together ; 

Myself by with a needle, that I might prick 

The goer-back. — Why came you from your master ? 

Pis, On his command : he would not suffer me 
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To bring him to the haven ; left these notes 
Of what oommands I should be subject to, 

When’t pleas’d you to employ mo. 

Tlus hath been 

Your faithful servant : I dure lay mine honour 
He will remain so. 

I humbly thank your highness. 

Queen. Pray, walk awhile. 

About some half-hoiu: lienee, 
pil) pray you, apeak with mo : ^ou shall at least 
Go see my lord aboard : for this time leave me. [ Exeunt. 


Scene IL The eanie. A •pvJtiUc place. 

Enter Cloten aiul two Lords. 

Eirst Lord. Sir, I would advise you to shift a shirt ; the 
violence of action hath made you reek as a sacrifice : where 
air comes out, air comes in : tliore’s none abroad so whole- 
some as that you vent. 

Clo. If my shirt were bloody, then to shift it. — Have I 
hurt him ? 

Sec. Lord, No, faith ; not so much as his patience. 

First Lord, Hurt him I his body’s a passable carcass, if 
he be not hurt: it is a tliroughfare for steel, if it be not 
hurt. 

Sec. Lord, \a 8 ide'] His steel was in debt; it went o’ the 
backside the town. 

Clo. The villain would not stand me. 

Sec. Lord, [aside'] No ; but he fled forward still, toward 
your face. 

First Lord. Stand you I You have land enough of youri 
own : but he added to your having ; gave you some ground. 

Sec. Lord, [aside] As many inches as you have oceans. — 
Puppies 1^12) 

Clo. I would they had not come between us. 

Sec. Lord, [aside] So would I, till you had measured how 
long a fool you were upon the ground. 

Clo. And thfkt she should love this fellow, and reftise mo I 

VOL. VII. tt 
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Sec. Lord. [asiJ/] If it bo a sin to mako a tme election, 
she is damned. 

First Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and her 
brain go not together : she's a good sign, but I have seen 
small reflection of her wit. 

Sec. Lord, [asw/e] She shines not upon fools, lest the re- 
flection should hurt her. 

Cln. Como, I’ll to my chamber. Would there had been 
soine hurt done I 

Sec. Lord. [<isidp\ I wish not so ; unloss it had boon the 
fall of an ass,« which is no groat hurt. 

Clo. You’ll go witli us ? 

Sec. Lord.^'^^'^ I’ll attend your lordship. 

Clo. Nay, come, lot’s go together. 

Sec. Lord. Well, my lord. [Kareunt. 


Scene III. 77^^' smne. A room in Cymbeline’s imlace. 

Fnter Imogen 4 Xnd Pibanio. 

hno. I would thou grew’st unto the shores o’ the haven, 
And question ’dst every sail : if he should write, 

And I not have it, ’twero a paper lost, 

As offer’d mercy is. What was the last 
Tliat he spake to tliec ? 

Pis. It was, His queen, his queen !’* 

Imo. Tlien wav’d his handkerchief 

Pis. And kiss’d it, madam. 

Imo. Senseless linep ! happier therein than 1 1 — 

And that was all ? 

Pis. No, madam ; for so long 

As he could make me with tliis^^^^ eye or ear 
Distinguish him from others, he did keep 
Tlie deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief, 

Still waving, as the fits and stirs of ’s mind 
Could best express how slow his soul sail’d on. 

How swifl his ship! 

Imo. Thou shouldst have made him 

As little as a crow, or less, ero left 
To after-eye him. 
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-Pw. Madam, so I did. 

hm. I would have broke mine eye-strings ; crack’d tlioin, 
but 

To look upon him ; till tlie diminution 
Of space had pointed him sliarp as my needle ; 

Nay, follow’d him, till he had melted from 

Tlie smalhiess of a gnat to air ; and then 

Have turn’d mine eye, and wept. — But, good Pisanio, 

When shall we hear from him ? 

Pw* Bo jissurM, madam. 

With his next vantage. 

/mo. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Most pretty things to say : ere 1 could toll him 
How I would think on him, at eortaiii liourH, 

Such thoughts and such ; or I could make him swonr 

Tlie shes of Italy should not Jietray 

Mine interest and his honour ; or have charg’d him, 

At the sixtli hour of morn, at noon, at midnight, 

T’ encounter me with orisons, for then 
I am in heaven for him ; or ere I could 
Give him that parting kiss •which 1 had set 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father. 

And, like the tyrannous breathing of the iic»rtli, 

Shakes all our buds from growing. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady, The queen, madam, 

Desires your highness’ company. 

Imo, Those things I bid you do, get diem dispatch’d. — 

I will attend the queen. 

Pis, Madam, I shall. {l^xeunU 


Scene IV. Rome. Av apartment in Philario’s house. 

Enter Philario, Iachimo, a Frenchman, a Dutchman, and a 
Spaniard. 

lack. Believe it, sir, I have seen him in Britain : he was 
then of a crescent note ; expected to prove so wordiy as since 
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he hatli 1)ccn allowed die name of: but I could dien have 
looked on him widiout the help of admiration, though die 
catalogue of his endowments had been tabled by his side, and 
I to peruse him by items. 

PliL You speak of him when he was less furnished than 
now ho is with that wliich makes him both widiout and 
within. 

French. I have seen him in Franco : we had very many 
diero could behold the sun with as firm eyes as he. 

lach. This matter of marrying his king’s daughter — 
wherein he must be weighed rather by her value than his 
own — words him, I doubt not, a great deal from die matter. 

French. And then his banishment, — 

Jach. Ay, and die approbation of those that weep this 
lamentable divorce, under her colours, are wonderfully to 
extend Ijiin ; be^it but to fortiiy her judgment, which else 
an easy battery might lay flat, for taking a beggar without 
less quality.^ But how comes it he is to sojourn widi you? 

I how creeps acquaintance ? 

Ph\. His father and I were '“soldiers togedier ; to whom I 
have bcc'u often bound for no Icss^than my life. — Hero comes 
the Briton : let him be so entertained amongst you as suits, 
with gendc'mon of your knowing, to a stranger of his quality. 

Enter Posthumus. 

— I beseech you all, be better known to this gendeinan ; 
whom I commend to you as a noble friend of mine ; how 
worthy he is I will leave to ap])ear hereafter, rather than story 
him in his own hearing. 

French. Sir, we have known together in Orleans. 

Post. Since when I have been debtor to you for courtesies, 
wliich I will be ever to pay, and yet pay still. 

French. Sir, you o’er-rate my poor kindness : I was glad 
I did atone my countryman and you ; it had been pity you 
should liave been put together with so mortal a purpose as 
then each bore, upon importance of so slight and trivial a 
nature. 

Post. By your pardon, sir, I was then a young traveller ; 
rather shunned to go even with what I heard than in my 
every action to bo guided by others’ experiences : but, upon 
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my mended judgment, — if I offend to Hay it is mended, 

— ^my quarrel was not altogether slight. 

French. Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement of Hwords ; 
and by such two that would, by all likelihood, linvo confounded 
one die otiier, or have fallen both. 

loch. Can we, with manners, awk what was die differeiiec ? 

French. Safely, T think : ’twas a conteniioii in jmblie, 
which may, without contradiction, suffer the re|>ort. It was 
much like an argument that fell out last night, when* each 
of us fell in praise of our country mistrc\sses ; this geiiUeiiiaii 
at diat time vouching — and upon warrant of bloody afHrina- 
tion — his to be more fair, virtuous, wise, cliaste, constant- 
qualified, and less atteinptable, than any tlii‘ rarest of our 
ladies in Franco. 

loch. That lady is not now living; or this gontlcmairs 
opinion, by this, worn out. 

Fast. She holds her virtue still, and I niy mind. 

laclu You must not so far prtder her fore ours of Italy. 

Post. Being so far provoked as I was in France, 1 would 
abate her nothing; though I profess myself her adorer, not 
her friend. 

lach. As fair and as good — a kind of hand-in-hand com- 
parison — ^liad been something too fair and too good for any 
lady in Britany. If she went before others 1 have seen, as 
diat diamond of yours outiustres many 1 have beheld, 1 could 
not but believe^ she excelled many : but I have not stjeii 
the most precious diamond that is, nor you the lady. 

Post. I praised her as 1 rated her : so do I my stone. 

lach. What do you estooin it at ? 

Post. More than the world enjoys. 

laclu Either your unparagoned mistress is dead, or she’s 
outprized by a trifle. 

Post. You are mistaken : the one may be sold, or given, 
if there were wealth enough for the purchase, or merit for 
the gift:^i^^ the other is not a tiling for sale, and only tlio 
gift of tlie gods. 

lach. Which tlie gods have given you ? 

Post. Which, by their graces, I vrill keep. 

lach. You may wear her in title yours : but, you know, 
strange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. Your ring may 
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be stolen too: so, your brace^^O) of unprizable estimations, the 
one is but fhtil, and the other casual ; a cunning thief, or a 
that -way -accomplished courtier, would hazard the winning 
botli of first and last. 

Post. Your Italy contains none so accomplished a courtier 
to convince the honour of my mistress; if, in the holding 
or loss of that, you term her frail. I do nothing doubt you 
have store of thieves ; notwitlistanding, I fear not my ring. 

PhL Let us leave here, gentlemen. 

Post Sir, with aJl my heart. This worthy signior, I thank 
him, makes no stranger of me ; we are familiar at first. 

laclu With five times so much conversation, I should get 
ground of your fair mistress ; make her go back, even to the 
yielding, had I admittance, and oj)j)ortimity to friend. 

No, no. 

lack. I dare tliereiii)on pawn the moiety of my estate to 
your ring ; which, in my opinion, o’orvaluos it sometliing : 
but I make my wager rather against your confidence than 
her re])utation ; and, to bar yonr oflenco herein too, I durst 
attemi)t it against any lady in the world. 

Post. You arc a groat deal abused in too bold a persua- 
sion ; and I doubt not you sustaiii^^^^ what you’re worthy of 
by your attempt. 

lac/i. What’s that ? 

Post. A repulse : though your attempt, as you call it, 
deserve more, — a punishment too. 

PhL Gentlemen, enough of this : it came in too sud- 
denly ; let it die as it was bom, and, I pray you, be better 
acquainted. 

loch. Would I had put my estate and my neighbour’s on 
tho approbation of what 1 have spoke ! 

Post. What lady would you choose to assail ? 

lack. Yours ; whom in constancy you think stands so 
safe. I will lay you ten thousand ducats to your ring, that, 
commend me to tho court where your lady is, with no more 
advantage than the opportunity of a second conference, and 
1 will bring from thence that honour of hers which you ima- 
gine so reserved. 

Post. I will wage against your gold, gold to it : my ring 
I hold dear as my finger ; ’tis part of it 
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lodu You are afraid/22> therein the wiser. If you 
buy ladies’ flesh at a million a dram, you cannot preserve it 
from tainting : but I see you have some religion in you, tliat 
you fear. 

Post. This is but a custom in your tongue; you bear a 
graver purpose, 1 hope. 

laclu I am the master of my sj>eoches ; and would midergo 
what’s spoken, I swear. 

Post. Will you ? — I shall but lend my diamond till your 
return : — ^let tliere be covenants drawn between ’s : iny mis- 
tress exceeds in goodness the hugeness of your unworthy 
tliinking : I dare you to this match : here’s my ring. 

Phi. I will have it no lay. 

loch. By tlie gods, it is one. — If I bring you no sufHcient 
testimony that I have enjoyed the dearest bodily j)art of your 
mistress, my ten thousand ducats are yours ; so is your dia- 
mond too : if I come oflf, and Icaix* her in such honour as 
you have trust in, she your jewel, this your jewel, and my 
gold are yours ; — ^provided I have your commendation for my 
more free entertainment. 

Post. I emft’ace these conditions let us have artieh a 
betwixt us. — Only, tlius far ytm shall answer: if you make 
your voyage upon her, and give mo directly to understand 
you have jircvailed, 1 am no further your enemy ; she is not 
worth our debate : if she remain iinseduced, — ^j"ou not making 
it n])poar otherwise, — for your ill opinion, au3 the assault you 
have made to her chastity, you shall answer me witli your 
sword. 

laclu Your hand, — a covenant : we will have tliese tilings 
sot down by lawful counsel, and straight away for Britain, 
lest the bargain should catch cold and starve I will fetch 
my gold, and liave our two wagers recorded. 

Post. Agreed. \_Ejreunt Posihinnas aud Jachimo. 

Frenclu Will this hold, think you ? 

Phi. Signior lachimo will not from it. Pj’ay, let us fol- 
low ’em. 
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Scene Y. Britain. A room in Cyhbeline’s palace. 

Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius. 

Queen. Whiles yet the dew ’s on ground, gather those 
flowers ; 

Make haste : who has the note of them ? 

First Liody. I, madam. 

Queen, Dispatch. — \Exemit Ladies. 

Now, master doctor, have you brought those drugs ? 

Cor. Pleaseth your highness, ay : here they are madam : 

\JPresenting a small hox. 
But I beseech your grace, without offence, — 

My conscience bids me ask, — ^wherefore you have 
Commanded of me these most poisonous compounds, 

Which afe the movers of a languishing death ; 

But, though slow, deadly ? 

Q\ieen. I wonder, doctor, 

Thou ask’st me such a question. * Have I not been 
Thy pupil long ? Hast thou not leani’d mo hdw 
To make perfumes ? distil ? jireserve ? yea, so 
That our great king liimself doth woo me oft 
For my confections ? Having tlius far proceeded, — 

Unless thou ihink’st me devilish, — is’t not meet 
That I did amplify my judgment in 
Other conclusions ? I will try the forces 
Of tlieso thy comjiounds on such creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging, — ^but none human, — 

To try the vigour of tliera,^25) and apply 
Allaymonts to their act ; and by them gatlicr 
Tlieir several virtues and effects. 

Cor. Your highness 

Shall from tliis practice but make hard your heart : 

Besides, tlie seeing these effects will be 
Both noisome and infectious. 

Queen. O, content thee. — 

\^Aside'\ Here comes a flattering rascal ; upon him 
Will 1 first work : he’s for his master,^ 26 ) 

And enemy to my son. — 
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EtUer P18AN10. 

How now, Pisanio I — 

Doctor, your service for this time is ended ; 

Take your own way. 

Cor. I do suspect you, madam ; 

But you shall do no harm. 

* Quern, [to Eisanio] Hark tliee, a word. 

Cor. [aaide^ I do not like her. She doth tliink she hits 
Strange lingering poisons : I do know her spirit. 

And will not trust one of her malice with 
A drug of such damnM nature. Tlioso she lias 
Will stupefy and dull the sense awhile ; 

Which first, perchance, she’ll i>rove on cats and dogs. 

Then afterward up higher : but there is 
No danger in wliat show of death it makes, 

More than the locking-up the spirits a time. 

To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool'd 
Witli a most false effect ; and I the truer, 

So to be false with her. 

Queen. No furtlicr service, doch>r. 

Until I send for Uiee. 

Cor. I humbly take my leave. [Exit. 

Queen. Weeps she still, say’st thou? Dost thou think in 
time 

She will not quench, and let instructions enter 
Where folly now possesses ? Do thou work : 

When thou shalt bring me word she loves my son, 

I’ll tell thee on the instant thou art then 
As great as is thy master ; greater, — for 
His fortunes all lie speechloBs, and his name 
Is at last gasp : return ho cannot, nor 
Continue where he is : to sliift his being 
Is to exchange one misery with another ; 

And every day that comes comes to decay 
A day’s work in him. What shalt thou exjxjct, 

To be depender on a thing that leans, — 

Who cannot be now built, nor has no friends, 

[The Queen drops the box : Pisanio takes U up. 
So much as but to prop him ? — Thou tak’st up 
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Thou know’st not what ; but take it for thy labour : 
It is a thing I made^ which hatli the king 
Five times redeem’d from dcatii : I do not know 
What is more cordial : — nay, I prithee, take it ; 

It is an earnest of a further good 

That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how 

The case stands with her ; do’t as from thyself. 

Tliink what a chance tliou chancest on ;^27) think 

Thou hast tliy mistress still, — ^to boot, my son. 

Who shall take notice of thee : I’ll move tlie king 
To any shape of thy preferment, such 
As thou’lt desire ; and tlien myself, I chiefly, 

That sot thee on to this desert, am bound 
To load tliy merit ricliJy. Call my women : 

Think on my words. 

A sly and constant knave ; 

Not to bo shak’d ; the agent for his master ; 

And the remembrancer of her to hold 
The hand-fast to her lord. — I’ve given him that, 
Whicli, if he take, shall quite unpeople her 
Of liegers for her sweet ; and wliieh slie aftt»r, 
Except she bend her humour, shall be assur’d 
To taste of too. 


Ue-enter I^isanio <md Ladic^s. 

So, so ; — ^well done, well done : 

The violets, cowslips, and the primroses. 

Bear to my closet. — ;Fare thee well, Pisanio ; 

Think on my words. Queen and Ladles. 

Pis. And shall do : 

But when to my good lord I prove untrue. 

I’ll choke myself : there’s all I’ll do for you. \_Exit. 


Scene VI. The same. Another room in the same. 
Enter Imogen. 

Imo. A father cruel, and a step-dame false ; 

A foolish suitor to a wedded laxly, 
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That hath her husband banish’d ; — O, that husband I 
My supreme crown of grief! and those ro 2 )eatcd 
Vexations of it ! Had I been tliief-stol’n, 

As my two brothers, happy ! but most miserable 
Is the desire^^^^ that’s glorious : bloss’d be those, 

How mean soe’or, that have their honest wills, 

Wliich seasons comfort. — Who may this bo ? Fio ! 

Knter Pisanio and Ia<'himo. 

Pis, Madam, a noble gontleiiian of Itoino 
Comes from my lord with letters. 

lack. Change yon, niadain ? 

The worthy Lconatns is in safety. 

And greets your highness <loarly. \^Pres(nds a letter , 

lino. Thanks, goo<l sir : 

You’re kindly welcome. 

■ lacit, \ji8ide'\ All of her that is out of door most rich ! 

If she bo funiish’d with a mind so rare, 

Slie is alone tli’ Arabian bird ; and I 

Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend ! 

Arm me, audacity, from head to foot ! 

Or, like the Partliian, I shall flying fight ; 

Kather, directly fly. 

Imo, \reads~\ “ He is ofle of the noblest note, to whose kind- 
nesses I am most infinitely tied. Bcflect upon him according!}', us 
you value your truest LEoNATUs.”''-yJ 

So far I read aloud : 

But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm’d by tlie rest, and takes it thankfully. — 

You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I 
Have M'ords to bid you ; and shall find it so. 

In all that I can do. 

lack. Thanks, fairest lady. — 

What, are men mad ? Hath nature given them eyes 
To see this vaulted arch, and the rich croj)^®®^ 

Of sea and land, which can distinguish ’twixt 
The fiery orbs above, and tlie twinn’d stones 
Upon the numb er’d beach and can wo not 
Partition make with spectacles so precious 
’Twixt fair and foul ? 
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Imo. What makes your admiration ? 

lacJu It cannot be i’ th* eye ; for apes and monkeys, 
’Twixt two sucli shes, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mows the other : nor i’ the judgment ; 

For idiots, in this case of favour, would 
Be wisely definite : nor i’ th’ appetite ; 

Sluttery, to such neat excellenco oppos’d, 

Should make desire vomit emptiness, 

Not so allur’d to feed. 

Jmo. What is the matter, trow ? 

lacJu The cloyed will, — 

That satiate yet unsatisfied desire, that tub 
Both fill’d and running, — ^ravening first the lamb, 

Longs after for the garbage. 

Imo. What, dear sir. 

Thus ra ps you ? Are you well ? 

IcLcJu Thanks, madam ; well. — Pisantxi\ Beseech you, 
sir, desire 

My man’s abode whore I did leav6 him : he 
Is strange arid peevish. 

Pis, I was going, sir. 

To give him welcome. [Zi/leriV. 

Imo, Continues well my lord ? His health, beseech you ? 
lack. Well, madam. 

Imo, Is ho dispos’d to mirth ? I hope ho is. 
lach. Exceeding pleasant ; none a stranger there 
So merry and so gamesome : he is call’d 
The Briton reveller. 

Irno, When he was hero 

Ho did incline to sadness, and oft-times 
Not knowing why. 

lack, I never saw him sad. 

There is a Frenchman his companion, one 

An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, much loves 

A Gallian girl at home ; he ftirnaces 

The thick sighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton — 

Your lord, I mean— laughs from ’s free lungs, cries O, 

Can my sides hold, to tliink that man — ^who knows 
By history, report, or his own proof, 

What woman is, yea, what she cannot choose 
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Sut must be— will liis free hours^®^) laii^iisli for 
Assured bondage ?” 

ImOrn Will my lord say so ? 

lacJu Ay , madam ; with his eyes in AckkI with laughter : 
It is a recreation to be by, 

And hear him mock the Frenchman. But, heavens know, 
Some men are much to blame. 

Not ho, 1 liope. 

lack. Not he : but yet heaven’s bounty towanls him 
might 

Bo us’d more thankfully. In himself, ’tis much ; 

In you, — which I couiit^^^) beyond all talents, — 

Whilst I am. bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pity too. 

Imo. What do you pity, sir ? 
lack. Two creatures lioartily. 

Imo, Am I one, sir? 

You look on mo : what wrc'ck discern yo\i in im* 

Deserves your pity ? 

IcLch. Lamentable ! What, 

To hide mo from the radiant sun, and solace 
I’ tlie dungeon by a snuff? 

Imo, I pray you, sir, 

Deliver with more openness your answei’s 
To my demands. Why do you pity mo ? 
lacJu That others do — 

I was about to say — enjoy your But 

It is an office of the gods to veiige it. 

Not mine to speak on’t. 

Jmo, You do seem to know 

Something of mo, or what concerns mo : ])ray you — 

Since doubting things go ill often hurts more 
Than to bo sure they do ; for certainties 
Either are past remedies, or, timely knowing. 

The remedy then bom — discover to me 
What both you spur and stop. 

lacL Had I this cheek 

To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whose touch, 

Wliose every touch, would force the feeler’s soul 
To til’ oatli of loyalty ; this object, which 
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Taken prisoner the wild motion of mine eye, 

Fixing^^' it only here ; — should I — damn'd ^en — 
Slaver with lips as common as the stairs 
That mount the Capitol ; join gripes with hands 
Made hard witli hourly falsehood — falsehood^ as 
With labour ; then lie peoping^^^^ in an eye 
Base and unlustrous^^®^ as the smoky light 
Tliat’s fed with stinking tallow ; — it were fit 
That all the plagues of hell should at one time 
Encounter such revolt. 

My lord, I fear, 

Has forgot Britain. 

JaeJu And himself. Not I, 

Inclin’d to this intelligence, pronounce 
Tlio beggary of his change ; but ’tis your graces 
That from my mutest conscience to my tongue 
Cliarms ibis report out. 

Imo. Let me hear no more. 

Taclu O dearest soul, your cause doth strike my heart 
With pity, that dotli make me sick 1 A lady 
So fair, and fasten’d to an emj)ery 
Would make the great’ st king double, to bo partner’d 
With tomb oys, hir’d with that self-exhibition 
Which your own coffers yield ! with diseas’d ventures 
That play with all infirmities for gold 
Which rottenness can lend nature ! such boil’d stuff 
As well might poison poison ! Be reveng’d ; 

Or she that bore you was no queen, and you 
Hecoil from your great stock. 

Imo, Reveng’d ! 

How should I be reveng’d ? If tliis be true, — 

As I have such a heart that both mine cars 
Must not in haste abuse, — if it be true, 

How should I be reveng’d ? 

loch. Should he make me 

Live, like Diana’s priest, betwixt cold sheets,^^^^ 

Whiles he is vaulting Triable ramps. 

In your despite, upon your purse ? Revenge it. 

I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure ; 

More noble than iliat runagate to your bed ; 



SCENE VI.] 


CYMBBLINE. 


655 


And will continue fast to your affection. 

Still close as sure, 

Imo, Wliat, ho, Pisanio I 

laclu Let me my service tender on your lips. 

Imo. Away I — I do condemn mine ears that have 
So long attended thee. — If thou wort lionourable, 

Thou wouldst have told tins tale fi>r virtue, not 
For such an end thou sook’st, — as base as strange. 

Thou wrong’ at a gentleman who is as far 
From thy report as tliou from h<»nour ; and 
Solicit’st here a lady that disdains 
Thee and the devil alike. — What ho, Pisanio ! — 

The king my father shall bo made acquainted 
Of tliy assault if ho shall think it fit, 

A saucy stranger, in his court,, to mart 
As in a Romish stew, and to ex]>ound 
His beastly mind to us, — lie hath a court 
He little cares for, and a daughter who 
He not respects at all.— What, ho, Pisanio 1— 

Jaclu O happy Leonatus ! T may say : 

The credit that thy lady hath of thoo 

Deserves thy trust ; and thy most perfect goodness 

Her assur’d credit— Blessed live you long ! 

A lady to the worthiest sir that ever 
Country call’d his ! and you his mistress, only 
For the most worthiest fit I Give me your jjardon. 

I have spoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted ; and shall make your lord, 

That which ho is, new o’er : and ho is one 
The truest manner’d ; such a holy witch, 

Tliat he enchants societies into him ; 

Half all men’s hearts are his.^^^^ 

You make amends. 

laeh. He sits ’mongst men like a deHceiided'**” g<Hl : 
He hath a kind of honour sets him offj 
More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry. 

Most mighty princess, that I have advento d 
To try your taking of a false report ; which liath 
Hononr’d with confirmation your great judgment 
In the election of a sir so rare, 
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Which you know cannot orr : the love I bear him 
Made me to fan you thus ; but the gods made you, 

Unlike all others, chaf&ess. Pray, your pardon. 

Imo. All’s well, sir : take my power i’ the court for yours. 
loch. My humble thanks. 1 had almost forgot 
T’ entreat your grace but in a small request, 

And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord, myself, and other noble friends. 

Are partners in the business. 

Imo. Pray, what is’t ? 

lacJu Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord — 

Tlie best feather of our wing — ^have mingled sums 
To buy a present for the emperor ; 

Which I, the factor for the rest, have done 
In France : ’tis plate of rare device, and jewels 
Of rich and exquisite form ; their values groat ; 

And I am something curious, being strange. 

To have tliem in safe stowage : may it please you 
To take them in protection ? 

Imo. Willingly ; 

And pawn mine honour for their safety : since 
My lord hath interest in them, 1 will keep them 
In my bedchamber. 

Idch, They are in a trunk. 

Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To send them to you, only for tliis night ; 

I must aboard to-morrow. 

Imo, O, no, no. 

laxih. Yes, I beseech ; or I shall short my word 
By lengthening my return. From Gallia 
I cross’d the seas on purpose and on promise 
To see your grace. 

imo. I thank you for your pains : 

But not away to-morrow I 

laclu O, I must, madam : 

Therefore I shall beseech you, if you please 
To greet your lorA with writing, do’t to-night : 

I have outstood my time ; which is material 
To the tender of our present. 

Imo. 


I will write. 
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Send your trunk to me ; it shall safe be ke]>t/*-' 
And truly yielded you. You’re very welcome. 


[ EicennU 
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Scene I. Hritain, Court Jip/ore CYMBEiiiNR’w pnlavr. 

Enter Clotick and tiro TiOnls, 

Clo» Was there over man hsul such luck ! wlum I kissed 
the jack , upon an up-cast to Ixi hit away! ^ had a luftidre«l 
pound on’t: and then a whoreson jackan a] )cs must lake me 
up for swearing; as if I horrowctl mine oaths of him, and 
ini^ht not spend them at niy ])leasurc. 

First Lord What o:ot he by that? You have broke' his 

iiate with your howl. , ^ i 

See. Lord If his wit had been like him that broke 

it, it would have rmi all out. 

Clo. When a gentleman is dis])osed to swear, it is not tor 
any staiiders-by^^**^^ to curtail his oaths, lia? 

Sec. Lord No, my lord ; [iiskle'] imr c roj) the' oars oi 

Whoreson clog!— I givc«+>hiin satisfjwtioii ? Would 

ho had been one of my rank ! 

Sec. Lord To have smelt like a fool. 

Clo. I am not vexed more at any thin^r m the earth, 
pox on’t! I had rather not he so nohle as I am ; they dare 
not fight with me, beeauso of the queen my mother : every 
Jaok-davo hath his bellyful of fighting, ajid I must go up 
and down like a cock that nobody can match. 

Sec. lAn-d. [aside-] You are cock and ca^n too; and you, 
crow, cock, with your comb on. 

S‘7?S"lfTLt fit your lordshij) should undertake 

Ctls riluld commit offence 

to my inferiors. 

VOL. VII. 
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Sec. Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only. 

do. Why, so I say. 

First Lord, Did you hear of a stranger that’s come to 
court to-night 

Clo. A stranger, and I not know on’t I 

Sec. Lord, [aside'] He’s a strange fellow himself, and knows 
it not. 

First Loi'd. There’s an Italian come ; and, ’tis thought, 
one of Leonatus’ friends. 

Clo. Leonatus ! a banished rascal; and he’s another, what- 
soever he be. Who told you of this stranger ? 

First Lord. One of your lordship’s pages. 

Clo. Is it fit I went to look upon him ? is there no dero- 
gatioii in’t ? 

Sec. Lord.^^^^ You cannot derogate, my lord. 

Clo. ♦Not easily, I think. 

Sec. Lord, [aside] You are a fool granted ; therefore your 
issues, being foolish, do not derogate. 

Clo. Come, I’ll go see tins Italian : what I have lost to- 
day at bowls I’ll win to-night of him. Como, go. 

Sec. Lord. I’ll attend your lordship. 

[ Exeunt Cloten and First Lord. 
That such a crafty devil as is his mother 
Should yield the world this ass ! a woman that 
Bears all down with her brain ; and this her son 
Cannot take two from twenty, for his heart. 

And leave eighteen. Alas, j)oor princess. 

Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur’st. 

Betwixt a father by thy step-dame govern’d, 

A mother hourly coining plots, a wooer 

More hateful than the foul expulsion is 

Of tliy dear husband, than that horrid act 

Of the divorce he’d make ! The heavens hold firm 

The walls of thy dear honour ; keep unshak’d 

That temple, thy fair mind ; that thou mayst stand, 

T’ enjoy thy banish’d lord and this great land I [Exd. 
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Scene II. The same. Imogen’s bedchamber in Oymbeltne’s 
palace : a irwik in one comer of it. 

Imogen in hedj reading; a Lady attending, 

Tmo. Who’s Uiere ? my woman Helen ? 

Please you, madam. 

Imo. What hour is it ? 

Lcidy. Almost midnight, madam. 

Imo. I have read three liours^ then : mine eyes are weak : 
Fold down the leaf where 1 have left : t^) hctl : 

Take not away the taper, leave it burning ; 

And if thou canst' awake by four o’ the clock, 

I pritliee, call me. Sleep hath seiz’d me wholly, \Exit Lady. 
To your protection I commend me, god^s I 
From fairies, and tlie tempters of the night. 

Guard me, beseech ye ! 

^ \^SleepB. Jachimo conies f tom the trunk. 

loch. Tlie crickets sing, and man’s o’or-laboiir’d sense 
Repairs itself by rest. Our Tarquin thus 
Did softly press the rushes, ere ho waken’d 
The chastity he wounded. — Cytherea, 

How bravely thou bocom’st thy bed ! fresh lily ! 

And whiter than the sheets I Tliat I might touch ! 

But kiss ; one kiss I — Rubies unparagon’d, 

How dearly they do’t I — ’Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus : the flame o’ the taper 
Bows toward her ; and would under-peep her lids, 

To see th’ enclosed lights, now canopied 
Under these windows, white and azure, lac’d 
With blue of heaven’s own tinct. — But my design 
To note the chamber : I will write all down : — 

Such and such pictures ; — ^there the window ; — such - 
Th’ adornment of her bed ; — the arras, figures. 

Why, such and such ; — ^and the contents o’ the story, — 

Ah, but some natural notes about her body, 

Above ten thousand metoer movables 
Would testify, t’ enrich mine inventory : — 

O sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her I 
And be her sense but as a monument, 



CYMBELINB. 


[ACT II. 


TiOO 

TliuB in a chapel lying I — Come off, come off ; — 

[ Talcing off her bracelet. 
As slippery as the Gordian knot was hard I — 

’Tis mine ; and this will witness outwardly, 

As strongly as the conscience does within. 

To the madding of her lord. — On her left breast 
A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops 
I’ the bottom of a cowslip : here’s a voucher, 

Stronger than over law could make : this secret 
Will force him think I’ve pick’d tlie lock, and ta’en 
The treasure of her honour. No more. To what end ? 

Why should I write this down, that’s rivetod,^^^^ 

Screw’d to my memory ? — She hath been reading late 
The tale of Tereus : hero the leaf’s turn’d down 
Whore Philomel gave up. — I have enough : 

To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. — 

Swift, swift, you dragons of the night, that dawning 
May bare the raven’s eye I lodge in fear 5^ 

Though this a heavenly angel, hell is hero.^^*^^ [^Clock strikes. 
One, two, three, — Time, time ! 

[ Goes into the trunk. Seem closes. 


Scene III. The same. An antc^-cluimber adjoining Imogen’s 
apartments in the same. 

Enter Cloten and Lords. 

First Lord, Your lordship is the most patient man in loss, 
the most coldest that ever turned up ace. 

Clo, It would make any man cold to lose. 

First Lord, But not every man patient after the noble 
temper of your lordship. You are most hot and furious 
when you win. 

Clo, Winning will put any man into courage. If I could 
get this foolish Imogen, I should have gold enough. It’s 
almost morning, is’t not ? 

First Lord, Day, my lord. 

Clo, I would this music would come: I am advised to 
give her music o’ mornings; they say it will penetrate. — 
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Come on ; tune : if you can penetrate lier with your finger- 
ing, BO ; we’ll try with tonguo too : if none will do, let her 
remain ; but I’ll never give o’er. First, a very excclloiii 
good-concoitod thing ; after, a wondorfiil sweet air, with ad- 
mirable rich words to it, — and then let her consider, 

Bono. 

Hark, hark ! tlie lark at licavcn’s gate sings, 

And Pliosbus gins aiisc, 

Ilis steeds to watc»r at those springs 
On chalic'd flowers that lies ; 

And winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope tlicir golden eyes : 

Witli every thing that pretty is,^5i) 

My lady sweet, arise ; 

Arise, arise! 

fVo. So, get you gone. If this ptnictrate, I will consider 
your music the better : if it do not, it is a viee^^'^> in her (mrs,’ 
which horse-hairs and calves’-guts, nor the voice of unj>aved 
eunuch to boot, can never amend/^‘^^ {^Ejcvunt Aluaiciaua. 
Sec, Lord, Hcrt* comes tlic king. 

Clo, I am glad 1 was up so late ; f »r that’s tJio reason i 
was up so early ; he cannot choose but Uiko this service I 
have done fatherly. 

Enter Cymukline <(n(l yiieeii. 

Good morrow to your majesty and to niy gracious mother. 

Cym, Attend you here the door of our stern daughter ? 
Will she not forth ? 

Clo, 1 have assailed her with music, but she vouclisafcs 
no notice. 

Cyin, The exile of her minion is too new ; 

She hath not yet forgot him : some more time 
Must wear the print of his remembrance out. 

And then she’s yours. 

Queen, You are most bound to the king, 

Who lets go by no vantages that may 
Prefer you to his daughter. Frame yourself 
To orderly .solicits, and be friended 
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With aptness of the season ; make denials 
Increase your services so seem as if 
You were inspir’d to do those duties which 
You tender to her ; that you in all obey her, 

Save when command to your dismission tends, 

And therein you are senseless. 

Clo. Senseless I not so. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. So like you, sir, ambassadors from Rome ; 

Tlie one is Caius Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy fellow, 

Albeit ho comes on angiy })urpo8e now ; 

But that’s no fault of his : wo must receive him 
According to the honour of liis sender ; 

And towaS'ds liimself, his goodness forespent on us, 

Wo must extend our notice. — Our dear son, 

When you have given good morning to your mistress, 

Attend the queen and us ; wo shJl have need 
T’ employ you towards this Homan. — Come, our queen. 

\^Exeunt all except Cloten. 
do. If she be up, I’ll speak with her ; if not. 

Let her lie still and dream. — By your leave, ho I — [^Knocks. 

1 know her women are about her : what 

If I do line one of their hands ? ’Tis gold 

Which buys admittance ; oft it doth ; yea, and makes 

Diana’s rangers false themselves, yield up 

Their deer to the stand o’ the stealer ; and ’tis gold 

Which makes the true man kill’d, and saves the thief ; 

Nay, sometime hangs both tliief and true man : what 
Can it not do and undo ? I will make 
One of her women lawyer to mo ; for 
I yet not understand the -case myself. — 

By your leave. \_Kru}ck8. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady. Who’s ttiere that knocks ? 

do. A gentleman. 

Lady. No more ? 

Cb. Yesy and a gentlewoman’s son. 



CYMBBLINE. 


668 


80BNB m.] 

Lady. That’s more 

Than somo^ whose tailors are as dear as yours^ 

Can justly boast o£ What’s your lordship’s pleasure ? 

Clo, Your lady’s person : is she ready ? 

Lady. 

To keep her chamber. 

There is ^old for you ; 

Sell me your good report. 

Lady. How ! my good name ? or to report of you 
W^hat I shall think is good ? — ^Tlie princess I 

Eater Imookn. 

CU). Gk>od morrow, fairest : sister, your sweet hand. 

Lady. 

Irno. Good morrow, sir. You lay out too much pains 
For purchasing but trouble : the thanks I give 
Is telling you that I am poor of thanks, 

And scarce can spare tliem. 

Clo. Still, I swear I love you. 

Into. If you but said so, ’twero as deep with me : 

If you swear stiU, your recompense is still 
That I regard it not. 

Clo. Tills is no answer. 

Imo. But tliat you shall not say, I yield being silent, 

I would not speak. 1 pray you, sj)arc me : faith, 

I shall unfold equal discourtesy 

To your best kindness : one of your great knowing 

Should learn, being taught, forbearance. 

Clo. To leave you in your madness, ’twero my sin : 

I will not. 

Imo. Fools are not mad folks. 

Clo. Do you call me fool ? 

Imo. As I am mad, I do : 

If you’ll be patient. I’ll no more be mad ; 

That cures us both. I am much sorry, sir, 

You put me to forget a lady’s manners. 

By being so verbal ; and learn now, for all. 

That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce, 

By the very truth of it, I care not for you ; 

And am so near the lack of charity, — 
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T’ accuHo myself, — 1 hate you ; wliicli I liacl ratlier 
You felt tliaii niako’t my boast. 

CUy, You sill against 

Obedience, which you owe your fatlier. For 
The contract you pretend with that base wretch, — 

One bred of alms, and foster’d with cold dishes, 

Witli scraps o’ tlie cf)urt, — ^it is no contract, none : 

And though it bo allow’d in moaner i>arties — 

Yet who than ho more mean ? — to knit their souls — 

On whom tlioro is no more dependency 
But brats and beggary — ^iii self-tigur’d knot ; 

Yet you are curb’d from that enlargement by 
The consequence o’ the erown ; and must not soif 
The i)recious note of it with a base slave, 

A Inklin g for a livery, a squire’s cloth, 

A pantler^ not so eminent. 

hrvo. Profane fellow ! 

Wert tliou th(' son of Ju] liter, and no more 
But what thou art besides, thou wert too base 
To bo his groom : thou wert digifified enough, 

Ev eii to the point of envy, if ’twerc made 
(Jonijiarative for yotir virtues, to be styl’d 
The under-hangman of his kingdom ; and hated 
For being jiroforr’d so well. 

i '^lo. Tlie south-tog rot him ! 

lino. He never can meet more niisehancc than come 
To be but nam’d of thee. His meanest garment. 

That over hath but clipji’d his body, is dearer 
In my respect than all tlie hairs above^^^^ thee, 

Were they all made such men. 

JCnter Pihanio. 

How now, Pisanio!^^®^ 
Clo. “ His garment” Now, the devil — 

Tnio, To Dorothy my woman hie thee presently — 
Clo. His garment” I 

hno. I am sprited with a fool ; 

Frighted, and anger’d worse : — go 1^ my woman 
Search for a jewel that too casually 
Hath loft mine arm : it was thy master’s ; shrew me. 
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If I would lose it for a revenue 
Of any king’s in Europe. I do think 
I saw’t this incoming : confident I am 
Last night ’twas on mine arm ; I kiss’d it 
I hope it be not gone to tell my lord 
That I kiss aught but be. 

’Twill not be lost. 

Imo, I hope so : go luid search. Pisan io, 

Clo, You have abus’d me : — - 

His meanest garment” 

^ Lno. Ay, I said so, sir : 

If you will make’t an action, call witness to’l. 

Ch. I will inform your father. 

Tmo, Your mother b>o : 

She’s my good lady ; and will conceive, 1 lio])c. 

But the worst of me. So, 1 leave you, sir, 

To the worst of discontent. 

Clo, I’ll b(‘ reveng’d : — 

His meanest garment” I — Well. IJiJujit. 


Scene IV. Rome. An apartment in I’ririAiiio’s house. 

Knter I^ohtiiumuh and Piiilauio. 

Post. Fear it not, sir : I would 1 were so sure 
To win the king, as I am bold her honour 
Will remain hers. 

Phi. What means do you make to him ? 

Post. Not any ; but abide tlie change of time ; 

Quake in the present winter’s state,^^^^ and wish 
That warmer days would come : in tlioso sear’d hopes, 

I barely gratify your love ; they foiling, 

I must die much your debtor. 

Phi. Your very goodness and your company 
O’erjmys all I can do. By this, yoiu* king 
Hath heard of great Augustus : Caius Lucius 
WiU do’s commission tln*oughly : and I think 
He’ll grant the tribute, send tli’ arrearages. 

Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance 
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Is yet fresh in their grief. 

Post. I do believe — 

Statist though I am none, nor like to be — 

That this will prove a war ; and you shall hear 
The legions now in Gallia^®^^ sooner landed 
In our not-fearing Britain than have tidings 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 
Are men^®®^ more order’d than when JuHub Cassar 
Smil’d at their lack of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at : their discipline 
Now mingled with tlieir courage^®®^ will make known 
To their approvers they are people such 
That mend upon the world. 

Phi. See ! lachimo ! 

Enter Iachimo. 

Post. The swiftest hartj^ have posted you by land ; 
And winds of all the comers kiss’d your sails, 

To make your vessel nimble. 

Phi. Welcome, sir. 

Post. I hope the briefness of your answer made 
The speediness of your return. 

lach. Yom* lady 

Is one of die fairest that I’ve look’d upon. 

Post. And therewithal the best ; or let her beauty 
Look through a casement to allure false hearts. 

And bo false with them. 

Tctch. Here are letters for you. 

Post. Tlieir tcnour good, I trust. 

loch. ’Tis very like. 

Was Caius Lucius in die Britain court 
When you were there ? 

lack. He was expected then. 

But not approach’d. 

Post. All is well yet. — 

Sparkles this stone as it was wont ? or is’t not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

lach. If I had lost it, <68) 

I should have lost the worth of it in gold. 

I’ll make a journey twice as far, t’ enjoy 
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A second night of such sweet shortness which 
Was mine in Britain ; for the ring is won. 

JPosL The stone’s too hard to come by. 
loch. Not a whit^ 

Your lady being so easy. 

jPosL Make not, sir, 

Your loss your sport : I hope you know tliat we 
Must not continue friends. 

loch, Gfood sir, wc must, 

If you keep covenant. Had 1 not brought 
The knowledge of your mistress home, 1 grant 
We were to question further : but I now 
Profess myself the winner of her honour, 

Togetlier with your ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. 

Post, If you can make ’t apparent 

That you have tasted her in bed, my hand 
And ring is yours : if not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour gains or loses 
Your sword or mine, or masterlcss leaves^®^^ both 
To who shall find them. 

laclu Sir, my circumstances, 

Being so near the truth as 1 will make them. 

Must first induce you to believe : whoso strength 
I will confirm with oath ; which, I doubt not. 

You’ll give me leave to spare, when you shall find 
You need it not. 

Post, Proceed. 

lack. First, her bedchamber, — 

Where, I confess, I slept not ; but profess 
Had that was well worth watching, — it was bang’d 
With tapestry of silk and silver ; the story 
Proud Cleopatra, when she mot her Homan, 

And Cydnus swell’d above the banks, or for 
The press of boats or pride : a piece of work 
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive 
In workmanship, rad value ; which I wonder’d 
Could be so rarely and exactly wrought. 

Since the true life on’t was — 
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PohU Tills is true ; 

Aiid this you might have hoard of here, by me 
Or by some otlier. 

Tach, More particulars 

Must justify my knowledge. 

Post. So they must, 

Or do your honour injmy. 

lack. The chimney 

Is soutli the chamber ; and the chimney-piece 
Cliaste Diaii batliing : never saw I figures 
So likely to report themselves : the cutter 
Was as another nature, dumb ; outwent her, 

Motion and breath left out. 

Post. This is a thing 

Which you might from relation likewise reap, 

Being, as it is, much spoke of. 

Inch. The roof o’ the chamber 

With golden cherubins is^^l) fretted : her aiulii:x)ns — 

I had forgot them — ^were two winking Cupids 
Of silver, each on one foot standing, nicely 
Depending on their brands . 

Post. This is her honour ! — 

Let it be granted you have seen all this, — and ])raisc 
Be given to your remembrance, — the description 
Of what is in her chamber nothing saves 
The wager you have laid. 

lack. Tlicn, if you can, 

\Pullvng out the bracelet. 

Be pale : I beg but leave to air this jewel ; see I — 

And now ’tis up again : it must bo married 
To tliat your diamond ; I’ll keep them. 

Post. Jove ! — 

Once more let me behold it : is it that 
Which I left with her ? 

lacli. Sir, — I thank her, — ^Uiat : 

She stripp’d it from her arm ; I see her yet ; 

Her pretty action did outsell her gift. 

And yet enrich’d it too : she gave it me, and said 
She priz’d it once. 

Post. May be she pluck’d it off 
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To send it me. 

lack. She writes so to you, doth she ? 

Post. O, no, no, no I ’tis true. Here, take this too ; 

[ Gives the ring. 

It is a basilisk unto mine eye. 

Kills me to look on’t. — Lot there bo no honour 
Where there is beauty ; truth, whon» semblance ; love, 
Whore there’s anotlier man : the vows of women 
Of no more bondage be, to where they're made. 

Than they are to their virtues ; which is nothing. — 

O, above ineasm*e false ! 

PhL Have patience, sir, 

And take your ring again ; ’tis not yet won : 

It may be probable she lost it ; or 

Who knows if one o’ lier women, ^72) being corru])ted, 

Hatli stol’n it from her ? 

Post, Very true ; 

And so, T hope, he <;ame by’i. — Back my ring : 

Render to me some corporal sign about her, 

More evident than tliis ; for this was stol’n. 
lach. By Jupiter, I had it from Ikt arm. 

Post, Hark you, he swears; by Jupiter lie swears. 

’Tis true, — ^nay, keep the ring, — ’tis true : I’m sure 

She would not lose it : her attendants are 

All sworn and honourable : — they induc’d to steal it ! 

And by a stranger ! — No, he hath enjoy’d her : 

The cognizance of her iiK'ontineiicy 

Is this, — she hath bougJit tlie name of whore ihus dearly. — 
There, take thy hire ; and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themselves between you ! 

Phi, Sir, be patient : 

This is not strong enough to be believ’d 
Of one persuaded well of. 

Post, Never talk on’t ; 

She hath been coltod by him. 

loch. If you seek 

For further satisfying, under her breast — 

Worthy the^^^^ pressing — ^lies a mole, right proud 
Of that most delicate lodging : by my life, 

I kiss’d it ; and it gave me present hunger 
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To feed a^ain^ though full. You do remember 
This stain upon her ? 

Post. Ay, and it doth confirm 

Another stain, as big as hell can hold, 

Were there no more but it. 

Jaclu Will you hear more ? 

Post. Spare your arithmetic : never count the turns ; 
Once, and a million I 

Idch. I’ll be sworn — 

Post. No swearing. 

If you will swear you have not done ’t, you lie ; 

And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny 
Thou’st made me cuckold. 

loch. I’ll deny nothing. 

Post. O, tliat I had her here, to tear her limb-meal I 
I will go^tliere and do ’t ; i’ the court ; before 
Her father : — I’ll do something — \Kxit. 

Phi. Quite besides 

The government of patience ! — ^You have won : * 

Let’s follow him, and pervert the present wrath 
Ho hath against himself. 

JooA With all my heart. \^Ex€U 7 vt. 


Scene V. 77«» same. Another room in the same. 

Enter Posthumus. 

Post. Is there no way for men to be, but women 
Must be half-workers? We are all bastards :^74) 

And that most venerable man which I 
Did call my father, was I know not where 
When I was stamp’d ; some coiner with his tools 
Made me a counterfeit : yet my mother seem’d 
The Dian of that time : so doth my wife 
The nonpareil of this. — O, vengeance, vengeance I — 

Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain’d. 

And pray’d me oft forbearance ; did it with 

A pudency so rosy, the sweet view on’t 

Might well have warm’d old Saturn ; that I thought her 
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As ^aste as unsunn’d snow : — O, all the devils 1 — 

This yellow lachimo, in an hour, — ^was't not ? — 

Or less, — at first ? — ^perchance he spoke not, but, 

Like a full-acorn’d boar, a G-erman one,^^®^ 

Cried O !” and mounted ; found no opposition 
But what he look’d for should oppose, and she 
Should firom encounter guard.— ^ould I find out 
The woman’s part in me ! For tliero’s no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but I affirm 
It is the woman’s part : be ’t lying, note it, 

The woman’s ; fiattering« hers ; dexjeiving, hers ; 

Lust and rank thoughts, Bers, hers ; revenges, hers ; 
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain, 

Nice longing,^^®^ slanders, mutability, 

All faults that may be nam’d,^^^^ nay, that hell knows. 

Why, hers, in part or all ; but rather, all ; 

For even to vice 

They are not constant, but art‘ changing still 

One vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not half so old as tliat. I’ll write against them. 

Detest them, curse them : — yet ’tis greater skill 
In a true hate, to pray they have their will : 

The very devils cannot plague them better. [^Exit, 


ACT III. 

Scene L Britairu A room of state in Cymbeline’b palace. 

Enter, frmi one side, Cymbbi^ine, Queen, Clotbn, and Lords ; from 
the other, Caius Lucius and Attendants. 

Cym. Now say, what would Augustus Caesar with us t 
Luc. When Julius Caesar — ^whose remembrance yet 
Lives in men’s eyes, and will to ears and tongues 
Be theme and hearing ever — ^was in this Britain 
And conquer’d it, Cassibelan, thine uncle, — 

Famous in Caesar’s praises, no whit less 
Than in his feats deserving it, — for him 
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And his Buocession granted Rome a tribute. 

Yearly tlnee thousand pounds ; which by theo lately 
Is loft untcnder’d. 

Queen, And, to kill the marvel, 

Shall be so ever. 

CJx). Tliere be many Cassars, 

Ere such another Julius. Britain is 
A world by itself ; and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our own noses. 

Quee^u That opportunity, 

Which tlien they had to take from ’s, to resume 
We have again. — Remember, sir, my liege, 

Tlie kings your ancestors ; together with 
The natural bravery of your isle, which stands 
As Neptune’s park, ribbed and paled in 
With rooks^78) unscalable and roaring waters ; 

Widi sands tliat will not bear your enemies’ boats, 

But suck them up to the topmast. A kind of qonquesi 
Csesar made here ; but made not hero his brag 
Of “ Came, and saw, and overedmo with shame — 

The first that ever touch’d him — ^lie was carried 
From off our coast, twice beaten ; and his shipping — 

Poor ignorant baubles ! — on our terrible seas, 

Like egg-shells mov’d upon their surges, erach’d 
As easily ’gainst our rocks : for joy whereof 
The fam’d Cassibolan, who was once at point — 

O giglet Fortune ! — ^to master Cmsar’s sword. 

Made Lud’s-town with rejoicing fires bright. 

And Britons strut witli coiu’age. 

Clo, Como, there’s no more tribute to bo paid : our king- 
dom is stronger than it was at that time ; and, as 1 said, there 
is no more such Caesars ; other of them may have crooked 
noses ; but to owe such straight arms, none. 

Cym. Son, let your mother end. 

Clo. Wo have yet many among us can gripe as hard as 
Cassibelan : I do not say I am one ; but I have a hand. — 
Why tribute? why should we pay tribute? If Csesar can 
hide tlie sun from us with a blanket, or put the moon in his 
pocket, we will pay him tribute for light ; else, sir, no more 
tribute, pray you now. 
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Cym. You must know, 

Till the injurious Homans did extort 

This tribute from ’s, we were free : Caesar’s ambition,— 

Which Hweird so xhuch, that it did almost stretch 

The sides o’ the world, — against all colour, here 

Did put the yoke upon ’s ; which to shake off 

Becomes a warlike people, whom we rectkon 

Ourselves to be. 

Clo. We do. 

Cym, Say, tlien^ to Ca'sar,^^'-'' 

Our ameestor was that Mi ^linutius which 
Ordain’d our laws, — whose me the swoi'd of (Jnpsar 
Hath too much mangled ; whose repair and franchise 
Shall, by the power we hold, be our goo«l deed, 

Though Homo be therefore angry; — Mulmutius made our 
laws, 

Who was tlie first of Britain which did put 
His brows within a golden crown, and call’d 
Himself a king. 

Luc, I’m sorry, Cymbelino, 

That 1 am to pronounce Augustus Osesai* — 

Caesar, tliat hath more kings his servants than 
Tliyself domestic officers — thine eimmy : 

Heceive it from me, then : — war and confusion 
In Cjcsar’s name pronounce I ’gainst thee : look 
For fury not to be resisted. — Thus defied, 

I thank thee for myself. 

Cym, Thou ’rt welcome, Cains. 

Thy Caesar knighted me ; my youth 1 spent 
Much under him ; of him I gather’d honour ; 

Which he to seek of me again, perforce. 

Behoves me keep at utterance. 1 am perfect 
That the Paniionians and Dalmatians for 
Their liberties are now in arms, — a precedent 
Which not to read would show the Britons cold : 

So Caesar shall not ffnd them. 

[yuc. Let proof speak. 

Clo. His majesty bids you welcome. Make pastime with 
us a day or two, or longer : if you seek us afterwards in other 
terms, you shall find us in our salt- water _gi rdLe : if you beat 
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ns out of it, it is yours; if you fall in the adventure, our 
crows shall faro tho better for you ; and tliere’s an end. 

Lnic. So, sir. 

Cym. T know your master’s pleasure, and ho mine : 

All the remain is, welcome. \Kxeimi. 


Scene II. The same. Another room in the same. 

Enter Pisanio, with a letter. 

Pis. How I of adultery ? Wherefore write you not 
What monstdr ’s her accuser — Leonatus I 

O master I what a strange infection 
Is fall’n into thy ear I What false Italian, 

As poisoBous-tonp^’d as handed, hath prevail’d 
On thy too ready hearing ? — Disloyal I No : 

She’s pimish’d for her truth ; and undergoes, 

More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaults 
As would take in some virtue. — ^ my master I 
Thy mind to her is now as low as wore 
Thy fortunes. — How I that I should murder her ? 

Upon tho love, and truth, and vows, which I 
Have made to thy command ? — I, her ? — ^lior blood ? 

If it be so to do good seiwicc, never 

Lot me bo counted serviceable. How look I, 

That I should seem to lack humanity 

So much as this fact comes to? \Tieadmg\ “ Do’t : the letter^®*) 

That I have sent her,*by her own command 

Shall give thee opportunity — O damn’d paper I 

Black as the ink that’s on thee ! Senseless bauble. 

Art thou a fodary for tliis act, and look’st 
So virgin-like without? — Lo, hero she comes. — 

I’m ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Enter Imogen. 

Jmo. How now, Pisanio I 

Pis. Madam, here is a letter from my lord. 

Imo. Who? thy lord? that is my lord, — Leonatus? 

O, loarn’d indeed were that astronomer 
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That know the stars as 1 his characters ; 

He’d lay the future open. — Yt>u good gods, 

Let what is here contain’d relish of love, 

Of my lord’s health, of his content, — ^yct not 
That we two are asunder, — ^let that grieve him , — 

Some griefs are m ed’ein able ; that is one of them, 

For it doth physic love ; — of his content 

All but in that ! — Good wax, thy leave : — blcss’d be 

You bees that make tlic'^e locks of <‘ounscl ! Lovers, 

And men in dangerous bonds, pray not alike : 

Though forfoiters 3 ’^ou cast in prison, yet 

You clasp young Cupid’s tables. — Good n(‘ws, gods ! 

“ Justice, and your fatlier’s wrath, should he take me in liis 
dominion, could not be so cruel to me, as yow, C) the dear(*st of 
creatures, would even renew me with your eyes.^®^! Take notice 
that I am in Cambria, at Milford- Haven : what your own love will, 
out of this, advise you, follow. Ho, he wishes you all happiness, 
that remains loyal to his vow, and your, increasing in love, 

Leo^ATUH PoSTIiaMUH.” 

O, for a horse with wings 1 — Jlcar’st thou, Pisanio ? 

He is at Milford-Haven : road, and tcdl me 
How far ’tis thither. If one of mean atfairs 
May plod it in a week, wliy may not I 
Glide thither in a day? — Tlien, true Pisanio,-— ^ 

Who long’st, like me, to see thy lord ; wlio long’sl.— 

O, let me bate,— but not like mo;— yet long’st,— 

Hut in a fainter kind ; — O, not like mo ; 

For mine’s beyond beyond, — say , and speak thick. 

Love’s counsellor should fill the bores of hearing. 

To the smothering of the sense, — ^liow far it is 
To this same blessed Milford : and, by tlio way , 

Tell mo how Wales was made so happy as 
T’ inherit such a haven : but, first of all. 

How wo may steal from hence ; and for the gap 
That we shall make in time, from our hence-going 
And our return, t’ excuse but first, how got henc<‘ : 

Why should excuse be born or e’er begot ? 

We’ll talk of that hereafter. Prithee, speak. 

How many score of miles may wo well rkW«*^^ 

’Twixt hour and hour ? 
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Pis, One score ’twixt sun and sun, 

Madam, ’s enough for you, and too much too. 

Imo, Why, one that rode to’s execution, man. 

Could never go so slow : I’ve heard of riding wagers, 

Where horses have been nimbler than the sands 
That run i’ the clock’s behalf : — ^but this is foolery : — 

Go bid my woman feign a sickness ; say 
She’ll home to her father : and provide mo presently 
A riding-suit, no costlier than would fit 
A franklin’s housewife. 

Pis, Madam, you’re best consider. 

Lno. I see before me, man : nor here, nor here, 

Nor what ensues, but have a fog in them. 

That I cannot look through. Away, 1 ])rithoo ; 

J)o as 1 bid thee : there’s no more to say ; 

Aceossible^ is none but Milford way. {^Exeunt, 


Scene III. Thp same, Wales : a 'niountainons eouniry with 

a cave, 

Entecj frmn the cave^ Belaiuus; then Guiokriur and Arviragub. 

Pel, A goodly day not to keep house, with such 
Whose roof’s as low as ours ! Stoo]),^”^^ boys ; this gate 

Instructs you how t’ adore the heavens, and bows you 
To morning’s holy office the gates of monarchs 
Are arch’d so high, that giants may through 
And keep their impious turbans on, without 
Good morrow to the sun. — Hail, thou fair heaven ! 

We house i’ the rock, yet use thee not so hardly 
As prouder livers do. 

Gni, Hail, heaven ! 

A rv. Hail, heaven ! 

Bel, Now for our mountain sport : up to yond hill, 
Your legs are young; I’ll tread those Hats. Consider, ’ 
When you above perceive me like a crow. 

That it is place whicli lessens and sets off ; 

And you may then revolve what tales I’ve told you 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war : 
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Tliis service is not service, so l>eiiig clone, 

But being so allow’d : to apprehend thus, 

Draws us a profit from all things we see ; 

And often, to our comfort, shall we find 
The sh arded beetle in a safer hold 
Than is tlie full-wiiig’d eagle. O, this life 
Is nobler than attending for a check, 

Hjcher tlian doing nothing for a bribe,^*^^»’ 

Prouder than ru stling in iinpaid-for silk : 

Such gain the cap of him idiai makes ’eni'‘^7) 

Yet keeps his book uncross’d : no life to ours. 

GuL Out of your proof you s]>eak : wt% poor untlcdg’d, 
Have never wing’d from \'it»w o’ tlio nest, nor know not 
What air ’s from home. Ha]>ly this life is hi^st, 

If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you 
Tliat have a slnirijor known ; well corresponding 
With your stifi' age : but unto us it is 
A cell of ignormic(‘ ; travelling a-bed ; 

A prison for a debtor,^^^^ that not dares 
To stride a ^imit, 

A'i*v, What slioidd w<‘ speak of 

When we are old as you? when we shall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how , 

In this our pinching ciive, shall we discourse 
Tlio freezing hours away? We have seen nothing: 

We are beastly ; subtle as the fox for prey ; 

Like warlike as the wolf for what we eat : 

Our valour is to chase what flics ; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the prison’d bird, 

And sing our bondage freely. 

BeL How you speak ! 

Did you but know the city’s usuries, 

And felt them knowingly : the ari, o’ the court, 

As hard to leave as keep ; whose top to climb 

Is certain falling, or so slip|>ery’ that 

The fear’s as ba d ^ falling : tlie toil o’ the war, 

A pain that only ij|poms to seek out danger 
I’ the name of fame and honour ; which dies i’ tlie search : 
And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph 
As record of fair act ; nay, many times 
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Doth ill deserve by doing well ; what’s worse, 

Must court’sy at the censure : — O boys, tliis story 
The world may read in me : my body’s mark’d 
With Homan swords ; and my report was once 
First with the best of note : Oymbeline lov’d me ; 

And when a soldier was the theme, my name 

Was not far off: then was I as a tree 

Whose boughs did bend with fruit : but in one night, 

A storm or robbery, call it what you will, 

IShook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves, 

And left mo bare to weather. 

(tuL Uncertain favour I 

y/c'Z. My fault being nothing, — as I’ve told you 'oft, — 

But that two villains, whose false oaths pro\ ail’d 
Before my j)orfcet lionour, swore to Cymbeliiie 
I was contfedorate with the Homans : so, 

Follow’d my banishment ; and, this twenty years. 

This roek and these demesnes havoJ)Ccn my world : 

Where J have liv’d at honest freedom ; paid 

More j)ious debts to heaven than in all 

Tho fore-end of my time. — But, uj) to the mountains ! 

This is not hunters’ language : — he that strikes 
Tho venison first shall be the lord o’ the feast ; 

To him tl)o other two shall minister ; 

And wo will fear no poison, which attends 

In i)hieo of groatcT state. I’ll meet you in the \ alleys. 

Guiderius and Am'irayuit. 
How hard it is to hide tho sj^arks of nature I 
These boys know little tliey are sons to tlie king ; 

Nor Cyinbeline dreams that they are alive. 

Tliey think tliey’ro mine; and, though train’d ii}) thus meanly 
r the cave wherein they bow,^^^^^ their th oughts do hit 
The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them. 

In simple and low tilings, to prince it much 
Beyond the trick of otliers. This Polydore, — 

The heir of Cymbelipe and Britain, who 
The king his fatlior call’d Guiderius, — Jove ! 

When on my three-foot stool I si^ and t^l 
Mie warlike foate I’ve done^ spirits fly out 
Into my story : say, Thus ^ne enemy fell. 
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And tlius I set my foot on’s neck even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats, 

Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in posture 
That jicts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal, — 
Once Arviragus, — in as like a figure. 

Strikes life into my speech, and shows much more 
His own conceiving. — Hark, tlio game is rous’d ! — 

O Cymbeline ! heaven and iny conscience knows 
Thou didst unjustly banish mo : whereon, 

At tliree and two years old, I stole these babes ; 
Tliinking to bar tliee of succession, us 
Thou reft’st me of my lands. Eimphile, 

Tliou wast their nurse ; they took thee for their mother, 
And every day do honour to her gra^^t^ 

Myself, Belarius, tliat am Morgan call’d, 

They take for natural father. — The game is 


Scene IV. TJie same* Near Milford^llavea, 

Enter Pjsanio and iMotiEN. 

Imo* Thou told’st me, when we came from liorsc, the j)lacc'/ 
Was near at hand : — ne’er long’d my mi>ther 
To see mo first; as I have now : — Pisaiiio I man I 
Where is Postlnimus? What is in thy mind, 

That makes thee stare thus? Wherefore breaks that sigh 
From th’ inward of tliee ? One, but painted thus, 

Would be interpreted a thing perplex’d 
Beyond self-explication : put thyself 
Into a haviour of less fear, ere wildness 
Vanquish my staider senses. What’s the matter ? 

Why tender’st thou that paper to me, witli 
A look untender ? If ’t be summer news. 

Smile to’t before ; if winterly, thou need’st 

But keep tliat countenance stilL — My husband’s liand ! 

That dm g- damn ’jd Italy hath out-crafted^^^^ him, 

And hl^ at some' hard point. — Speak, man: thy tongue 
May take off some extremity, which to read 
Would We even mortal to me. 
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JPw, Please you, read ; 

And you shall find me, wretehed man, a thing 
The most disdain’d of fortune. 

Imo, [reads'] “ Thy mistress, Pisanio, hath played the strumpet 
in my bed; the testimonies whereof lie bleeding in me. I speak 
not out of weak surmises; but from proof as strong as my grief, 
and as certain as 1 expect my revenge. That part thou, Pisaniu, 
must act for me, if thy faith be •not tainted with the breach of hers. 
Let thine own hands take away her life : 1 shall give thee oppor- 
tunity at Milford- Haven : she hath niy letter for tlie purpose : where, 
if thou fear to strike, and to make me certain it is done, tliou art 
the pander to her dishonour, and equally to me disk)} al.” 

Pis. What shall I iiood to draw my sword? the paper 
Hath cut her throat already. — No, ’tis slander ; 

Whose edge is sharper than the sword ; whose tongue 
Outvenom^ all the^ worms of Nile ; whose breath 
Hides on tho posting winds, and doth belie 
All corners of the world : kings, queens, and states, 

Maids, matrons, naj , tlic secrets of the grave 
(This vii)erous slander enters. — Wlfat ehoer, intwlam ? 

Imo. False to liis bed ! What is it to be false ? 

To lie in wateh there, and to think on him ? 

To weep ’twixt clock and clock ? if sleep charge nature, 

To break it with a fearful dream of him, 

And cry myself awake ? tliat’s false to’s bed, if> it ? 

Pis. Alas, good lady ! 

Tnio. T false ! Thy conscience witness : — lachimo, 

Thou didst accuse him of incontinency ; 

Thou then look’dst like a villain ; now, methinks, 

Thy favour’s good enough. — ^jSome jay of Italy, 

Wliose mother was her painting, hath betray’d him : 

Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion ; 

And, for I’m richer than to hang by the walls, 

I must bo ripp’d : — to pieces with mo ! — O, 

Men’s vows are women’s traitors ! All good seeming, 

By thy revolt, 0 husband, shall be thought 
Put on for villany ; not bom where’t grows. 

But w’^orn a bait for ladies. 

Pis. Good madam, hear me. 

/mo. True-honest men being hoard, like false ^heas. 
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W ere, in his time, thought false ; and Sinou’s weeping 

Did scandal many a holy tear, took pity 

From most true wretchedness : so thou, Posthumus, 

Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men ; 

Goodly and g^lant shall be false and peijur’d 
From thy great fail. — Come, fellow, be thou honest : 

Do thou thy master^s bidding : when thou see’st him, 

A little witness my obedience : look ! 

I draw the sword myself ; take it, aiid hit 
The innocent mansion of my love, my licai*t : 

Fear not; ’tis emi)ty of all things but grief: 

Thy master is not tliere; who was, indeed, 

The riches of it : do his bidding ; strike. 

Thou mayst be valiant in a better cause ; 

But now tliou seem’st a coward. 

JPis. Hence, vile instrument ! 

Thou shalt not damn my Inuid. 

Jrno, Why, 1 must die ; 

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No servant of thy master’s: ’gainst self-slaughter 
There is a prohibition so divine 

That cravens my weak hand. Come, here’s my lu^art : — 
Something’s afore’t — soft, soft I we’ll no d««ifence ; 

Obedient as the scabbar<l. — What is hero? 

Tho scriptures of the loyal Leonatus 
All turn’d to heresy ? Away, away, 

Corrupters of iny faith ! you shall no more 
Be stomachers to my heart. Thus may j>oor fools 
Believe false teachers : though those that are betray’d 
Do feel tho treason shar])]y, yet tlie traitor 
Stands in worse case of woe. 

And thou, Posthumus, thou tliat didst set up 
My disobedience ’gainst the king my father, 

And make me put into contempt the suits 
Of princely fellows, ^^^^ shalt hereafter find 
It is no act of common passage, but 
A stra in of rareness : and I grieve myself 
To think, when tliou shalt be ^i^dgM by her 
That now thou tir’st on, how thy memory 
Will then be pang’d by me. — Prithee, dispatch : 
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The lamb entreats tlie butcher : where’s thy knife ? 

Thou art too slow to do thy master’s biddings 
When I desire it too. 

Pis. O gracious lady, 

Since I receiv’d command to do this business 
] have not slept one wink. 

Imo, Do’t, and to bed then. 

Pis, I’ll wake mine eyeballs blind first. 

Into, Wherefore, then, 

Didst undertake it ? Wliy hast tlioii abus’d 
So many miles witli a pretence ? this place ? 

Mine action, and thine own? our horses’ labour? 

The time inviting thee ? the perturb’d court 
For my being absent, whereunto I never 
Purpose return ? Why hast thou gone so far. 

To be unbent when thou hast ta’en thy stand, 

Th’ elected deer before tliee ? 

Pis, But to win time 

To lose so bad em})loyment ; in the which 
I have consider’d of a course. Good lady. 

Hear mo with patience. 

Imo, Talk thy tongue weary ; sj^eak : 

I’ve hoard I am a strumpet ; and mine ear, 

Therein false struck, can take no greater wound, 

Nor tent to bottom that. But speak. 

Pis, Then, madam, 

I thought you would not back again. 

Imo, Most like, 

Bringing me here to kill mo. 

Pis, Not so, neitlier : 

But if I were as wise as honest, then 
My purpose would prove well. It cannot be^**^®^ 

But that my master is abus’d : 

Some villain, ay, and singular in his art. 

Hath done you both this cursed injury. 

Imo, Some Homan courtezan. 

Pis, No, on my life. 

I’ll give but notice you are dead, and send him 
Some bloody sign of it ; for ’tis commanded 
I should do so : you shall be miss’d at court, 
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And that will wdl confirm it. 

Why, good fellow, 

What shall I do the while ? where bide ? how live ? 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my hiibband ? 

If you’ll back to the court, — 
Imo. No court, no father ; nor no more ado 
With tliat harsh, noble, simple, notliing, Cloieii, — 
That Clotcn, whoso love-suit hadi been to mo 
As fearful as a siege. 

If not at court, 

Then not in Britain must you bide. 

/mo. Where then 

Hath Britain all the sun diat shines ? Day, night. 
Are they not but in Britain ? 1’ the world’s volume 

Our Britain seems as of it, but not in’t ; 

In a great pool a swan’s nest : pritliec, think 
There’s livers out of Britain. 

Pw. I’m most glad 

You think of other place. Th’ ainbasHador, 

Lucius the Koman, comes to Milford-Haven 
To-morrow : now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune and but disguisi* 

That which, t’ appear itself, must not yet be 
But by self-danger, you should tread a course 
Pretty and full of view haply, near 

The residence of Postliumus, — so nigh at least 
Tliat though his actions were not visible, yet 
Report should render him hourly to your oar 
As truly as ho moves. 

Imo. O, for such means ! 

Though peril to my modesty, not death on’t, 

I would adventure. 

Pis. Well, then, here’s the point: 

You must forget to be a woman ; change 
Command into obedience ; fear and niceness — 

The han dmaids of all women^ or, more truly, 

W Oman its jjretty self — ^into^^^^^ a waggish courage ; 
Ready in gibes, quick-answer’d, saucy, and 
As quarrelous as the weasel ; nay, you must 
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Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek, 

Exposing it — ^but, 0, the harder heart I 
Alack, no remedy 1 — to the greedy touch 
Of common-kissing Titftiy forget 
Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 

Nay, be brief : 

1 see into tliy end, and am almost 
A man already. 

Pis. First, make yourself but like ono. 

Fore-thinking tliis, I have already tit — 

’Tis in my cloak-bag — doublet, hat, hose, all 
That answer to them : would you, in their serving, 

And with what imitation you can borrow 

From youth of such a season, fore noble Lucius 

Present yourself, desire his service, tell him 

Wherein you’re happy, — which you’ll^ make him know. 

If that his head have oar in music, — doubtless 

With joy he will embrace you ; for he’s honourable, 

And, doubling that, most holy, 't'our moans abroad, 

You have me, rich ; and I will never fail 
Beginning nor supplyment. 

fmo. Thou’rt all the comfort 

Tlie gods will diet me with. Prithee, away : 

Tliere’s more to be consider’d ; but we'll ev en 
All that good time will give us : this attempt 
I’m soldier to, and will abide it witli 
A prince’s courage. Away, I prithee. 

Pis. Well, madam, wo must take a short farewell. 

Lest, being miss’d, I be susjxjcted of 
Your carriage from the court. My noble misti’ess, 

Here is a box ; I had it from the queen : 

What’s in’t is precious ; if you’re sick at sea. 

Or stomach-qualm’d at land, a dram of this 
Will drive away distemper.— To some shade, 

And fit you to your manhood : — may the gods 
Direct you to the best I 

Imo. Amen : 1 thank thee. 


\J£xeunt. 
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Scene V. Tiu same, A room in Cymbeltne’s palace, 

Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lords. 

Cym, Thus far ; and so, farewell. 

TjUc, Thanks, royal sir. 

My emperor hath wrote ; I must from hence ; 

And am right sorry that 1 must report \ c 
My master’s enemy. 

Cym, Our subicets, sir, 

Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourself 
To show less sovereignty than the> , must needs 
Appear unkinglike. 

Ijuc, So, sir, I dc\Hire of 

A conduct overland to Milford-IIaven. — 

Madam, all joy befall your grace and yours 

Cym, My lords, you arc aj)point(»d for that oHicc' ; 

The due of honour in no point omit. — 

So, farewell, noble Lucius. 

Lw, Your hand, iny lord. 

Clo, Receive it friendly ; but from this time forth 
I wear it as your enemy. 

Lxic, Sir, the event 

Is yet to name the winner : faro yciu well. 

Cym, Leave not the wortliy Lucius, good my lonls, 

Till he have cross’d the Severn. — Hap])iness ! 

\_Eceunt Litrius and Lords, 
Queen, He goes hence frowning : but it honours us 
That we have given him cause. 

Clo, ’Tis all the better ; 

Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it. 

Cym, Lucius hath wrote already to the emi)eror 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely 
Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness : 

The powers that he already hatli in Gallia 

Will soon be drawn to head, from whence he moves 

His war for Britain. 

Queen, ’Tis not sleepy business ; 

But must be look’d to speedily and strongly. 

Cym, Our expectation that it would be thus 
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Hath mado us forward. But^ my gentle queen, 

Where is our daughter ? She hath not appear’d 
Before tlie Eoman, nor to us hath tender’d 
The duty of tlie day : she looks us like^l^®^ 

A tiling more made of maliee than of duty : 

We’ve noted it. — Call her before us ; for 

We’ve been too slight in sufferance. \JExit an Altendant. 

Queen. Royal sir, 

Since th’ exile of Postliiimus, most retir’d 
Hath her life been ; the cure whereof, my lord, 

’Tis time must do. Beseech your majesty, 

Forbear sharp speeches to her : she’s a lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes,^ 

And strokes death to her. 

Ee-enter Attendant. 

Cym. Where is she, sir ? How 

Can her contempt be answer’d ? 

Atten. Please you, sir. 

Her chambers are all lock’d ; andlhero’s no answer 
That wiU be given to the loud’st noise wo makc.^^^*^^ 

Queen. My lord, when last I went to visit her. 

She pray’d mo to excuse her keeping close ; 

Whereto constrain’d by her infi rmity. 

She should that duty leave unpaid to you, 

Which daily she was bound to proffer : this 

She wish’d mo to make known ; but our groat court 

Made mo to blame in memory. 

Cym. Her doors lock’d ? 

Not seen of late ? Grant, heavens, that which 1 fear 
Prove false I \^Eant. 

Queen. Son, I say,^^®®^ follow the king. 

Clo. Tliat man of hers, Pisanio, her old servant, 

I have not seen these two days. 

Queen. Go, look after. 

\_fJasit Cloten. 

Pisanio, tliou that strad’st so for Posthiimus ! — 

He hath a drug of mine ; I i>ray his absence 
Proceed b}- swallowing that ; for he believes 
It is a tiling most precious. But for her. 
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Where is she gone ? Haply, despair hath seiz’d her ; 
Or, wing’d with •fervour of her love, she’s flown 
To her desir’d Postlnimus : gone she is 
To death or to dishonour ; and my end 
Can make good use of either : slie being down, 

I have the placing of the British crown. 
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Re-e liter Clotkn. 

How now, my son ! 

Clo* ’Tis ci'rtain she is flod. 

Go in and cheer the king : he rages ; none 
Dare come about him. 

Queen, \aside\ All the better : may 

Tliis night forestall him of the coming day ! 

Clo. I love and hate her : for she’s fair and royal, 

And that she hath all courtly parts more oxcpiisito 
Than lady, ladies, woman ; from every one 
The best she hath, and she, of all compounded, 

Outsells them all, — I love her therefore : but. 

Disdaining me, and throwing favours on 
The low Posthumus, slanders so her judgm(»nt, 

That what’s else rare is chok’d ; and in that point 
I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed, 

To bo reveng’d upon her. For, when fools 
Shall— 

Enter Pibanio. 

Who is here ? Wliat, are you packing, sirrah ? 
Come hither : ah, you j)rccious j)andor I Villain, 

Where is thy lady ? In a word ; or else 
Thou ’rt straightway with the fiends. 

Pw. O, good my lord I — 

Ch, Whore is thy lady ? or, by Jupiter — 

I will not ask again. Close villain, I 

Will havo^^i^^ this secret from thy heart, or rip 

Thy heart to find it. Is she with Postliunius? 

Prom whose so many weights of baseness cannot 
A dram of worth ‘bo drawn. 

Pie. Alas, my lord. 

How can she be with him ? When was she miss’d i 
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He is in Rome. 

Cfo. Where is she, sir ? Come hearer ; 

No fiu*tlior halting : satisfy me home 
What is become of her. 

Pw. 0, my all-worthy lord ! — 

Clo, All-worthy villain ! 

Discover where thy mistress is at once, 

At the next word, — ^no more of worthy lord 
Speak, or thy silence on the instant is 
Tliy condemnation and thy death. 

Pis. Then, sir. 

This paper is the history of my knowledge 
Touching her fliglit. \_Pre8enting a 

Clo. Let’s see’t. — I will pursue her 

Even to Augustus’ throne. 

Pis. \j]^side\ Or this, or perish. 

She’s far enough ; and what he learns by this 
May prove his trave l, not her danger. 

Ch. Hum ! 

Pis. \_aHide\ I’ll write to my l(trd she’s dead. O Imogen, 
Safe mayst thou wander, safe return agen ! 

Clo. Sirrah, is this letter true ? 

Pis. Sir, as 1 think. 

Clo. It is Posthunius’ hand ; I know’t. — Sirrah, if thou 
wouldst not be a villain, but do me true service, undergo 
those employments wherein I should have cause to use Ihee 
with a serious industry, — ^that is, what villaiiy soe’er I bid 
thee do, to perform it directly and truly, — I would tliink 
thee an honest man : thou shouldst neither want my means 
for thy relief, nor my voice for thy preferment. 

Pis. Well, my good lord. 

Clo. Wilt thou serve mo? — ^for since patiently and con- 
stantly thou hast stuck to tlie bare fortune of that beggar 
Posthumus, thou canst not, in tlie course of gratitude, but be 
a diligent follower of mine, — ^wilt thou serve me ? 

Pis. Sir, I will. 

Clo. Give me tliy hand ; here’s my purse. Hast any of 
thy late master’s garments in thy possession ? 

Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the same suit he 
wore when he took leave of my lady and mistress. 
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Clo, Tlie first sorviec tliou dost me, foteii that suit hither : 
let it bo thy first service ; 

Pis, 1 shall, my lord. [7iV?V. 

Clo, Moot thee at Milford-Havon 1 — I forgot to ask him 
one thing; I’ll remember’t anon: — oven tlioro, tliou villain 
Posthumus, will T kill thee. — I would Ihese garments were 
come. She said upon a time — ^thc bitterness of it I nowb(‘leli 
from my heart — ^that she held the very garmt'iit of Posthumns 
in more respect than my nolde and natural ])erson, togetlun* 
with the adornment of my ipinlitios. With that suit upon 
my back, will I ravish her: first kill him, and in her eyes; 
there sliall she see my valour, which will then ho a torment 
to her contempt. Ho on the ground, iiiy sjiereh of insult - 
ment ended on his dead body, and when my lust hath diiicHi, 
— which, as I say, to vox her 1 will (‘\ecaito in the cloth(\s 
that she so praised, — to the cemrt I’ll knock lu'r back, foot 
her homo again. She hath despised mo rejoicingly, an<l I’ll 
bo merry in my revenge. 

Re-enter Pisan lo, with the clothes. 

Bo those the garments ? 

Pis, Ay, my noble lord. 

Clo, How long is’t since she went to Milford-Haven ? 

Pis, 8ho can scarce be there yet. 

Clo, Bring this aiiparcl to my (duimhcr ; that is the se- 
cond thing that I have commanded th<*c : the third is, that 
thou wilt be a voluntary mute to my design. Ijo Imt duteous 
and true, preferment shall tender itself to thee. My riweiige 
is now at Milford : would I had wings to follow it ! Come, 
and be true. [A-rt/. 

PU. Tliou bidd’st mo to my loss : for, true to tbco 
Were to prove false, which I will never bo, 

To him that is most true. — ^To Milford go, 

And find not her whom thou piirsu’st. — Flow, flow. 

You heavenly blessings, on her I — This fool s speed 
Be cross’d with slowness ; labour bo his mood I \_hxi1. 


VOL. VII. 


YY 



GOO 


CYMBELINB. 


[AOTm. 


Scene VL 77te same, Wales : before the cave of Belarius. 

Enter Imogen, in hoy*a clothea. 

Imo. I BOO a man’s life is a tedious one : 

I ’vo tir’d myself ; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I should bo sick, 

But that my resolution helps me. — Milford, 

Wlion from tlie mountain-top Pisanio show’d thee, 

Tliou wast within a ken : O Jove I I think 
Foundationa. fly the wretched ; such, I mean, 

Where they should bo reliev’d. Two beggars told mo 
I could not miss my way : will poor folks lie. 

That have afflictions on them, knowing ’tis 
A punishment or trial ? Yes ; no wonder. 

When ridi ones scarce tell true : to lapse in fulness 
Is sorer than to lie for need ; and falsehood 
Is worse in kings than beggars. — My dear lord 4 
Thou ’rt one o’ the false ones : now I think on thee 
My hunger’s gone ; but oven before, I was 
At point to sink for food. — But what is this? 

Here is a path to’t : ’tis some savage hold : 

I were best not call ; I dare not call : yet famine, 

Ere clean it o’erthrow nature, makes it valiant. 

'Plenty and peace breeds cowards ; hardness ever 
Of hardiness is mother. — Ho I who’s here ? 

If any tiling that’s civil, speak ; if savage, 

Take or lend. Ho I — No answer ? then I’ll enter. 

Best draw my sword ; and if mine enemy^^^^^ 

But fear tlio sword like mo, he’ll scarcely look on’t. 

Such a foe, good heavens I [ Goe^^ into the cave. 

Enter Belauius, Guidehitjs, and Arviraous. 

Bel, You, Polydore, have prov’d best woodman, and 
Are master of the feast : Cadwal and I 
Will play the coo^ and servant ; ’tis our match : 

The sweat of industry would dry and die. 

But for the end it works to. Gome ; our stomachs 
Will make what’s homely savoury : weariness 
:Can snore uj)on the flint, when resty slotli 
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Finds the down-jiillnw hard. — Now, poaco ho horo, 

Poor house, that keop'st tliysclf I 

I’m tlirou^ldy woaiy. 

An\ I’m weak with toil, yet strong in a[>petite. 

GuL Tlicre is ct)ld meat i’ the eavo ; we’ll browse on that, 
Wliilst what wo have kill’d he cook’tl. 

JReL Stay ; come not in. 

[ f^(}f)khtf]i info tin* 

But that it oats our victuals, I should think 
Hero wore a fairy. 

GuL What’s the matter, sir ? 

SeL By Jupiter, an an^el! or, if not. 

An earthly jiara^on I — Behold divincjiicss 
No older tlian a boy ! 

lic-enler Imoc.ki^. 

/mo. Good masters, harm me not : 

Before I enter’d here, 1 call’d ; and tlioufrht 

T’ have bc^f^’d or bought wliat I have took : pjood troth, 

I have stol’n naught; nt)r would not, thougli I had found 
Gold strow’d i’ the floor.^t^2) Here’s money for my moat : 

] would have left it on the board, so soon 
As 1 had made my meal ; and parted^ 

With j)rayera for the provider. 

Givi, Money, youth V 

Arv. All gold and silver ratlicr tiini to dirt ! 

And ’tis no bettor reckon’d, but of tliosc 
Who w^orship diiiy gods. 

Tmo, I SCO you’re angry : 

Know, if you kill mo for my fault, I should 
Have died had I not mad(3 it. 

Bel, Whitlior bound ? 

Imo, To Milford-Haven. 

Bel, What’s your name ? 

Imo, Fidele, sir. I have a kinsman who 
Is bound for Italy ; ho embark’d at Milford ; 

To whom being going, almost spent with hunger, 

I’m fall’ll in this ofiPence. 

Bel. Prithee, fair youth. 

Think us no churls, nor measure our good minds 
By tliis rude place wo live in. W ell encounter d 1 
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’Tis almost night : you shall have bettor cheer 
Ere you depart ; and thanks to stay and eat it. — 

Boys, bid him welcome. 

Ghd. Wore you a woman, youth, 

I should woo hard but be your groom : — in honesty, 

I bid for you as I do buy.^^i^^ 

Arv, I’ll mako’t my comfort 

He is a man ; I’ll love him as my brother : — 

And such a welcome as I’d give lo him 

After long absence, such is yours : most welcome ! 

Be sprightly, for you fall ’mongst friends. 

Imo. ’Mongst friends. 

If brothers. — \_Aside\ Would it had been so,^^^^^ that they 
Had been my father’s sons ! then had my prize 
Been loss ; and so more equal ballasting 
To tlioe, I^3Hthllmus. 

Bel. Ho wrings at some distress. 

GuL Would I could free ’t ! 

Arv. Or I ; whato’er it bo. 

What pain it cost, what danger I Gods 1 

Bel. Hark, boys. 

[ Whispering. 

Imo. Groat men. 

That had a court no bigger than this cave, 

Tliat did attend themselves, and had the virtue 
Which their own conscience seal’ d them, — ^laying by 
Tliat nothing-gift of diflering multitudes, — 

Could not out-j)oer these twain. Pardon mo, gods ! 

I’d change my sex to be comj>aiiion with them. 

Since Leonatus’ falso.^^^^^ 

Bel. It shall bo so. 

Boys, we’ll go dross our hunt. — Fair youth, come in : 
Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we ’ve supp’d. 

We’ll mannerly demand thee of thy story. 

So far as thou wilt speak it. 

Gui. Pra^y> draw near. 

Am. The night to th’ owl, and morn to the lark, less 
welcome. 

Jmo. Thanks, sir. 

Arv. I i>ray, draw near. 


[^Exeunt. 
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Scene VIL Rome, A pvhlic place, 

E'lUer two Senators and Tribunes. 

First Sen, This is the teiioiir of the emperor’s writ, — 
That since the common men are now in action 
’Gainst tlie Paimonians and Dalmatians ; 

And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our wars against 
The fall’n-off Britons ; that wo do incite 
The gentry to this business. He creates 
Lucius pro-consul : and to you tlio tribunes, 

For this immediate levy, he commends 

His absolute commission. Long live Cuisar I 

First Tri, Is Lucius general of tlio forces ? 

Sec. Sen, Ay. 

First Tri. llemaining now in Gallia ? 

First Sen. With those legions 

Which I have spoke of, wherounto your levy 
Must bo supidyant : the words of your commission 
Will tie you to the numbers, and the time 
Of tlicir dispatch. 

First 'Tri. We will discharge our dui^v. [^Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. JSritain. Wales : ilue forest near ilie cave of 
Belarius. 

Enter Cloten. 

Clo. I am near to the place where they should meet, if 
Pisanio have mapped it truly. How fit his garments serve 
me I Why should his mistress, who was matle by liim that 
made tlio tailor,' not be fit too? tlie ratlier— saving reverence 
of the word — for ’tis said a woma n’s ^^?ss comes hy fits- There- 
in I must play tlio workman. 1 dare sjieajk it to myself, 
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for it is not vain-^^loiy for a man and his glass to confer ; in 
his own cliamber, I moan, — ^tlio linos of my body aro as well 
dniwn as liis ; no loss young, more strong, not bciioatli him 
in fortunes, beyond him in tho advantage of tlio time, above 
him in birth, alike conversant in general services, and more 
remarkable in single oppos itions : yet this impercoiverant 
tiling^ loves him in my despite. What mortali^ is ! Post- 
humus, thy head, wliich now is growing upon thy shoulders, 
shall witliin tliis hour bo off ; thy mistress enforced ; thy gar- 
ments cut to pieces before her faoe:^^^®^ and all tliis done, 
spurn her home to her father ; who may happily bo a little 
luigry for iny so rough usage ; but my motlier, having power 
of his tostiness, shall timi ail into my commendations. My 
horse is tied uj) safe : out, sword, juid to a sore jmrpose ! 
Fortune, ])ut them into my hand ! This is the very dcscjrip- 
tion of tlidir mceting-i>lace ; and tho fellow dares not deceive 
1110 . \_KxiL 


Scene II. The saine. 13efore the cave of Belarius. 

Kntcr^ from the cavc^ Belauiuh, CiluinEmus, Ahviuaous, and 
Imogen. 

BeL [to Inwgrti] You arc not well : remain here in tlie 
cave ; 

We’ll come to you after limiting. 

Arv. [to lifrwgei{\ Brother, stay here : 

Are we not brotliors ? 

Jmo, So man and man should be ; 

But clay and clay differs in dignity. 

Whose dust is both alike. I’m veiy sick. 

GhiL Go you to hunting ; I’ll abide witli him. 
lino. So sick I am not, — ^yet I am not well ; 

But not so citizen a wanton as 

To seem to die ere sick : so jilease you, leave me ; 

Stick to your .journal course : tlie broach of custom 
Is broach of all. I’m ill ; but your being by mo 
Cannot amend me ; society is no comfort 
To one not sociable : I’m not very sick, 

Bince I can reason of it. P^^ny you, trust mo hero : 
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I’ll rob none but myself ; and let mo die, 

Stealing so poorly. 

I love thee ; I have spoke it : 

How much the quantity, the weight as much, 

As I do love my fatlior. 

What ? how I how ! 

Arv. If it be sin to say so, sir, I y 4 >ko mo 
In my good brother’s fault : I know i\(»t why 
I love this youtli ; and I have h(‘ard you say, 

Love’s reason’s witliout ^C‘^^^^on : the bier at <loor, 

And a demand who is't shall die, IM say, 

My father, not this youth.” 

3eh [aslxle^ O noble strain ! 

0 wortliiness of nature I breed of greatness ! 

Cowards fa ther cowards^^ and biise things sire base : 

Nature hath meal and bran, contempt and grace. 

I’m not tlieir father ; yet who this sliould b(». 

Doth miracle itself, lov’d before me. — 

’Tis the nintli hour o’ the morn. 

Arv, Brother, farewell. 

Irno. 1 wish ye sport. 

Ai'v. You health. — So ])l(*aso you, sir.<i-<^> 

Imo. [as/V/e] Thcs(} are kind creatures. Gods, what lies 
I’ve hoard ! 

Our courtiers say all’s savage but at court : 

Experienc e, O, thou disprqv’st report! 

Th’ imperious seas breed monsters ; for tlic dish 
Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish. 

1 am sick stiU ; heart-sick : — Pisanio, 

I’ll now taste of thy drug. [^Swallouss 

GuL I could not stir him : 

He said he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 

Dishonestly afflicted, but yet honest. 

Arv, Thus did ho answer me : yet said, hereafter 
I might know more. 

Bel. To the hold, to the field I — 

We’ll leave you for tliis time : go in and rest. 

Arv. Wo’ll'not bo long away. 

Bel. I^ray, bo not sick, 

For you must be our housewife. 
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/mo. Well or ill, 

1 am bound to you. 

JUeL And »halt bo over. 

Imogen into tlhe cave. 

Tills youtli, howo’or distress’d, apixjars lie liatli had 
Good ancestors. 

An\ How angel-like ho sings ! 

GuL But his neat cookery our roots in cha- 

racters ; 

And sauc’d our brotlis, as Juno had been sick. 

And he her dieter. 

Arv, Nobly he yokes 

A smiling with a sigh, — as if the sigh 
Was that it was for not being such a smile ; 

The smile mocking the sigh, tliat it would fly 
From so divine a temj)l(i, to commix 
With winds that sailors rail at 

Gui, I do note 

That grief and patience, rooted in him both,^^*-^^^ 

Mingle their spurs together. 

A7n\ Grow, patience 

And let the stinking older, grief, untwine 
His perishing root with the increasing vine ! 

JSeL It is great morning. Come, away I — Who’s tliere ? 

Enta- Cloten. 

Clo. 1 cannot find those runagates ; that villain 
Hath mock’d me : — I am faint 

13eL Those runagates” ! 

Means ho not us ? I partly know him ; ’tis 
Cloten, the son o’ tlie queen. 1 fear some ambush. 

I saw him not tliose many years, and yet 
I know ’tis he. — We’re hold as outlaws : hence I 
GuL He is but one : you and my brother search 
What companies are near pray you, away; 

Lot mo alone with him. [Exeunt Belarius and Arviragus, 
Clo. Soft ! — What are you 

That fly mo thus ? some viUain mountaineers ?(12C) 

I’ve hoard of such. — What slave art tliou ? 

Gui. A thing 
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More Blavish did I ne’er than answering 
A slave without a knock. 

Tliou art a robber, 

A law-breaker, a villain : yield thee, thief. 

Gui. To who ? to tlico ? What art thou ? Have not I 
An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ? 

Thy^^ords, 1 grant, are bigger; for 1 wear not 
My dagger in my mout h. Say wliat thou tik," 

Why I should yield to thee ? 

Clo, Tlioii villain basc», 

Know’st mo not by my clothes ? 

Gui. No, nor thy tailor, rascal. 

Who is thy grandfathc*r : he made those clothes, 

Which, as it seems, make thee. 

Clo. Tliou precious varlci. 

My tailor made tlicm not. 

Gui. Hence, then, and thank 

The man that gave them tlu'c. Tliou art some fool ; 

I’m loth to boat thee. 

Clo. Thou injurious thief, 

Hoar but my name, and tremble. 

Gui. Wliat’s thy name ? 

Clo, Cloton, thou villain. 

Gui. Cloten, tliou double villain, bo thy iiamt», 

I cannot tremble at it : were it Toad, or Adder, Spider, 
’Twould move mo sooner. 

Clo, To thy further fear. 

Nay, to tliy mere confusion, thou shalt know 
I’m son to the queen. 

Gui. I’m sorry for’t ; not seeming 

So worthy as thy birtli. 

Clo. Art not afeard ? 

Gui. Those tliat I reverence, those I fear, — tlie wise : 

At fools I laugh, not fear tliem. 

Clo. Die tlio death : 

When I have slain tlieo with my projier hand, 

I’ll follow those that even now fled hence. 

And on the gates of Lud’s-town set your heads : 

Yield, rustic mountaineer. [^Jljaeuuty figJUinrj. 
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Re-enter Belartus and Arviraoub. 

I3eL No company’s abroad. 

Arv. None in tho world : you did mistake him, sure. 

J3el, I cannot toll : — ^long is it since I saw liim, 

But time hath nothing blurr’d tliose lines of favour 
Which tlien ho wore ; tho snatches in his voice, 

And burst of si)oaking, were as his : I’m absolute 
’Twas very Cloten. 

Arv, In this place wo loft them : 

I wish my brother make good time witli liim. 

You say he is so fell. 

UeL Being scarce made up, 

I mean, to man, he liad not apprclien&ion 
Of roaring terrors ; for defect of judgment 
Is oft the cure of fear. 27) — see, thy brother. 

Re-enter Guiderius with Cloten’b head. 

GuL This Cloten was a fool, an empty purse, — 

There was no money in’t : not ge rcules 

Could have knocl^ out his lyains^ for he had none : 

Yet I not doing this, tlie fool had borne 
My head as I do his. 

J^eL What hast thou done ? 

Gui. I’m perfect what ; cut off* one Cloten’s head. 

Son to tho queen, after his own report ; 

Who call’d mo traitor, mountaineer ; and swore 
With his own single liand he’d take us in. 

Displace our heads where — thank^^28) gods ! — ^thoy grow, 

And set them on Lud’s-town. 

SeL We’re all undone. 

Gui, Why, worthy father, what have wo to lose 
But that he swore to take, our lives ? Tho law 
Protects not us : then wliy should we bo tender 
To let an arrogant piece of ffesh threat us. 

Play judge and executioner all himself. 

For we do fear the law ? What company 
Discover you abroad ? 

Bel. No single soul 

Can wo sot eye on ; but in all safe reason 
Ho must have some attendqpts. Tliough his humour^ ^29) 



SCENE n.] 


CYMBBLINE. 


GU9 

Was noUiing but mutation,— ay, and tliat 
From one bad thing to worso ; not frtmzy, not 
Absolute madness could so far liave rav’d, 

To bring him hero alone : altliough, i>orliaps, 

It may be heard at court, that such as wq 

Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, luid in time 

May tnaJee some stronger head ; the which li4» hcai'ing — 

As it is like him — might break out, and swear 
He’d fetch us in ; yet is’t not probable 
To come alone, either he so underUiking, 

Or tlioy so suflbring : then on good ground we fear, 

If wo do fear this body hath a tail. 

More perilous than the liead. 

Lot ordin ance 

Como as the gods fbrosay it : howsoo'er, 

My brotlier hath done well. 

J3eL T had no mind 

To hunt tills day : the boy Fidelo’s sickness 
Did make my way long forth. 

GuL With his own sword, 

Which he did wave against my tliroat, IVo ta’eii 
His head from him : I’ll tlirow’t into Uic creek 
Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea, 

And tell the fishes he’s tlio queen's son, Cloten : 

That’s all 1 rock. 

Bel. 1 fear ’twill bo reveng’d : 

Would, Polydorc, thou hadst not done’t! though valoiu’ 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Arv. Would I had dono’t. 

So the revenge alone jiursu’d mo 1 — Polydoro, 

I love thee brotherly ; but envy much 

Thou hast robb’d mo of tliis deed : I would revenges, 

Tliat possible strength might meet, would seek us tlirough. 
And put us to our answer. 

Bel. Well, ’tis done : — 

We’ll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger 
W^here there’s no 2 )rofit. I jiritliee, to our rock ; 

You and Fidele play the cooks : I’ll stay 
Till hasty Polydoro return, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 
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Arv. Poor sick Fidolo I 

I’ll willingly to him : to gain his colour 
I’d let a parish of such Clotons bloody 
And praise myself for charity. 

Bel. O thou goddess, 

Thou divine Nature, how thyself^^®®^ thou blazoii’st 
,In these two princely boys ! They are as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet. 

Not wagging his sweet head ; and yet as rough, 

Their royal blood enchard, as the rud’st wind. 

That by the b^p doth take the mountain pine, 

And make him stoop to the vale. ’Tis wonder^^^^^ 

That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty unleam’d ; honour untaught ; 

Civility not seen from other ; valour. 

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been sow’d. Yet still it’s strange 
What Oloten’s being here to us portends, 

Or what his death will bring us^ 

Me-eiiter (xUIDekius. 

Gui. Where’s my brotlxer ? 

I have sent Cloten’s clotpoll down the stream. 

In embassy to his motlier : his body’s hostage 

For his return. [^Solemn musk, 

Bel. My ingenious instrument 

Hark, Polydore, it sounds I But what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ? Hark I 

GruL Is he at homo ? 

Bel, Ho went hence even now. 

GuL What does he mean? since death of my dear’st 
mother 

It did not speak before. All solemn things 
Should answer solemn accidents. The matter ? 

Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys. 

Is jollity for apes,,a;tid grief for boys. 

Is Cadwal mad ? 

Bel. Look, here he comes,^^^^) 

And brings the dire occasion in his arms 
Of what wo blame him for I 
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Re-enter Arviraouh, hearing Inooen, as dead, in his ainns. 

Arv. Tlie bird is dead 

That we have made so much on. T had ratlior 
Have skip])’d from sixteen years of a^^o to sixty, 

T’ have turn’d my leaping-time into a cniteli. 

Than have seen this. 

Ghd* O sweetest, fairest lily ! 

My brother wears thee not ih’ one half so well 
As when thou grew’st thyself. 

I^eL O melanehol^^ ! 

Who ever yet could sound thy bottom ? tiiul 
The ooze, to show wliat coast thy sluggish craro 
Might easiliest^l^^^ harbour in? — Thou blessed thing ! 

Jove knows what man thou mightst have made' ; but 1, 
Thou diedst, a most rare boy, of melancholy I — 

How found you him ? 

Arv. Stark, as you see : 

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber. 

Not as death’s dart, being laugh’d at ; his right cheek 
Heposing on a cushion. 

6rwz. Whore ? 

Arv, O’ the floor ; 

His arms thus leagu’d : I thought ho slept ; and put 
My clouted brogues from oft* my feet, whoso rudeness 
Answer’d my steps too loud. 

(iuL Why, ho but sleeps : 

If he bo gone, he’ll make his grave a bed ; 

With female fairies will his tomb be haunted. 

And worms will not come to thee.^i*^^^ 

Aw. With fairest flowers, 

Whilst summer lasts, and I live hero, Fidele, 

I’ll sweeten thy 8ad*gravo : thou shalt not lack 
The flower that’s like thy face, ])alo primrose ; nor 
The azur’d harebell, like tliy veins; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander, 
Out^sweeten’d ndt tliy breath :<i8r>) the ruddock would, 
Witli charitable bill, — O bill, Bo^-sliainiiig^^^^^ 

Tliose rich-left heirs that let tlioir fathers lie 
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Without a monument I — ^bring thoo all this ; 

Yoa, and fiirr’d moss besides, when flowers are none, 

T<5 winter-^ound^^3®^ thy corse. 

Gui. Prithee, have done ; 

And do not play in wench-like words with tliat 
Which is so serious. Let us bury him, 

And not protract with admiration what 
Is now due debt. — To the grave I 

Arv. Say, where sliairs lay him ? 

GuL By good Euriphilo, our motlior. 

Arv. Bc’t so : 

And let us, Polydoro, though now our voices 
Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the ground, 

As once our mother use like note and words. 

Save that Eurijdiilc^^^®^ must be Fidole. 

Chn.* Cadwal, 

I cannot sing : I’ll weep, and word it with thee ; 

For notes of sorrow out of tune are worse 
Than priests and fanes tliat lie. 

Arv, Hue’ll speak it, then. 

]3eL Great griefs, 1 sec, medicine the loss ; for Cloton 
Is quite forgot. Ho was a queen’s son, boys : 

And, though lie came our enemy, remember 

He was paid for tliat:^^^!^ though mean and mighty rotting 

Together have one dust, yet reverence — 

Tliat angel of the world — doth make distinction 
Of place ’tween high and low. Our foe was princely ; 

And though you took his life as being our foe. 

Yet bury him as a prince. 

Gui. Pray you, fetch him hitlier. 

Thersites’ body is as good as Ajax’, 

When neither are alive. 

Arv. If you’ll go fetch him, 

We’ll say our song the whilst. — Br other, *bogin. 

[^Eant Belariiis, 

Gui, Nay, Ca4wal, wo must lay his head to th’ east ; 

My father hath a reasoi;! for’t. 

Arv. ’Tis true. 

Gui. Come on, then, and remove him. 

Arv. So. — Begin. 
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SONO. 

Fear no more the heat o’ the sun, 

Nor the furious winter’s rages ; 

Thou thy worldly task hast done, 

Home art gone, and ta’cn thy wages : 

Golden lads and girls all must, 

As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 

Fear no more the frown o’ the great. 

Thou art past thc» tyrant’s stroke ; 

Caro no more to clothe and cat ; 

To thee the reed is as the oak : 

^e sceptre, learning, i»hybic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 

GuL Fear no more the lightning-flash, 

Arv» Nor th’ all-dreaded thniuier-stone ; 

Gui. Fear not slander, censure rash ; 

Aw, Thou hast finish’d jiiy and moan : 
lioth. All lovers young, all h)vers must. 

Consign to tliee, and come to dust. 

Giii, No cxorciscr hann thee ! 

Arv, Nor no witchcraft charm Uicc ! 

Gni, Ghost unlaid forbear thee ! 

Aw, Nothing ill come near thee ! 

JJoth, Quiet consum mation have ; 

And renowned be thy grave ! 

Re-enter IIelarius with the body of Cloten 
Gui, Wo’vc done onr obsequies : come, lay him down. 
Bel, Here’s a few flow^crs ; but ’bout iiiidiiiglit, more : 
The herbs that have on them cold dew o’ the night 
Are strewings fitt’st for graves. — Upon their faces. — 

You wore as flowers, now witlier’d : oven so 
These herblots shall, which wo upon you strow. — 

Come on, away : apart upon our knees. 

The ground that gave them first has them again : 

Their pleasures here arc past, so is^^^^) their pain. 

Belariutiy arid Arviragun, 

Tmo. \awakhig] Yes, sir, to Milford-Havcn ; which is tlio 
way? — 


Qui, 


Aw, 
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I iliank you. — By yond bush ? — Pray, how far thither ? 

’Ods pittikinB ! can it bo six mile yet? — 

I Vo gone all night : — ^faith, I’ll lie down and sleep. 

But, soft I no bedfellow : — O gods and goddesses I 

f/ie body of Cloten, 

These flowers are like the pleasures of the world ; 

Tliis bloody man, tlie care on’t. — I hopo I dream ; 

For so^^^^^ I thought I was a cave-keeper. 

And cook to honest creatures : but ’tis not so ; 

’Twas but a bolt of nothing, shot at notliing. 

Which the brain makes of fumes : our very eyes 
Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faitli, 

I tremble still with fear : but if there be 

Yet left in heaven a^ smjJl a drop of pity 

As a wren’s eye, fear’d gods, a part of it I 

The dream’s here still : even when I wake, it is 

Without me, as witliin mo ; not imagin’d, felt. 

A headless man I — The garments of Posthnmus*! 

I know the shape of ’s leg : this h his hand ; 

His foot Mercurial ; his Martial thigh ; 

Tlie brawns of Hercules : but his^^^^^ Jovial face — 

Murder in heaven ? — How ! — ’Tis gone. — Pisaiiio, 

All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 

And mine to boot, bo darted on thee I Tliou, 

Conspir’d with that irrcgulous devil, Cloten, 

Hast hero cut off my lord. — To write and read 
Be hencefortli treacherous I — Damn’d Pisaiiio 
Hath with his forged letters, — damn’d Pisanio — 

From this most bravest vessel of tlio world 
Struck the main-top 1 — O Posthumus ! jUas, 

Where is thy head ? where’s that ? Ay me I whore’s that ? 
Pisanio might have kill’d tliee at the heart. 

And left thy head on. — How should this be Pisanio ? 

’Tis ho and Cloten : malice and lucre in them 

Have laid this woe here. O, ’tis pregnant, pregnant I 

Tlie drug he gave pie, which he said was precious 

And cordial to mo, have I not found it 

Murderous to the senses ? Tliat confirms it home : 

This is Pisanio’s deed and Cloton’s Q J — 

Give colour to my pale cheek with tliy blood. 
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That we the horrider may seem to those 
Which chance to find us : O, my lord, my lord 1 

\_2'hrow8 herself <ni tike body. 

Enter Luoids, a Captain and other Officers, and a Soothsayer. 

Cap. To them the legions garrison’d in Gallia, 

After your will, have cross’d the sea ; attending 
You here at Milford-Havon with your sliips : 

They are in readiness/ 

Jjkic. But what from Rome ? 

Cap, The senate hath stirr’d up tlie c »6nfine rs 
And gentlemen of Italy ; most willing spirits, 

That promise noble service : and they come 
Under the conduct of bold lachimo, 

Sienna’s brother. 

Iaic, When expect you them ? 

Cap. With the next Ixmcfit o’ the wind. 

fjuc. Tliis forwardness 

Makes our hopes fair. Command our present numbers 
Be muster’d ; bid the cajdains look to’t. — Now, sir. 

What have you dream’d of late of this war’s purpose ? 

Sooth. Jjast night the very gods show’d mo a vision, — 

I fast and pray’d for their intolligenco,---thus : 

I saw Jove’s bird, the Roman eagle, wing’rl 
From the spongy south to this ]iart of the west, 

There vanish’d in the sunbeams : which portends — 

Unless my sins abuse my divination — 

Success to tlie Roman host. 

Luc. Dream often so, 

And never false. — Soft, ho I what trunk is here 
Witliout his top ? The ruin speaks that sometime 
It was a wortliy building. — How I a page 1 — 

Or dead, or sleeping on him ? But dead, rather ; 

For nature doth abhor to make his bod 
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead. — 

Let’s sec tho boy’s face. 

Cap. He’s alive, my lord. 

Luc. He’ll, then, instruct us of this body.— Young one, 
Inform us of thy fortunes ; for it seems 
They crave to be demanded. Who is this 

VOL. VII. zz 
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Thou mak’st thy bloody pillow ? Or who was he 
That, otherwise than noble nature did, 

Hath alter’d that good picture ? What’s thy interest 
In this sad wreck ? How came it ? Who is it ? 

What art thou ? 

Imo. I am nothing ; or if not. 

Nothing to be were bettor. This was my master, 

A very valiant Briton and a good. 

That here by mountaineers lies slain : — alas I 
There is no more such masters :<149) j may wander 
From east to Occident, cry out for service. 

Try many, and^^^®^ all good, serve truly, never 
Find such another master. 

Iajus. ’Lack, good youth I 

Thou mov’st no less with thy complaining than 
Thy mas^r in bleeding : say his name, good friend. 

Imo. Bichard du Champ. — \_A8ide\ If I do lie, and do 
No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope 
They’ll pardon it. — Say you, sir ? 

Luc. Thy name ? 

Lno. Fidele, sir 

Luc, Thou dost approve thyself the very same : 

Thy name well fits thy faith, thy faith tliy name. 

Wilt take thy chance with me ? I will not say 
Thou shalt bo so well master’d ; but, be sure. 

No less belov’d. The Homan emperor’s letters. 

Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner 
Than thine own worth prefer thee : go with mo. 

Imo, I’ll follow, sir. But first, an’t please the gods. 
I’ll hide my master >from the flies, as deep 
As these poor pickaxes can dig : and when 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I ha’ strew’d his grave. 
And on it said a century of prayers. 

Such as I can, twice o’er. I’ll weep and sigh ; 

And leaving so his service, follow you. 

So please you entertain me. 

Lnic, Ay, good youth ; 

And rather fiither thee than master thee. — 

My firiends,^^^^^ 

The boy hath taught us manly duties : let us 
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Find out the prettiest daisied p]ot we can, 

And make him with our pikes and partisans 
A grave : come, arm him. — Boy, ho is preferred 
By thee to us ; and he sliall bo intern’d 
As soldiers can. Be choorAil ; wi}>e thine eyes : 
Some falls are means the happier to arise. 


Scene III. The saine. A room in Cymbeltne’s palace. 

Enter CvMnBLiNK, Lords, Pisanio, and Attendants. 

Cym. Again ; and bring me word how "tis with her. . 

A fever witli the absence of her son ; [^Exit an Attendant, 
A madness, ^^^2) of which her life’s in danger, — Heavens, 
How deeply you at once do touch mo I Imogen, 

Tlie great j)art of my comfort, gone ; my queen 

Upon a desperate bed, and in a time 

When fearful wars point at mo ; her son gone, 

So needful for this present : it strikes mo, jiast 
The hope of comfort, — But for thee, fellow,^ 

Who needs must know of her departure, and 
Dost seem so ignorant, wo’U enforce it from thee 
By a sharp torture. 

Pis, Sir, my life is yours, 

I humbly set it at your will : but, for my mistress, 

T nothing know where she remains, why gone, 

Nor when she purposes return. Beseech your highness. 
Hold me your loyal servant. 

First IjQvd, Good my liege, 

Tlie day that she was missing he was here : 

I dare be bound he’s true, and shall perform 
All parts of his subjection loyally. For Cloten, 

There wants no diligence in seeking him. 

And will, no doubt, be found. 

Cym, The time is troublesome. — 

[To Pisanio^ We’ll slip you for a season ; but our jealousy 
Does yet depend. 

First Lord, So please your majesty. 

The Boman legions, all from Gallia drawn, 



708 


CYMBELIKE. 


[ACT IV. 


Are landed on your coast ; with a supply 
Of Roman gentlemen, by the senate sent. 

Cym. Now for the counsel of my son and queen ! — 

I am amaz’d with matter. 

First Lord. Oood my liege, 

Your preparation can aflPront no less 

Than what you hear of : come more, for more you’re ready : 
Tlie want is, but to put those powers in motion 
That long to move. 

Cym. I thank you. Let’s withdraw ; 

And meet the time as it seeks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us ; but 
We grieve at chances hero. — Aw&y I 

\Exewnt all ercept Piaanio. 
Pis. I’ve had no letter^ from my master since 
I wrote him Imogen was slain : ’tis strange : 

Nor hoar I from my mistress, who did promise 
To yield mo often tidings ; neither know I 
What is betid to Cloten ; but remain 
Perplex’d in all : — the heavens <*till must work. 

Wherein I’m false I’m honest ; not true, to be true : 

These present wars shall find I love my country, 

Even to the note o’ the king, or I’ll fall in tliem. 

All other doubts, by time let them be clear’d : 

Fortune brings in some boats that are not steer’d. \^Exit. 


Scene IV. The same. Wales : before the cave of Belarius. 

Enter Belarius, Guideriub, arid Arviraqub. 

Gui. The noise is round about us. 

BeL Let us from it. 

Arv. What pleasure, sir, find we in life,^^^®^ to lock it 
From action and adventure ? 

Gui. Nay, what hope 

Have we in hiding us ? This way, the Romans 
Must or for Britons slay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts 
During their use, and slay us after. 
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W e’U higher to the mountainA ; there secure us. 

To the king’s party there’s no going ; newness 
Of Cloten’s death — ^we being not known, not muster’d 
Among the bands — ^may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv’d ; and so extort from ’s that 
Which we liave done, whose answer would be death 
Drawn on with torture. 

GuL This is, sir, a doubt 

In such a time nothing becoming you, 

Nor satisfying us. 

A 'TV, It is not likely 

That when tliey hear the^^^^^ Homan liorses neigli. 
Behold tlieir quarter’d fires, have botli their eyes 
And oars so cloy’d importantly as now, 

Tliat tliey will waste their time u])on our noh^, 

To know from whence wc arc. 

BeL O, I am known 

Of many in the army : many years, 

Though Cloten then but young, you sec, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And, besides, the king 
Hath not deserv’d my service nor your loves ; 

Who find in my exile the want of breeding, 

The certainty of this hard life ; aye hojieless 
To have the courtesy your cradle promis’d, 

But to be still hot summer’s taiilings, and 
The shrinking slaves of winter. 

GuL Tlian be so. 

Better to cease to be. Fray, sir, to th’ army : 

I and my brother are not known ; yourself 
So out of thought, and thereto so o’ergrown,^^"*'^^ 
Cannot be question’d. 

Arv. By this sim that shines. 

I’ll thither : whatjfching is it that I never 

Did see man die scarce over look’d on blood. 

But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison I 
Never bestrid a horse, save one that had 
A rider like myself, who ne’er wore rowel 
Nor iron on his heel ! I am asham’d 
To look upon the holy sun, to have 
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Tlie benefit of his blessed beamS| remaining 
Bo long a poor unknown. 

GuL By heavens, I’ll go : 

If you will bless me, sir, and give me leave, 

I’ll take the better care ; but if you will not. 

The hazard therefore due fall on mo by 
The hands of Romans ! 

Arv. So say I, — ^Amen. 

Bel, No reason I, since of your lives you set 
So slight a valuation, should reserve 
My crack’d one to more care. Have with you, boys ! 

If in your country wars you chance to die, 

That is my bed too, lads, and tliore I’ll lie : 

Lead, lead. — \_A8ide'\ The time seems long; their blood thinks 
scorn. 

Till it fly put, and show them princes bom. \^Ea:eu7it, 


ACT V. 

Scene I. Britain, The Bmruin camp. 

Enter PosTJiUMUs with a bloody ha}tdkervluej\ 

Poet, Yea, bloody cloth, I’ll keep tliee ; for I wish’d^ 
Thou shouldst bo colour’d tlius. You married ones, 

If each of you should take this com'se, how many 
Must murder wives much better than themselves 
For wrying but a little 1 — O Pisanio I 
Every good servant does not all commands : 

No bond but to do just ones. — Gods I if you 
Should have ta’en vengeance on my faults, 1 never 
Had liv’d to put on this : so had you sav’d 
The noble Imogen to repent ; and struck 
Me, wretch more worth your vengeance. But, alack. 
You snatch some hence for little faults ; that’s love, 

To have them fall no more : you some permit 
To second ills with ills, each elder worse. 
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And make them dread it, to the doers’ thrift* 

But Imogen is your own : do your best wills, 

And make me bless’d t* obey I — I am brought hither 

Among th’ Italian gentry, and to fight 

Against my lady’s kingdom : ’tis enough 

That, Britain, I have kill’d thy mistress ; peace I 

I’ll give no woimd to thee. Therefore, good heavens. 

Hear patiently my puipose : — I’ll disrobe me 

Of those Italian weeds, and suit myself 

As does a Briton peasant : so 1*11 fight 

Against the part I come with ; so I’ll die 

For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life 

Is, every breath, a death : and thus, unknown. 

Pitied nor hated, to tlie face of peril 
Myself I’ll dedicate. Let me moke men know 
More valour in mo tlian my habits show. 

Gods, ])ut tlio strength o’ the Leonati in mi^ ! 

To shame the guise o’ the world, 1 will begini 
The fasliion, — less without and more within. | 


Scene II. llw same, A field between t^ie liritish and Homan 

camps. 

Enter ^ from one sidcj Lueius, Iaohimo, Imuoen, and tJie Jloman Army; 
from the other side^ the British Army ; Lkonatub Postuumus 
following, like a poor soldier. They march over and go out. 
Alarums. Then enter again, in skirmish, Iagutmo and I*oht- 
HUMUH : he vangaisheth and disarmeth Iacuimo, and then Leaves 
him. 

lack. The heaviness and guilt witliin my bosom 
Takes off my manhood : I ’ve belied a lady, 

Tlie princess of this country, and the air on’t 
Revengingly enfeebles me ; or could this carl, 

A very drudge of nature’s, have subdu’d me 

In my profession? ELnighthoods and honours, borne 

As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn. 

1£ that thy gentry, Britain, go before 
This lout as he exceeds our lords, the odds 
Is, that we scarce are men, and you are gods. 
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Th^ battle cwitinuee; the Britons fly; Cymbelimb ts taken: then 
entepy to his reacuej Belabius, Guiderius, and Abviragub. 

Bel. Stand, stand I Wo have th’ advlmtage of the ground ; 
Tlie lane is guarded : nothing routs us but 
The villany of our fears. 

Gui. Arv. Stand, stand, and fight! 

Re-enter Pobthumus, and seconds the Britons : they rescue Cymbbline, 
and all exeunt. Then re-enter Luoius, Iachimo, and Imogen. 

Jaw. Away, boy, from the troops, and save thyself ; 

For friends kill friends, and the disorder’s such 
As war were hoodwink’d. 

loch. ’Tis their fresh supplies. 

Lue. It is a day turn’d strangely : or betimes 
Let’s rc-enforoe, or fly. [^Exeunt. 


Scene III. Tite same. J&ijother part of the field. 

Enter I^obthumum and a Britisli Lord. 

Lord. Cam’st thou from where tlioy made tlie stand ? 

Post. I did 

Though you, it seems, came from the fliers. 

L<yrd. I did. 

Post. No blame bo to you, sir ; for all was lost. 

But that the lieavons fought : the king himself 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken, 

And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying 
Through a strait lane ; the enemy full-hearted. 

Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having work 
More plentifiil than tools to do’t, struck down 
Some mortally, some slightly touch’d, some falling 
Merely through fear ; that ihe strait pass was damm’d 
With dead men hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with lengtheil’d shame. 

Lord. Where was this lane ? 

Post. Close by the battle, ditch’d, and wall’d witli turf ; 
Which gave advantage to an ancient solder, — 



CYMBEIilNE. 


718 


•OBKB in.^ 

An honest one, I warrant ; who desetrv’d 
So long a breeding as his white beard came to, 

In doing this for ’s country : — athwart tJie lane, 

Ho, with two striplings, — lads more like to run 
The country base than to commit such slaughter ; 

With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer 
Than those for preservation casM or sliamo, — 

Made good the passage ; cried to tliose that fled. 

Our Britain's harts die flying, not our men : 

To darkness fleet, souls tliut fly backwards ! Stand ; 

Or we are Bomans, and will give you that 

Like beasts, which you shun beastly, and may save, 

But to look back in frown : stand, stand I” — Those throe, 
Tliree thousand confident, in act as many, — 

For tliree performers are the file when all 

The rest do nothing, — with this word, ‘‘ Stand, stand,” 

Accommodated by tlie place, more charming 

With their own nobleness, — which could have turn’d 

A distaff to a lance, — ^gilded pale looks, 

Part shame, part spirit renew’d ; that some, tium’d coward 
But by example, — O, a sin in war. 

Damn'd in tlie first beginners ! — gaxi to look 
The way tliat tliey did, and to grin like lions 
Upon the pikes o’ th’ hunters. Then began 
A stop i’ the chaser, a retire ; anon 
A rout, confusion-thick : fortliwitli they fly 
Chickens, tlie way which tlioy stoop’d eagles ; slaves. 

The strides they victors made and now our cowards — 
Like fragments in hard voyages — became » 

The life o’ tlie need : having found the back-door open 
Of the unguarded hearts, heavens, how tliey wound 1 
Some slain before ; some dying ; some their friends 
O’er-borne i’ the former wave : ten, chas’d by one, * 

Are now each ono the slaughter-man of twenty : 

Those that would die or e’er resist are grown 
The mortal bugs^o’ the field. 

Lord. This was strange chance, — 

A narrow lane, an old man, and two boys ! 

Post. Nay, do not wonder at it : you are made 
Bather to wonder at the things you hear 
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Than to work any. Will you rh3nne upon’t, 

And vent it for a mockery ? Here is one : 

“ Two boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane, 

Preserv’d the Britons, was the Homans’ bane.” 

Lord. Nay, be not angry, sir. 

PobU ’Lack, to what end ? 

Who dares not stand his foe, I’ll be his inend ; 

For if he’ll do as he is made to do, 

I know he’ll quickly fly my friendship too. 

You’ve put me into rhyme. 

Lord. Farewell ; you’re angry. 

Post. StiU going?^l<'2) [ExU Lord. 

This is a lord 1 O noble misery 1 
To bo i’ the fleld, and ask, what news, of me 1 
To-day how many would have given their honours 
T’ have sav’d their carcasses ! took heel to do’t. 

And yet died too I I, in mine own woe charm’d, 

Could not And death where I did hoar liim groan, 
iNor feel him where he struck : being an ugly monster, 

I’Tis strange he hides him in fresR cups, sofr bods, 

{Sweet words ; or hath more ministers than we 

That draw his knives i’ tlie war. Well, I will find him : 

For being now a favourer to the Briton,^ 

No more a Briton, I’ve resum’d again 
The part I came in : fight 1 will no more. 

But yield me to the veriest hind that shall 
Once touch my shoulder. Groat the slaughter is 
Here made by the Homan ; great the answer bo 
Britons must take : for me, my ransom’s deatli ; 

On either side I come to spend my breatli ; 

Which neither hero I’ll keep nor bear agen. 

But end it by some means for Imogen. 

Enter two British Captains and Soldiers. 

First Cap. Great Jupiter be prais’d 1 Lucius is taken : 
’Tis thought the old man and his sons were angels. 

Sec. Cap. There Vas a fourth man, in a silly habit, 

That gave th’ affiront with them. 

First Cap. So ’tis reported : 

But none of ’em can be found. — Stand I who is there ? 
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Post. A Roman ; 

Who had not now beon drooping here, if seooucU 
Had answer’d him. 

Sec. Cap. Lay hands on him ; a dog ! — 

A leg of Rome shall not return to toll 

What crows have jieck’d them here : — he brags his service 

As if ho were of note : bring him to the king. 

Enter Cymbeline, attended ; Relabiub, Uuiuekius, Arvikaoub, Pi- 
HANio, Soldiers, and Roman Captives. The Captaiiis present 
PosTHUMCJS to Cymbeljne, who delivers him over to a Caoler : 
after which^ all go out. 


Scene IV. The same. A prison. 

Enter Postiujmus and two Gaolers. 

First Gaol. You shall not now bo stol’n, you’ve locks upon 
you; 

So grjizo as you find pasture. 

Sec. Gaol. Ay, or stomach. 

[^Exeunt Gaolers. 

Post. Most welcome, bondage I for thou art a way, 

1 think, to liberty : yet am I better 

Than one tliat’s sick o’ the gout ; since he had rather 

Groan so in jiorpetuity than be cur’d 

By tlie sure physician, death ; who is the key 

T’ unbar these locks. My conscience, thou art fetter’d 

More tlian my shanks and wrists ; you good gods, give me 

The penitent instrument to pick that bolt. 

Then free for ever I Is’t enough^^^^^ I’m sorry? 

So children temporal fathers do appease ; 

Gods are more full of mercy. Must I rei>ent ? 

I cannot do it better than in gyves. 

Desir’d more than constrain’d : to satisfy, 

K of my freedom ’tis the main part, take 
No stricter retider of me than my all. 

I know you are more clement than vile men, 

Who of their broken debtors take a third. 
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A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement : that’s not my desire : 

For Lnegen’s dear life take mine ; and though 
’Tis not so dear, yet ’tis a life ; you coin’d it : 

’Tween man and man they weigh not every stamp ; 

Though light, take pieces for tlie figure’s sake : 

You rather mine, being yours : and so, groat powers. 

If you will take this audit, take this life,^i®®^ 

And cancel these cold bonds. — O Imogen I 

I’ll speak to thee in silence. {^Sle^s. 

Solemn music. Enter ^ as in an apparition^ Sigiliub LEOKATUs,ya<^er 
to PosTHUMUS, an old man, attired like a warrior ; leading in 
his hand an ancient matron, his wife, and mother to Pobthu- 
Mus, with music before them : then, after other music, follow 
the two young Lboi^ati, brothers to Posthumub, with wounds as 
they Hied in the wars. They circle Posthumus round, as he lies 
sleeping. 

Sid, No more, thou thunder fmaster, show 
Thy spite on mortajt flies : 

With Mars fall out, with Juno chide, 

That thy adulteries 
Rates and revenges. 

Hath my poor boy done aught but well, 

Whose face I never saw ? 

I died whilst in the womb he stay’d 
Attending nature’s law : 

Whose father then, as men report 
Tliou orphans’ father art. 

Thou shouldst have been, and shielded him 
From this earth-vexing smart. 

Moth, Lucina lent not me her aid. 

But took me in my tliroes ; 

That from me was Posthumus ript, 

Game crying ’mongst his foes, 

A thing of pity 1 

SicL Groat natwe, like his ancestry. 

Moulded the stufi* so fair, 

That he deserv’d the praise o’ the world, 

As great SiciUus’ heir. 
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First Bro, When once lie was mature for man, 

In Britain where was he 
That could stand up his parallel ; 

Or fruitful object be 
In eye of Imogen, that best 
Could deem his dignity ? 

Moth. With marriage wherefore was lie mock’d, 

To be exil’d, and thrown 
From Lconati’ st»at, aiid cast 
From her liih d^'ai’est one, 

Sweet Imogen ? 

Sid. Why did you suffer lachimo, 

Slight thing of Italy, 

To taint his nobler heart and brain 
With needless jealousy ; 

And to become the jg^ek and scorn 
O’ th’ other’h villany ? 

Sec. Bro. For this, from stiller seats wo come/^®'^^ 
Our parents, and us twain. 

That, striking in our country’s cause, 

Fell bravely, and were slain ; 

Our fealty and Teiiantius ’ right 
Witli honour to maintain. 

Fh'st Bro. Like hardiment Posthhraus hath 
To Cymbcline perform’d : 

Then, Jupiter, thou king of gods. 

Why hast thou thus adjourn’d 
The graces for his merits due ; 

Being all to dolours turn’d ? 

SicL Thy crystal window ope ; look out 
No longer exercise 
Upon a valiant race thy harsh 
And potent injuries. 

Moth. Since, Jupiter, our son is good, 

^ake off his miseries. 

SicL Peep through thy marble mansion ; help ; 
Or we poor ghosts will cry 
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To the shining synod of the rest 
Against thy deify* 

BothBro. Help, Jupiter; or we appeal, 

And from thy justice fly. 

flupiTBR descends in thunder and lightning , sitting upon an eagle : he 
throws a thunderbolt. The Ghosts Jail on their knees, 

Jup, No more, you petty spirits of region low, 

Offend our hearing ; hush I How dare you ghosts 
Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt, you know. 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coasts ? 

Poor shadows of Elysium, hence ; and rest 

Upon your never-withering banks of flowers : 

Be not with mortal accidents opprest ; 

No caro of yours it is ; you know ’tis ours. 

Whom best I love I cross ; to make my gift. 

The more delay’d, d eligh ted. Be content ; 

Your low-laid son our gp'dhead will uplift : 

His comforts thrive, Ihis trials well are spent. 

Our Jovial star reign’d at his birth, and in 

Our temple was he married. — llise, and fade ! — 

He shall be lord of lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his affliction made. 

This tablet lay upon his breast ; wherein 

Our pleasure his full fortune doth confine : 

And so, away I no further with your din 

Express impatience, lest you stir up mine. — 

Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline. [Ascends, 
Sid, He came in thunder ; his celestial breath 
Was sulphurous to smell : the holy eagle 
Stoop’d, as to foot us : his ascension is 
More sweet than our bless’d fields : his royal bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak. 

As when his god is pleas’d. 

All, Thanks, Jupiter I 

Sid, The marble pavement closes, he is enter’d 
His radiant roof. — ^Away I and, to be blest. 

Let us with care perform his great behest. 

[Tlie Ghosts vanish 
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Post, [wakmg'^ Sleep, thou hast been a grandsire, and 
begot 

A &ther to me ; and thou hast created 
A mother and two brothers : but — O scorn ! — 

Gone I they went hence so soon as they were born : 

And so I am awake. — Poor wretches that depend 
On greatness' favour dream as I have done ; 

Wake, and find nothing. — But, alas, I swerve : 

Many dream not to find, neitlior deserve, 

And yet are stoop'd in favrmrs ; so am I, 

That have this golden chance, and know not why. 

What fairies haunt tliis groimd ? A book ? O rare one ! 

Be not, as is our fangled world, a garment 
Nobler than that it covers : lot thy effects 
So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers. 

As good as promise. [Reads, 

“ Whenas a lion’s whelp shall, to himself unknown, witliont 
seeking find, and bo embraced by a piece of tender air ; and when 
from a stately cedar shall be lopped branches, which, being dead 
many years, shall after revive, be jointed to the old stock, and 
freshly grow; then shall Posthumus end his miseries, Britain lie 
fortunate, and flourish in peace and plenty.” 

'Tis still a dream or else such stuff us madmen 
Tongue, and IjQIQ; not : either both, or iiotiiiiig : 

Or senseloss speaking, or a sjieaking such 
As sense cannot untie. Bo what it is, 

The action of my life is like it, which 
I’ll keep, if but for sympathy. 

Re-enter First Gaoler. 

First Gaol, Como, sir, are you ready for death ? 

Post, Over-roasted rather ; ready long ago. 

First Gaol, Hanging is the word, sir : if you be ready for 
that, you are well cooked. 

Post, So, if I prove a good repast to tlie spectators, the 
dish pays the shot. 

First GaoL A heavy reckoning for you, sir. But the com- 
fort is, you shell be called to no more payments, fear no more 
tavern-bills ; which are often the sadness of parting, as the 
procuring of mirth : you come in ftiint for want of meat, de- 
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part reeling with too much drink ; sorry that you have paid 
too much, and sorry tliat you are paid too much ; purse and 
:brain both empty, — ^the brain the heavier for being too light, 
the purse too light being drawn of heaviness : of this con- 
tradiction you shall iiow be quit. — O, the charity of a penny 
cord 1^170) it sums up thousands in a trice : you have no true 
debitor and creditor but it ; of what’s past, is, and to come, 
the discharge : — ^your neck, sir, is pen, book, and counters ; 
so tlio acquittance follows. 

Post. I am merrier to die than thou art to live. 

First GdoL Indeed, sir, he tliat sleeps feels not the tooth- 
ache : but a man that were to sleep your sleep, and a hang- 
man to help him to bed, I think he would change places with 
his officer ; for, look you, sir, you know not which way you 
shall go. 

Post. Yes, indeed do I, follow. 

First Gaol. Your deatli has eyes in’s head, then ; I have 
not seen him so pictured : you must either* be directed by 
some that take upon them to* know, or take upon yourself 
that which 1 am sure you do not know ; or jump the after- 
inquiry on your own peril : and how you shall speed in your 
journey’s end, I tliink you’ll never return to tell ono.^^71) 

Post. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes to direct 
thdtn ttie avay I am going, but such as wink and will not use 
them. 

First Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a man 
should have the best use of eyes to see the way of blindness I 
I am sure hanging’s the way of winking. 


Fnter a Messenger. 

Mess. Knock off his manacles ; bring your prisoner to tlio 
king. 

Post. Tliou bringest good news, — I am called to be made 
free. 

First GaoL I’ll be hanged, then. 

Post. Thou sl^t he then freer than a gaoler ; no bolts for 
the dead. [^Faeunt Posthumus and Messenger. 

First Go/ol. Unless a man would marry a gallows, and 
beget young gibbets, I never saw one so prone. Yet, on 
my conscience, there are verier knaves desire to live, for all 
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he be a Roman: and there be some of them too that die 
against their wills ; so should I, if I were one. I would we 
were all of one mind, and one mind good ; O, there were 
desolation of gaolers and gallowses ! 1 speak against my pre- 
sent profit; but my wish hath a preferment in’i. \Blxeunt, 


Scene V. The mmf. Cymbelinb’s tent. 

Enter CYMBEi^fNE, Brlarius, OuinEnins, Ativiraquh, Pisanio, 
Lords, OfHoerB, ami Attendants. 

Cym. Stand by my side, you whom the gods have made 
Preservers of my throne. Woo is my heart 
That the poor soldier, that so richly fought, 

Whoso rags sham’d gilded arms, whoso naked breast 
Stopp’d before targes of proof, ^^72) cannot be fimnd : 

He shall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him so. 

JBel. I never saw 

Such noble fury in so poor a thing ; 

Such precious deeds in one that promis’d naught 
But beggary and poor looks. 

Cym. No tidings of him ? 

Pis. He hath been search’d among the dead and living, 
But no trace of him. 

Cym. To my grief, I am 

The heir of his reward ; which I will add 
To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain, 

\To Belariusj Guiderius, and Armrayvs. 
By whom I grant she lives. ’Tis now tho time 
To ask of whence you are : — report it. 

Bel Sir, 

In Cambria are we bom, and gentlemen : 

Further to boast were neither true nor modest, 

Unless I add we’re honest. 

Cym. Bow your knees. 

Arise my knights o* the battle : I create you 
Companions to our person, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your estates. 

VOL. VIL 3 A 
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Enter Cornelius and Ladies. 

Theresa business in these faces. — ^Why so sadly 
Greet you our victory ? you look like Homans, 

And not o’ the court of Britain. 

Cot, Hail, great king I 

To sour your happiness, I must report 
The queen is dead. 

Cym, Who worse than a physician 

Would this report become ? But I consider 
By medicine life may bo prolong’d, yet death 
Will seize the doctor too. — How ended she ? 

Cot, With horror, madly dying, like her life ; 

Which, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Most cruel to herself. What she confess’d 
I will report, so please you : these her women 
Can trip me, if I err ; who with wet cheeks 
Were present when she finish’d^ 

Cym, Prithee, say. 

Cor, First, she confess’d she never lov’d you ; only 
Affected greatness got by you, not you : 

Married your royalty, was wife to your place ; 

Abhorr’d your person. 

Cym, She alone knew this ; 

And, but she spoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Cot, Your daughter, whom sho bore in hand to love 
With such integrity, she did confess 
Was as a scorpion to her sight; whoso life. 

But that her flight prevented it^ she had 
Ta’en off by poison. 

Cym, O most delicate flend ! 

Who is’t can read a woman ? — Is there more ? 

Cot, More, sir, and worse. She did confess she had 
For you a mortal mineral ; which, being took, 

Sho^d by the m^lite feed on life, and, lingering. 

By inches waste you : in which time she purpos’d. 

By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to 
O’ercome you with her show ; yes, and in time, 

When she had fitted you her craft, to work 
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Her son into th* adoption of the crown : 

But, failing of her end by his strange absenct^, 

Grew shameless-desperate ; openM, in despite 
Of heaven and men, her pur|)oses ; repented 
The evils she hatch’d were not effected ; so, 

Despairing, died. 

Cyra. Heard you all this, her women ? 

First Lady. We did, so please your highness. 

Cym. Mine eyes 

Were not in fault, for sLo was beautiful ; 

Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart, 

That thought her like her seeming ; it Inwl been vicious 
To have mistrusted her : yet, O my daughter ! 

That it was folly in mo, thou mayst say. 

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all ! 

Knter Lucius, Iaohimo, the Soothsayer, ami othei^ Roman PiisonerB, 
guarded; Posi humus behind^ and Ihoorn. 

Thou com’st not, Caius, now for tribute ; that 
The Britons have raz’d out, though with the loss 
Of many a bold one ; whose kinsmen have made suit 
That their good souls may be appeas’d with slaughter 
Of you their captives, which ourself ha^’c granted : 

So think of your estate. 

Luc. Consider, sir, the chance of war : the day 
Was yours by accident; had it gone with us. 

We should not, when tlie blood was cool, have threaten’d 
Our prisoners witli tlie sword. But since the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call’d ransom, lot it come : sufficeth 
A Roman with a Boman’s heart can suffer : 

Augustus lives to think on’t : and so much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 
I will entreat ; my boy, a Briton bom, 

Let him be ransom’d : never master had 
A page so kind, so duteous-diligent, 

So tender over his occasions, true. 

So feat, so nurse-like : let his virtue join 

With my request, which I’ll make bold your highness 

Cannot deny ; he hath done no Briton hfurm. 
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Though he have serv’d a Roman : save him, sir, 

And spare no blood beside. 

Cym. I Ve surely seen him : 

His favour is familiar to me. — 

Boy, thou hast look’d thyself into my grace. 

And art mine own. — I know not why, nor^i^S) wherefore, 

Tc say Live, boy ne’er thank thy master ; live : 

And ask of Cymbelino what boon thou wilt. 

Fitting my bounty and thy state, I’ll give it ; 

Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner. 

The noblest ta’en. 

/mo. I humbly thank your highness. 

Ijujc, I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad ; 

And yet I know thou wilt. 

/mo. No, no : alack, 

There’s other work in hand : I see a thing 
Bitter to me as death : your life, good master. 

Must shuffle for itself. 

hue. The boy ^disdains mo, 

He leaves mo, scorns mo : briefly die their joys 
That place them on the truth of girls and boys. — 

Why stands ho so perplex’d ? 

Cym. What wouldst thou, boy ? 

I love thee more and more : think more and more 
W’hat’s best to ask. Know’st him thou look’st on ? speak, 
Wilt have him live ? Is he thy kin ? thy friend ? 

/mo. Ho is a Roman ; no more kin to mo 
Than I to your highness ; who, being born your vassal. 

Am something nearer. 

Cym. Wherefore ey’st him so ? 

/mo. I’ll teU you, sir, in private, if you please 
To give me hearing. 

Cym. Ay, with all my heart. 

And lend my best attention. What’s thy name ? 

/mo. Fidele, sir. 

Oyxn. Thou’rt my good youth, my page ; 

I’ll be thy masters walk with me ; speak freely. 

\^Cymbeline cmd Imogen converse apart. 
Bel. Is not this boy reviv’d from death? 

Arv. One sand another 
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Not more resembles that sweet rosy lad 

Who died, and was Fidcle.^i7®> — ^What think you ? 

Gruu The same dead thing alive. 

BeL Peace, peace ! see furtlier ; ho eyes us not ; forbear ; 
Creatures may be alike : were’t he, I’m sure 
He would have spoke to us. 

GuL But wo saw^i77' him dead. 

Bel, Be silent ; let’s see furUier. 

Pin, {aside'\ ’Tis my mistress : 

Since she is living, let the time run on 

To good or bad. [ Cymhelin/e and Imogen come forward, 

Cym, Come, stand thou b}*' our side ; 

Make thy demand aloud. — [ To laohimo'] Sir, stop you forth ; 
Give answer to this boy, and do it freely ; 

Or, by our greatness, and the grace of it, 

Whicli is our honour, bitter torture sliall 

Winnow the truth from falsehood. — On, speak to him. 

hno. My boon is, that tliis gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this ring. 

Post, [aside^ What’s that to him ? 

Cym, Tlint diamond upon your finger, say 
How came it yours ? 

lack, Tliou’lt torture me^^^S) to lea\o unspoken that 
Which, to bo spoke, would torture thee. 

Cym, How I me ? 

Jacli, I’m glad to be constrain’d to utter tliat 
Which torments me to conceal.^^^®^ By villaiiy 
I got this ring ; ’twas Leonatus’ jewel ; 

Whom thou didst banish ; and — wluch more may grieve thee, 
As it doth me — a nobler sir ne’er liv’d 
’Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, my lord? 
Cym, All that belongs to this, 

loch. That paragon, thy daughter, — 

For whom my heart drops blood, and my false spirits 
Quail to remember — Give me leave ; I faint. 

Cym* My daughter 1 what of her ? Benow thy strdhgth : 
1 had ratlxer thou shouldst live while nature will 
Than die ere ^ hear more : strive, man, and speak. 

lack. Upon a time, — ^unhappy was the clock 
That struck the hour! — ^it was in Borne, — accurs’d 
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The mansion where I — *twas at a feast, — O, would 

Our viands had been poison’d, or at least 

Those which 1 heav’d to head I — ^the good Posthumus — 

What should I say ? he was too good to be 

Where ill men were ; and was the best of all 

Amongst the rar’st of good ones — sitting sadly. 

Hearing us praise our loves of Italy 
For beauty that made barren the swell’d boast 
Of him that best could speak ; for feature, laming 
The shrine of Venus, or straight -pight Minerva, 
Postures beyond brief nature ; for condition, 

A shop of all the qualities that man 

Loves woman for ; besides, that hook of wiving. 

Fairness which strikes the eye, — 

Cym. I stand on fire : 

Come to#the matter. 

lack. All too soon I shall. 

Unless tliou wouldst grieve quickly. — This Posthumus, 
Most like a noble lord in love, a 4 g^d one 
That had a royal lover, took his hint ; 

And, not dispraising whom wo prais’d, — therein 

Ho was as calm as virtue, — ^he began 

His mistress’ picture ; which by his tongue being made, 

And then a mind 2 ^ut in’t, either our brags 

Were crack’d of kitehen-tmlls, or his description 

Prov’d us unspeakiiig sots. 

Cym. Nay, nay, to the purpose. 

laclu Your daughter’s chastity — ^thore it begins. 

He spake of her, as Diaii had hot dreams. 

And she alone were cold : whereat 1, wretch. 

Made scruple of his praise ; and wager’d with him 
Pieces of gold ’gainst this which then he wore 
Upon his honour’d finger, to attain 
In suit the place of’s bed, and win this ring 
By hers and mine adultery. He, true knight. 

No Wsser of her hoiyour confident 

Than 1 did truly find her, stakes this ring ; 

And would so, had it been a carbuncle 
Of Pheebus’ wheel ; and might so safely, had it 
Been all the worth of ’s car. Away to Britain 
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Poet I in this design : — ^well may yon^ sir, 

Remember me at court ; where I was taught 
Of your chaste daughter the wide difference 
Twixt amorous and villanous. Being thus quench’d 
Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain 
Gan in your duller Britain operate 
Most vilely ; for my vantage, excellent : 

And, to be brief, my practice so prevail’d 
That I return’d with simular proof enough 
To make tlie noble LeouutuH mad, 

By wounding Iuh belief in her renown 

With tokens thus and thus ; averring notes 

Of chamber-hanging, jiictures, this her bracelet, — 

0 cunning, how I got it some marks 

Of secret on her person, that he could not 

But think her bond of chastity (}uito crack’d, 

1 having ta’en tlie forfeit Whereupon — 

Methinks, I see him now — 

Past /orward] Ay, so thou dost, 

Italian fiend ! — ^Ay me, most credulous fool, 

Egregious murderer, tliicf, any thing 
That’s duo to all the villains past, in being, 

To come ! — 0, give me cord, or knife, or ]K>ison, 

Some upright justicor I Thou, king, send out 
For torturers ingenious : it is I 
That all tli’ abhorred things o’ th’ earth amend 
By being worse than tliey. I am I^ostliumus, 

That kill’d thy daughter : — villain -like, 1 lie ; 

That caus’d a lesser villain than myself, 

A sacrilegious thief, to do’t : — ^tlie temple 
Of virtue was she ; yea, and she herself. 

Spit, and tlirow stones, cast mire upon mo, set 
The dogs o’ tlie street to bay me : every villain 
Be call’d Posthumus Leonatus ; and 
Be villany less tlian ’twas I — O Imogen I 
My queen, my life, my wife I O Imogen, 

Imogen, Imogen I 

imo. ' Peace, my lord ; hear, hear — 

JPost. Shell’s have a play of this? Thou scornful page. 
There lie thy part [Striiin^ Iter: she faUs» 
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Pm. O, gentlemen, help IC181) 

Mine and your mistress I — O, my lord Posthumus I 
You ne’er kill’d Imogen till now. — Help, help I — 

Mine honour’d lady ! 

Cym. Does the world go round ? 

Post. How come these staggers on me ? 

Pis. Wake, my mistress ! 

Cym. If this bo so, the gods dp mean to strike me 
To death with mortal joy. 

Pis. How fares my mistress ? 

Irm. O, get thee from my sight ; 

Thou gav’st me poison : dangerous follow, hence I 
Breathe not where princes are. 

Cym. The tune of Imogen ! 

Pm. Lady, 

The gods jlirow stones of sulphur on me, if 
That box I gave you was not thought by me 
A precious thing ; I had it from the queen. 

Cym. New matter still ? 

Imo. It poison’d mo. 

Cor. O gods I — 

I left out one thing which the queen confess’d. 

Which must approve thee honest : “ If Pisanio 
Have,” said she, given his mistress tliat confection 
Which I gave him for cordial, she is serv’d 
As I would serve a rat.” 

Cym. What’s this, Cornelius ? 

Cor. The queen, sir, veiy oft importun’d me 
To temper poisons for her ; still pretending 
The satisfaction of her knowledge only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs. 

Of no esteem : I, dreading that her purpose 
Was of more danger, did compoimd for her 
A certain stuff, which, being ta’en, would cease 
The present power of life ; but in short time 
All offices of nature should again 
Do their due ftmetions. — Have you ta’en of it ? 

Jmo. Most like I did, for I was dead.^1®^^ 

Bel. 

There was our error. 


My boys, 
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GhtL This sure, Fidele. 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady firom you? 
Think that you aro upon a rock ; and now 
Throw me again / [Embrcicing him. 

Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul> 

Till the tree die I 

Cym, How now, my flesh, my child I 

What, mak'st tliou me a dullard in Uiis act ? 

Wilt thou not speak to me ? 

Imo, Your blessing, sir. [Kf reeling, 

Bel, Though you did love this youth, 1 blame ye not ; 
You had a motive for’t. [ To Guidenus and A rviragus, 

Cym, My tears that fall 

Prove holy water on thee I Imogen, 

Thy mother’s dead. 

Bno, I’m sorry for’t, my lord. 

Cym, O, she was naught ; and long of her it was 
Tliat wo meet here so strangely : but her son 
Is gone, wo know not how nor where. 

Pis, My lord, 

Now fear is from mo, I’ll speak troth. Lord Cloten, 

Upon my lady’s missing, came to me 

With liis sword drawn ; foam’d at tlio month, and swore, 

If I discover’d not which way she was gone, 

It was my instant deatli. By accident, 

I had a feigned letter of my master's 
Then in my i)ocket ; which directed him 
To seek her on the mountains near to Milford ; 

Where, in a frenzy, in my master’s garments, 

Which he enforc’d from me, away he posts^^®^^ 

With unchaste purpose, and with oatli to violate 
My lady’s honour : what became of him 
I further know not. 

Gui, Let me end the story : 

I slew him there. 

Cym, Marry, the gods forfend I 

I would not thy good deeds should from my lips 
Pluck a hard sentence : prithee, valiant youth, 

Deny’t again. 

GuL Pve spoke it, and I did it 
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Cym, He was a prince. 

Quu A most incivil one : the wrongs he did me 
Wore nothing prinoe-like ; for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me spurn the sea, 

If it could so roar to me : I cut off’s head ; 

And am right glad he is not standing here 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cym. I’m sorry for thee 

By thine own tongue thou art condemn’d, and must 
Endure our law : thou’rt dead. 

Irm. That headless man 

I thought had been my lord. 

Cym, Bind the offender, 

And take him from our presence. 

Bel. Stay, sir king : 

This ma^ is better than the man he slew, 

As well descended as tliyself; and hath 

More of thee merited than a band of Clotens 

Had ever scar for.^^®^^ — [Tb Let his arms alone ; 

They were not bom for bondage? 

Cym. Why, old soldier, 

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for. 

By tasting of our wrath ? How of descent 
As good as we ? 

Arv. In that he spake too far. 

Cym. And tliou shalt die fbr’t. 

Bel. We will die all three : 

But I will prove that two on ’s are as good 
As I have given out him. — My sons, I must. 

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech, 

Tliough, ha})ly, well for you. 

Arv. Your danger’s ours. 

GuL And our good his. 

Bel. Have at it, then I — 

By leave, — thou hadst, great king, a subject who 
Was call’d Belarius. 

Cym. What of him ? he is 

A banish’d traitor. 

Bel. He it is that hath 

Assum’d this age : indeed, a banish’d man ; 
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1 know not how a traitor. 

Cf/m. Take him hence : 

The whole world shall not save him. 

SeL Not too hot ; 

First pay me for the nursing of thy sons ; 

And let it be confiscate all, so soon 
As I’ve receiv’d it. 

Cynu Nursing of my sons t 

BeL I am too blunt and sancy : hero’s my knee : 

Ere I arise, I will profi*r niy sons ; 

Then spare not the old father. Mighty sir, 

These two 3 oung gentlemen, that call me father, 

And think tliey are my sons, are none of mine ; 

They are tlie issue of your loins, my liege. 

And blood of your begetting. 

Ci/m, How ! my issue I 

BeL So sure as you your father’s. 1, old Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish’d : 

Your pleasure was my mero^i®^^ offence, my punishment 

Itself, and all my treason ; tliat 1 suffer’d 

Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes — 

For such and so they are — tliese twenty years 
Have I train’d up : those arts they have as I 
Cvould put into tliem ; my breeding was, sir, as 
Your highness knows. Their nurse, Euriphile/^^*^^ 
Whom for tlio theft I wedded, stole these children 
Upon my banishment ; I mov’d her to’t ; 

Having receiv’d tlie jmnishmont before, 

For that which I did then : beaten for loyalty 
Excited mo to treason : their dear loss, ' 

The more of you ’twas felt, the more it shap’d 
Unto my end of stealing them. But, gracious sir, 

Here are your sons again ; and 1 must lose 
Two of the sweet’st companions in the world : — 

The benediction of these covering heavens 
Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy 
To inlay heaven with stars. 

Cym. Thou weep^st, and speak’st. 

The service that you three have done is more 
Unlike than this thou tell’st. I lost my children : 
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If tbese be they, I know not how to wish 
A pair of worthier sons, 

Bel. Be pleas’d awhile. — 

This gentleman, whom I call Polydore, 

Most worthy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius : 

Tills gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus, 

Your younger princely son : he, sir, was lapp’d 
In a most curious mantle, wrought by th’ hand 
Of his queen-mother, which, for more probation, 

I can with ease produce. 

Cym. Guiderius had 

Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star ; 

It was a mark of wonder. 

Bel. This is he ; 

Who hath upon him still tliat natural, stamp : 

It was T^se nature’s end in the donation. 

To be his evidence now. 

Cym. O, whatjj^ am I 

A motlier to the birth of three Ne’er motlior 

llejoic’d deliverance more. — Blcss’d pray^^'*^^^ you bo, 

That, after this strange starting from your orbs. 

You may reign in them now ! — O Imogen, 

Thou hast lost by this a kingdom. 

Imo. No, my lord ; 

I’ve got two worlds by’t. — O my gentle brothers. 

Have we thus met ? O, never say hereafter 
But I am truest speaker : you call’d me brotlier. 

When 1 was but your sister ; I you broUiors, 

When yc^^®^^ were so indeed. 

Cym, Did you e’er meet? 

Arv. Ay, my good lord. 

Gui, And at first meeting lov’d ; 

Continu’d so, until we thought he died. 

Cbr. By the queen’s dram she swallow’d. 

Cym. O rare instinct ! 

When shall I hear all through ? This fierce a bridgment 
Hath to it circumstimtial branches, which 
Distinction should be rich in. — ^Where ? how liv’d you ? 

And when came you to serve our Roman captive ? 

How parted with your brothers ?^192) how first met them ? 
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Why fled you firom the court ? and whither ? These^ 

And your three motives to the battle, with 
I know not how much more, should be demanded ; 

And all the other by-dependencies, 

From chance to chance : but nor ihe time nor place 
Will serve our long inter’gatoiies.^^®®) gee, 

Posthiimus anchors upon Imogen ; 

And she, like harmless lightning, throws her eye 
On him, her brothers, mo, her master, hitting 
Each object with a joy : the counterchango 
Is severally in all. — Lot’s quit tliis ground. 

And smoke tlio tein^do witli our sacrifices. — 

[ To Belariu8\ Thou art my brother ; so wo’ll hold theo ever. 

/mo. You arc my father too ; and did relievo mo. 

To see tliis gracious season. 

Cym. All o’orjoy’d. 

Save these in bonds : let tlicm bo joyful too. 

For they shall taste our comfort. 

Into. My good master, 

I will yet do you service. 

L'tic, Happy bo you I 

Cym. The forlorn soldier, that so^^®*^ nobly fought, 

He would have well bccom’d this place, and grac’d 
The thankings of a king. 

Post I am, sir,^i®^^ 

The soldier that did company tliese three 
In poor beseeming ; ’twas a fitment for 
The purpose I then follow’d. — ^That I was lie, 

Speak, lachimo : I had you down, and might 
Have made you finish. 

IcLch. I am down again : \_KneeVunj. 

But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee, 

As then your force did. Take that life, beseech you. 

Which I so often owe : but your ring fii’st ; 

And here the bracelet of the truest princess 
That ever swore her faith. 

PoaU Kneel not to mo : 

The power that I have on you is to spare you ; 

The malice towards you to forgive you : live, 

And deal with others better. 
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Cym, Nobly doom’d I 

We’ll leam our freeness of a son-in-law ; 

Pardon’s the word to all. 

Arv, You holp us, sir, 

As you did mean indeed to be our brother ; 

Joy’d are we that you are. 

Post, Your servant, princes. — Good my lord of Rome, 
Call forth your soothsayer : as 1 slept, methouglit 
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back’d, 

Appear’d to me, with other spritely shows 
Of mine own kindred : when 1 wak’d, I found 
This label on my bosom ; whose containing 
Is so from sense in hardness, that 1 can 
Make no collection of it : lot him show 
His skill in the construction. 

Philarmonus, — 

Soaih, Here, my good lord. 

Laic, Read, and declare the meaning. 

Sooth, [reads'] “Whenas a lion’s whelp shall, to himself un- 
known, mthout seeking find, and tic embraced by a piece of tender 
air ; and when from a stately cedar shall be lopped branches, which, 
being dead many years, shall after revive, be jointed to the old stock, 
and freshly grow; then shall Posthumus end his miseries, Britain 
be fortunate, and fiourish in peace and plenty.” 

Thou, Leonatus, art the lion’s whelp ; 

The fit and apt construction of thy name. 

Being Leo-natus, doth import so much : 

[ To Cymbeline'] The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter. 
Which we call mollis aer; and mollis aer 
We term it mulier: [To Posthumus'] which mulier I divine 
Is thy most constant wife who, even now. 

Answering the letter of the oracle. 

Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp’d about 
With this most tender air. 

Cym, ^niis hath some seeming. 

Sqoth, The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline, 

Personates thee : afid thy lopp’d branches point 
Thy two sons forth ; who, by Belarius stol’n. 

For many years thought dead, are now reviv’d. 

To the majestic cedar join’d ; whose issue 
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Promises Britain peace and plenty. 

Cym. Well, 

My peace^^^^^ we will begin : — and, Cains Lucius, 
Although the victor, we submit to Oassar, 

And to tlie Roman empire ; promising 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were dissuaded by our wicked (luceii ; 

Whom heavens, in justice, both on htT and liers, 
Have laid most heavy hand. 

Sootlu The fingers of tli<* powers above do tune 
The harmony of this peace. The vision 
Which I made known to Lucius, ere tlio stroke 
Of this yet searce-eoIJ battle, at this instant 
Is full accomplis})Vl ; for tlie Roman eagle. 

From south to west on wing soaring aloft, 

Lessen’d herself, and in the beams o’ the sun 
So vanish’d ; which foreshow’d our ])rincely eagle, 
Th’ imperial Caesar, should again unite 
His favour with the radiant Cymbeline, 

Which shines hero in the west. 

Cym, Laud wo the gods ; 

And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils 
From our bless’d altars. Publish wo tliis |»eace 
To all our subjects. Set wo forward : let 
A Roman and a British ensign wave 
Friendly together : so through Lud’s-town march : 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we’ll ratify ; seal it with feasts. — 

Set on there ! — Never was a war did cease, 

Ere bloody hands were wash’d, with such a peace. 


[^Exetwf. 
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P. C86. (i) the king 

So Tyrwhitt (nnd ho Mr. ColHcr’a M«. Corrector). — The folio has *'th6 Klngfi.*' 
— lint dooH the emendation now adopted act all rie:ht in this much-disputed 
pai4Hngo? — Walker Kjntm, jko. vol. i. p. TS") suH|iCcts that a line is 

wnntiiiK before the present one, 

P. 0;15. ( 2 ) ‘ rrft 

What is ‘ refer} V/’ here ?” WalKer’h t'rll. Kjrnw. ice. vol. iii. p. ; w’hert* 
liiH editor asks, ** Jh not ‘ i'rferd'^d nn Cirntum for '‘aph'tP <ir ^nxHur'd" 


P. (135. ( 3 ) “ ntttr 

Capell prints “To which Walker hJiram, See, vol. iii p. 313) would 

read. 


P. 033. ( 4 ) 

“ Of the InttfM loot, it, katJt a heart that iit not 
Ota ft at the thing they Mwrl at,'* 

I*opc prints 

“ Of thf ling'n looks, but hath a heart thett is not 
(Mladf' See , ; 

and so Walker Ct*rit, Ejeam, Sec. vol. iii. p. 314) e»^-M |i f .nres. — ^Theobald sivea 
“ Of the ling's look [naiimur “ looks" but hath a twart ttubt is 
Ota ft," tVe. 


P. 330. (s) “>/a” 

For this word — which is spelt in the folio ** iogne" — Mr. Swynfen Jcivis 
proposes “win,” and Mr. Grant White substiiiites “ gain.” 


P. 030. ( 6 ) ** Post hum vs Leonatvs 

Here several editors throw out “ J^^onaius" for the sake of the metre : hut 
it is nocessarj for the sense ; and varhms passages in these jdayA sliow that 
Shakesiieare (like his contemjiorary dramatists) occasionally dibi*egardcd 
metre when proper names were to bo introduced. See note % on The tSooond 
Part of King Henry VI, vol. v. p. lOil. 


P. 638. C 7 ) And sear vp my embrarements" 

In this passage ** sear up" seems to he used simply for close up. The same 
expresmon, though with a different sense, occurs in Itamcs’s Hirils Charter, 
1607; 

VOL. VII. 3b 
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“ The diuill is witnesse with me when I seald it, 

And cauteriz'd this conscienoo now ^ecurd vp 
To banish out faith, hope, and oharity." Sig. B 2 . 

(Mr. Singer, in his recent edition, has substituted ^^A7id seal vp^' &o.) — 
1865. Steevcns suggests that in this line perhaps ought to be spelt 

“ core which Mr. Grant White gives. 


P. 0.‘19. (8) remain thou here 

Mhile Reuse can "keep it onP' 

“ The poet ought to have written * can keep thee on,* as Mr. Pope and the 
three subsequent editors read. But Shakespeare has many similar inaccu- 
racies. So in Julius i^fcsar fact iii. so. 1] ; 

* Casca, you are the first that rears 7jour hand,* 
instead of * his hand.’ Again, in The Itape of Lvereee ; 

‘ Time's glory is to calm contending kings. 

To unmask ialsehood, and bring truth to light, — 

To ruinate proud buildings with thy hours,* — 
instead cif^hls hours.* Again, in the [Third Scene of the] Third Act of the 
play before us ; 

‘ Euriphile, 

Thou wast their nurse ; they, took thte for thwr mother, 

And every day do honour to Jur grave.* ” Malone. — 

“As none of our author’s productions 'were revised by himself as they passed 
from the theatre through the press ; and as Julius Ctrmr and Vymheline 
are among the plays which originally appeared in the blundering hrst fobo ; 
it is hardly fair to charge irregularities on the poet, of which his publishers 
alone might have been guilty. 1 must therefore lake leave to set down the 
present, and many similar offences against the established rules of lan- 
guage, under the article of Hcmingisms and rondelisms ; and, as such, in 
my opinion, they ought, without ceremony, to be corrected, — The i’istanco 
brought from Thi Jtape of Lucrect might only have been a compoMtorial 
inaccuracy, like those winch have occasionally happened in the course of 
our present republication.” Steevenh. 


P. 639. ( 9 ) “ When shall ire ste again?" 

The very same words are addressed by (.’ressida to Troilus in Troilus and 
Creasida^ act iv. sc. 4, vol. \i. j». 69. See note izo on Measure for Measure^ 
vol. i. p. 638 ; and note 2 on King IItn*y VIII. vol. v. p. 573. 


P. 639. ( 10 ) 
Hanmer printedT^ 


** thou heapext 
A year's age on me!" 

“ thou heapest many 
A year's" &c. 

“ thou heap's! instead 
A year's" &c. 


Capell, 
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P. C41.(ii) “Z** 

Omitted in the folio. 


P. 041. (ii) “ First Lord. Stand ymi / 

Puppwn r' 

Walker queries if in the hemlitifi^ of ihis scene **/wv> Ltmln** should be ‘Mhreo 
lAtriH;'' and then observes, “ I think ‘ I'ltppiv*' not mean 1 lK»rd and 
rioten. Qii. ; 

‘ 1 Ltml, Stand yon 1 You have .... own. 

.‘J Jjord, But he ... . pYiuiid.’ ” 

Crit. Krayn, See, vol. iil. p. JUG, 


P. 642.CI3) “St'c. Wd.” 

So Capcll^Thc folio has “1.” 


I*. 042. ( 14 ) “ 77tf‘n hin hantlJeerrhirf?''' iVe. 

“ Arrange somewhat as follow's ; 

* Theu wav’d his Jiandkerchief 7 
Pin, And kiss'd it, madam. 

JuKK SeiiKelcHH linen, happier 

Therein than 1 1 
And that was all V &c.” 

Walker’s Cril, Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 016. 


P. 042. (15) 

The folio has “ his." 


P. 044, (16) “ wHIuntt lrs» qvality,'*' 

Altered by Howe to ^^wUhmtt more qtMlity'^ — Here Malone remarks; 
“ Whenever IrtM or more is to be joined with a verb I’onoting want, or a 
preposition of a similar imjiort, Shakespeare never fails to he entangled in 
a grammatical inaccuracy, or rather, to use words that express tlie very 
contrary of what he means.” 


P. 645. (17) 

Omitted in the folio. 

P. 645. (18) “ I ctmld not but believe'' 

So Malone. — The folio has ** I could not beleeue," 
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P, 645. ( 19 ) “ tlw one may he sold, or gvoen^ if there were wealth enmtgh 

for the p^trchoM^ or merit for the gift 

Corrected by Kowo. — The folio has “ the one may he solde or given, or if 
tJtrre were wealth eno^tgh for tlu‘ purchases, or^* &c. — (and Mr. Collier re- 
tains the “ or,” which ho says “ obviously” means “ cither :” but there can 
be no doubt that it was inndvortontly repeated by the transoril)er or com- 
positor). 


P. 646. ( 20 ) “ wi, yovr hraee''' 

Has been altered to “ m, of your hrae^^y 


P. 646. ( 21 ) ** yo^i eustain'*^ 

Altered by Rowe to “ you’d mxtain,'* and by Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector to 
“ you’ll tmetain'' — unnecessarily. 

P. 647. ( 22 ) “ You are afraid,"' 

Bo Warburton, who observes ; “What lachimo says in the close of his speech 
doterminen this to have boon our iK>ot’s reading — ‘but T see you have some 
religion in you, that you fear\" — (Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector jrivos “ You 
are afoard”). — The folio has “ You are a Friend which has boon very 
unhucccssfully dofondc<l, — especially by. Boswell, who ventures to suggest, 
“ Does it not mean — You show a friend to your ring 

P. 647. (22*) 

Jf I bring you no mifhcUnt testimony .... 


Post. I emhraee th^ese eondifions 

“ This was a wager between the two sj)eakerH. lachimo declares the con- 
ditions of it ; and rosthuiiius embraces them, as well he might; for lachimo 
mentions only that of the two conditions which was favourable to Post- 
humus ; namely, that, if his wife preserved her honour, he should win ; 
concerning the other, in case she preserved it not, lachimo, the accurate 
ex])ouuder of the wager, is silent. To make him talk more in character, 
for we find him sharji enough in the prosecution of his bet, we should strike 
out the negative, and read tlie rest thus ; 

* If I bring you sufficient testimony that T have enjoyed, &c., my ten 
thousand ducats are mine,’ so is your diamond too. If I come off, and leave 
her in such honour, &c., she your jewel, Ace, and my gold are goitre' ” WAR- 
BURTON (whose alteration was adopted by Hanmcr and Capell). 

“I once thought this emendation right ; but am now of opinion that 
Shakespeare intended that lachimo, having gained his purpose, should de- 
signedly drop the invidious and offensive part of the wager, and to flatter 
Posthumus, dweU long upon the more pleasing part of the representation. 
One cofldition of a wa^er implies the other, and there is no need to mention 
both.” Johnson. — (In opposition to the last sentence of Johnson’s defence 
of the old text we surely may urge : Allowing that “ one condition of a 
wager implies the other, there is no need to mention” that one condition 
twice orer in different words,) 
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P. 647. ( 23 ) **starre:'' 

Mr. Singor (^Shakeitpeare^ 1856) Ba 3 rB that here the ** stenie** of the folio has 
been inconsiderately changcxl to igt-arve^' I do not ag^ree with hiui. They 
are one and the same word, wliother it bo used (as in the present passage) 
simply in the sense of that of dying with hunger: see Kiuhard- 

Bon’s D'u*t, in v. “ Starve'’' (The folio in (Jor’wlanm^ act iv. sc. 1, has 
“ Angers my Meate : I MU]>po vpoii myselfe, 

And so shall nterue with Fei'iliug 
in which passage Mr. Singer prints ^'etarre with feeding.") 


P. 648. ( 24 ) “ J frontier^ dot*tt*r^' 

“ Wo shouhl read, I imufilne, ‘ 1 do tvotulrr*" Walker’s Shaketfpett rr's lefrsi- 
fioation^ Ate. p. 24 ; an iiiaerLiou made long ngu. 


1*. 648. ( 25 ) “ I trill try t/ie/orrrs 

Of these thy evm pounds 


2\i try the riyour of them 

“Possibly ‘To test the vig(»ur * L them.’'’ WalkorV Crit, Exam. &.c. vol. i. 
p. 28y. 


P. 648. ( 26 ) “ he's for his tnusferf 

“Hoad,” says Walker, “‘he’s fuelor for his master.' St», in the latter part 
of the same scene, she calls him ‘the agent for his master.’ I 'actor in thi^ 
souse is common in SShakespeare.” Ch'lt, Exam, Atr*. vol. ii. x>. 256. 


P, 650. ( 27 ) “ Think irluii a chance thou vhancvsi on 

So Rowe (and Mr. Collier’s Ms. (Corrector). — 'J’lie folio has “ Thinh‘ 'trluit a 
chaud'c than chaiigest on ," — Theobald jiriiited “ Think trhat a chunp* thou 
chaiicest on," (“A line in our author’s Jiajte of Lucrccc u.lds some [great] 
bux)X)ort to the reading ‘ thou chancest on,’ which is much in tSliukesticurc’s 
manner ; 

* Let there heciuiiu'e him pitiful m\ 9 ~chancvs' Malone.) 


P. 651. ( 28 ) “ desire" 

The folio has “ desires.” — Corrected in the second folio. 

P. 651. ( 29 ) “ yov/r truest Leonatus.” 

So Hanmer (and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector).— The folio has “ yawr trust. 
JJeematus ." — “ ‘ Trust’ has been defended, but most ineffectually. Imogen 
had no special trust from Posihumiis ; and what she reads is certainly the 
end, not the beginning, of the letter ; the first word that she reads, * he,’ 
neoessarily implying a previous mention and introduction of lachimo. In 
courtesy Imogen reads aloud her husband’s commendation of her guest. 
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* So far’ may very properly be taken in the souse of * So much,* and * the 
rest,’ of which Imogen speaks, may refer as well to an unmentioned part 
that goes before us to one that comes after.” Q&ant WuiTis. — In the tliird 
line after this the folio has ** take.” 


1*. 661. (30) 

Warburton reads ” cope” (and so Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector). 


r. 651. (31) “ t?ie number'd beach 

Altered by Theobald to tlC umiumber’d beach (and so Mr. Collier’s Ms. 
Corrector). — “ Mr. Theobald’s conjecture may derive some support from a 
passage in King Lear [act iv. sc. 6] ; 

‘ the murmuring surge, 

That on fh' unnumber'd idle pebbles chafes — ’ 

* 77<’ unimmber'd' and ^ihe mmiber'd^ if hastily pronounced, might easily 
have been confounded by the ear. K ‘ number'd' be right, it surely means, 
as Dr. Jolinson has explained it, ahoutuluig in numbers of stones, nume- 
rous'' Malone. 


P. 65i‘}. (32) “ will his frep hours" 

“Folio, * will's free houres,’ &,c. PossTbl> right; hours," Walker's 
Exam, 6cc. vol. 1. ]). 30U. 

P. 656. (33) "count" 

3’he folio has “account.” 


P. 654. (34) “ Fixing" 

The folio has “ Fiering.” — Corrected in the second folio. 


P. 654. (35) ^^lic peeping" 

So Johnson. — The folio has “by jueping and Mr. W. N. Lettsom (I’rciace 
to Walker’s Cret. Exam. &c. j). xxvi.) obbur\es that “tlie same error occurs 
ill Qoffe, Courageous Turh, ii. 1, ‘ Make him bg snoring on a wanton breast ;’ 
and in Beaumont and Fletcher, Mad hover ^ i. 1, ^ Bg wambling in your 
stomachs’.” 


P. 654. (36) unlustrous" 

Th6 folio has “ illustrious.*’ — “ Corrected by Mr. Bowe. That illustrUms was 
not used by our author in the sense of inlustrous or unlustrous^ is proved by 
a passage in the old comedy of Patient Qrissell, 1606 ; ‘ — the buttons were 
illustrious and resplendent diamonds’.” Malone. — And see Kichardson’s 
IHot, in V. Unlustrous," — Mr. Collier prints “illustrous and he is 
followed by Mr. Bmger in his ShaitMpeare^ 1856 [and, 1865, by Mr. Grant 
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White] : but Chapman at least uses “ illtiBirous*' in a sense the very reverse 
of what they would have it convey in our text ; 

** Tclomachus, into a roome built hie. 

Of his UluHrouH court, and to the eie 
Of circular prohXiuct, to his bed ascondud,” Acc. 

Jfomt rV Odynwy^ Jl. i. p, 15, ed. fol. 

P. G54. (37) Should hv mahv nw 

. Ltve, lihe Diatut'tt jtnenl, hoftrixt cold nhcctn'* 

I cannot but express my wonder at Mr. (Irant WhiteV tliinking it nuecssary 
to subhtitutu “ A’/wtf W lu‘ mahi‘ tbee/ Ate. — lachinio evidt'utly means ** 7/ / 
were you^ should he make ?uc/* Arc. Prolmliiy uc ought here to read '* Lie, 
like," &c. : see Walker’s l^rit. Ji!u‘eiut. Arc. vol. ii. p. 


1*. G55. (38; ** Of ihy tmmult 

** 1 think *of 1hi» hmmiuH',’* ha\s Walker, f W/. IJjcam. A^e. vol. ii. p. 288. 


1‘. (>55. C39) ** into him ; 

Half all mviC'- heart arc hin" 

The modem editors generally alter “rwfa” to “untt)” (but Uicre arc other 
passages in these volumeh >\hcre our author, like the writers of his day, 
uses into" for “unto”). — The folio has “men;” which was corrected in 
the second folio. 


P. G.j.i, (40) "deecindtd" 

The folio has “defended.'’ — Corrected in tlie h-ec'ontl Jolio. 


P. G5G. (41] it roncermt 

Your Ittrd, myxedf^ and other twhle friend x. 

Arc jmrt tier X in the huHinexx" 

Here a semicolon is usually put after “ Your lord" — wrongly, 1 believe ; the 
sense being, “ for it concerns your lord, myself, and other noble friends, wlio 
are partners in the business.” 

P, G57. (4a) *' it xIulU mfe hv. kcjji" 

“ 1 am not quite sure that wc ought not to read ‘ it shall he safe kept’.’* 
Walker’s (H‘it. JCjoam. See. vol. ii. p. 247. 

P. G57. (43) ** standers-by" 

Walker {^Crit. Exaw. &c. vol. i. p. 245) would read “ stander-2^.” 

P. G57. (44) 

The folio has ** gaue.” — Corrected in the second folio. 
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P. G 68 . ( 45 ) “ to court to-night T" 

Tho folio has ** to Court nights' — Corrected in the second folio. 

P. Cfi 8 . ( 46 ) “ Sec. Lord.” 

gy. Jflrgt Lord" 1 

P. 66y.(47) 

80 tho third folio. — The first folio has “ desiguc.” 

P. (>C0. ( 48 ) “ thaVs riveted" 

Ko tho thinl folio. — ^Thc first folio has “ iliaVv riuotc tliu sucoud, ** tltaU 
rivoteds.” 


P. 6C0. ( 49 ) 

" Brviftf swift ^ you dragons of ttu nighty that dawning 
May hare ttu' raven's eye!" 

Tho folio, by n mis-spelling, has “ May bcare the" Acc. — C(fmpare a X)ahhngc 
ill JDroui’s Piiyfull llistorie of OanlfritJUt-and Jtarnardo la vayni*y AwC. 1570 ; 

At laht the Itanens dul d^ery 

Aurora to be neare" Acc. Sig. F 2.— 

” Mr. IlaiTon Field,” says Mr. Collier in his note ad l.y " thinks that thn-t 
exxiresbiou May bare the raven’s eye’] has been Idtherto understood too lite- 
rally, as lucaning that the ‘ raven’s eye’ is ‘bared,’ or ojwnedj by Oie * dawn- 
ing :’ he apprehends that night is here* poetically described as * tlie raven’.” 
Mr. Singer also {Shakesjwan Vtndieatedy Ac. p. iJ()4) ])ronounccs it to bo 
“a highly xioetical image for returning day oj)ening the eye oi night.” — Now 
nobody, I presume, will dispute that “ you drayont> of the night" means 
“you dragons that draw tho chariot of tlie Night here, therefore, Night is 
a goddess; and con wo suppose that in the very next line Shakesiieare would 
turn her into a raven? Besides, how could tlie ** dawning" be said to ojwn 
the eye of Night? Do not iioets invariably describe Night as betaking her- 
self to rejiose at the dawn of Day 7 

“ Darknesse is fled : looke, infant Home hath drawne 
Bright siluor curtains ’bout the coach of Night" 

Marston’s Antonio's Beuengey 1 G 02 , big. B 2. — 
18G5. Mr. Collier in the second edition of his Shahesyeare gives, with his 
Ms. Corrector, "May dare [i,c, dazzle] the raven's eye;" and also proiioses 
(most ridiculously) “ Mag blear ths rtvrerCs eye" 


P. G60. ( 50 ) “ Though this a heawenly angely hell is here." 

Walker (.Shakespeare's Versification, &c. p. 85) thinks — and probably he is 
right — that here "this" should be printed “ this',’* the contraction of ^‘this 
is,” which the folio has in Measure for MeasurCy act v. so. 1. 



voTBa.3 


CYMBELINS. 


745 


P. 661, (51) pretty 

Hanmer printed pretty bin/* — ^for tlie sake of a rhyme. 

P.661. (52) 

The folio hat} ** voyce */’ which Mr. Knight deliberately prefers 1 

P. 661. (53) “ Wjf .... anu’fid,*' 

Here llowc Bubstitutod “ cat — ^llie folio has “ amed/* which was cor- 

rected in the bi‘cund folio. 


P. 661. (54) “ music” 

The folio has “mubiokrn wliicli bomc editors retiiiii : but whj should the 
plural be used here l>y < Moten, who l^a'^ previously said, “ I would Uiis music 
would come: 1 am advised to j?ive her mustc t>* mornings,'’ icc.s — niul ** If 
this penetrate, J will consider your music the better," \'e. I (1 have alreiuly 
moi-e than <ince nolieed that tlie iolio not uiifretjueid!) adds # to siibstuii- 
tives when they inaiilfestly <uight to be in the siiigiibir luiiiiUr : — afterwards 
in the present play (p. (JG4) the t«>lio has ** ('lut, J/is CSanneiits/ Aow the 
diucll”) 


P. 001. (55) 


The folio has 


“ Fra UK yoursdf 

To orderly solieltSy and he friended 

11 ilh aptness oj t?ie season; malu‘ denials 

Increase your si r rices 


“ ¥rtime your self 
To orderly sol icily, and” ico . — 


Corrected in the becond loJio. — Pope ])rinted 


“ ¥rame yourself 

To orderly solicits ; and befrieialed 

Tl it/i apliu'ss of the seasoUy mala denials” &c. 

But what has (.'loten’s beiug ** befriended with aptness of the season” to do 
with his ** making denials increase his services” I Mumui, however, stum- 
bled on the same alteration ; and from him it has been adopU'd botli by Mr. 
Knight and by Mr. Singer in his recent edition; — Mr. Knight, moreover, 
reducing the close of tliis speech to a jKjrfect chaos by altering the jiunctu- 
atioo. — 186,>. The Cambridge Editors {^Olobe Shakt^speare) iiriut “Yb or- 
derly soliciting,'* &c. ; which slightly injures the metre. 


P. 604. (56) 

The folio has “ foylc.” 


P. 664. (57) *^ahoee” 

Mr. Singer, in his Shakespeare, 1856, prints ** about.” 
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P. 664. ( 58 ) “ Enter PIBANIO. 

How now, Pisanio /*’ 


We have had the Bamc wordH before (p. 649), and they occur afterwards 
(l>. 674). But qy. are they rifi^ht here? “7/cw” (as 1 have several times 
before observed) is frequently the edd spelling of “ Ho and wo might ex- 
pect (as at p. 6 .^ 6 ) 

“ What, ho, PUtaniot 
Enter PlSANIO.*’ — 


llanmer printed 


Clot. How now? 
Imo. Pisanio 1** 


which Walker {Orit. Exam. &c. vol. iii. p. 819) would give with the first 
speech altered to “ How 1 how 1” 


P. 604. ( 59 ) ^^garmenVr 

The folio has “ Garments ?” — Corrected in the second folio. 


P. 666 . ( 60 ) Laat night Hwas 07t mine arm ; IltMd it:'" 

“Possibly * I ln»»ed it’ [an early altcrnlion]. But ^hUntetV soundb ex- 

ceedingly suspicious. Perhaj)S Steevens’s * it teas ujwn mine arm’ may be 
right.” Walker’s (*rit. Exam, Acc. vol. iii. p. 819. 


P. 665. ( 61 ) *** JI tit meaiie%t garmatV /” Acc. 

“Arrange, rather ; 

* His meanest garment I 
Imo. Ay ; 

I said so, sir : if you will make ’t an action, 

Call witncbb to’t. 

(to. I vill inform your father. 

Imo. Your mother too : 

She’s in> good lady,’ ” Acc. 

Walker’s (^rii. Exam. Acc. vol. iii. p. 880. 


1 *. 666 . ( 62 ) “ the jjrettciit winter's state" 

Walker, instancing the “ Confusion of/ and long says that here “/<//» 
ought to be restored for the unmeaning word Estate'." Orit. Exam. &c. 
vol. ii. p. 294. 


P. 666 . ( 63 ) “ thxsc scar'd hopes" 

The folio has “ thxse fear’d hope the second folio, “ these fear’d Jwjfcs." 
—The alteration of “fear’d” to sear'd" is proposed by Tyrwhitt in his 
copy of the second folio now in the British Museum ; and it has been also 
made by Mr. Knight.— Since most copies of the folio, in Measwrefor Mea- 
sure, act ii. sc. 4, have the misprint, “ Growne/i?ar<f, and tedious,” I cannot 
think that the original reading here is to be defended on the supposition 
that “ fear’d hopes" may mean “ fearing hopes” or “ hopes mingled with 
fears,” — ^like Lucan’s “ spe trepido’^ or Petrarch’s “ paventosa speme.” 
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P. G(j6. (64) “ 27 i£f IrffUmt fu»r ith Gallia^* 

The folio has ** Hie Legion notc^' &c. (**So afterwards [p. CDS], * And that 
the ley WHS twio hi Gallia are,’ &c.” MALONE.) 


P. CCC. (65) “ man'* 

Walker {Or it, Uu'atn. &c. vol. iii. p. 320 ) proiiotwh tu bubsiitute, very unne- 
cessarily, “now.” 


P. C6C. (66) mlnyUJ with thair courayt y'' 

The folio has^’Afirtr wing-led uiih thur cuurageb." — The error “wing-led” 
was corrected in the second folio. 

P. CGC. (67) “J*hi.” 

The folio has 

P. G(iC. (68) “ If 1 huil /oHf it;^ 

The folio has If 1 haue lost it hut, though some )>riKsngeb <»cciir in our 
old writers where “havt*” beeiiu to he (M|uivaleut to “ /tm/, ' the i)reM*tit one 
euniioi, 1 think, he coubidered as helonging to thui c1uh>. (In (\triolanuify 
net iv. sc. 7 , the folio has 

“ Yet 1 wisli Sir, 

(I meaiie for your particular) jou had not 

loyn’d ill C’oiuiiiission with him : hut either hatto home 

The action of your selfe, or clbe to him, had left it soly.”) 


J*. GG 7 , (69) 

The folio has “ loaue.’ 


Ivat't /i” 


P. GG 7 . (70) “ Sinci the true life, ou^t 7fttM — ” 

C’aiiell printed ^*tSi/ire the true lije \iub in it.” — Musoii projfoses “ Kueh the 
true life o//Y wv/a.” — Mr. t’ollicr’s Ms. Corrector gives '‘'‘Sinev the true life 
otCt *t/ra«.” — Walker (^Crii. Ejram, Ac, >ol. iii. p. 320) coujecturcb Si ttce the 
true life on't was not.” 

P. GG8. (71) “w” 

Walker (C'rif. Exam, 6 cc, vol. iii. p, 320 ) proposes to omit this word. 


P. GG 9 . (7z) “ one o’ her immcn," 

The folio has “ one her women the second folio, “ one of her iromen .** — 
Mr. Collier retails the original reading, as elliptical : but in tlie preceding 
bcene (p. 662 ) we have 

“ 1 will make 

One of her women lawyer to me,” Ac. 
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P. 669.(73) 

The folio has «<her.** 

P. 670. (74) “ We are all hagtardn 

Pope printed “ We are bastards all ;** Gapelli “ We are all bastards; all,’*— 
which is also proposed by Walker, OrU» Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 322. 

P. 671. (75) Like a full-eLcorn'd hoar^ a German one^" 

The folio has “ Like a full Acorn' d lioa/re^ a larmon on ;** “ a larmen on” 
being merely, ns Howe saw, the old spellmg for ” a German one so in the 
See, Pa/rt of Henry IV, act ii. sc. 1, the quarto of 1600 has “the larnusn 
[i. e. GermaiC\ hunting in waterworke,” &c. — Theobald asks, “ Ts not West- 
phalia a part of Germany f And whore arc boars more delicately fed, or 
more likely t<3 be rank and hot afU^r the female*, than German ones?” — 
which note having failed to satisfy some recent edib^rs, who still kcoj) won- 
dering why Shakespeare should especially mention a German hoar, 1 sub- 
join the following extract from a \ery common hook: “The foicsts [of 
Germany] ^are plentifully supi>lied with wild boars, which arc reared to a 
large size. Westphalia is particularly nt»ted for this sj[)eeies of game.” 
Etlln, Eneyelojy, (by Brewster), vol. x. p. 255. — (Here Piq)C printed “ a-chuni- 
ing on Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector svbstitutt's “ a foaming one and 
Mr. Singer, in his Skala^stjnarcy 1856, giw'^ briming one"). 


I*. 671. (76) ^'disdain, 

Nice kniginy" 

Several modem editors (even Mr. Collier) silently print Nice longings, 
slandertt :" — why did they not also change the preceding ** disdain" to “dis- 
dains” ? 


P. 671. (77) **Atl faults that may he nam'd" 

The folio has “vlW Faults that name.” — I give the reading of the second 
folio ; but the alterations in that edition are merely conjectural ; and here 
perhaps the author wrote All faults tluit have a name.” — 1K65. Walker 
(fVi^. Exam, &c. vol. ii. p. 258) would read All fanilis that man can (er 
may) name.” 


P. 672. (78) rocks" 

Hanmer’s correction. — The folio has “ Oakes.” 


P. 67iJ, (79) which to shake off 

Beeonuss a warlike yeople^ whom we reckon 
Ourselves to he, 

Clo. We do, 

Cym. 

Stands thus in the folio ; 


Sanj, then^ to Ckesasr," &c. 
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**7rhtrh to itJtaJItfi ojf 

Becftmes a 7rnr7ih‘ whim we reckon 

Our selues to bo, wc do. Soy then to Sec . ; 

whioh the modem editors have variously altered, — to 

** which to fhake off 

Jieeomen a warlike people (which we reckon 
OursclccA to he') to do. theOf to Ceesar^*^ Slc. 

to 


and to 


^'whu h to tiltohc off 
Becomes a warlike people, hucIi ah we 
lleclum onrsefrev to he. Soy then to (\esar'' Sec. 

)f luck to xhakt of) 

Beenme** a warliPt puph. whom we rtckou 
Oursf (re\ fth. AV#» do «//y, lln //, to (\rmr'' AlC. — 


With Mr. Collier’s Ms (Virrcclor, T restore the woid^ " wv tlo'' to ( loten ; for 
to him they evidei*tl> lielonj?. — IMl.**. Mr. Staunton piintH (not happily) 

which to shale ojf 

Becomes a wnrhle pt o pi t . whom wt rtckou 
flurstleti to he. Say tlu n, we do, to (astir. 

Our autc^tor,"^ S^c — 


The Cnmluidj'c Editor- (67<>7^/ Shalt peace) n'SRipn “ 11/ ////’ to ** t7o. and 
Isfceh."^ 


P. 071. (8o) “ What monster's her accuser?" 

The folio has U hat Monsters h/r accuse?” 


P. 074. ( 8 1 ) “ Bo'/ : the letter?' A.c. 

“The wortU here read h> Pisanio from his rnahter’s letter (which is aftcr- 
waids [p. OSO] |?iven at length, ami in piose,) arc not found there, though 
the isuhsfauti of tlu ni is eoiiinmcd in it. 'iliis is cnie >r many jiroofs that 
ShalvcsjuMiie had no view to the puhliention of his pieecH. Tlierc was little 
daiif^er that Midi an inaccuracy should he detected hy the eai of the Hpec- 
lator, tlioiii^h it could linidly escape an attentive i-ender.” MAnoNK. — Mr. 
Knight has cont neil to persuade himself that here Pibanio ib not rcadinf? 
the letter, hut only commeiiliiij; upon its bubstance. 


P. 070. (8z) “c/w//7 ntift be so ervtl to me, as you^ O the dearest of 

eriatures^ would t rt n renew me with your eyes." 

Altered by Pope to “ could not be so crut 1 to me ; hut y/w, O the dearest of 
creatures^ wtruld even rentw me with your t yes by Capell to *^^ould tud 
be so cruel to we, as you, O the dearest of criatures, would not even renew 
me with your eyes and by Mr. Knight to “ could not be so cruel to me, 
an yoti, O the dearest of creatures, would eevn renew me 7rith your eyes ." — 
1805. Mr. Grant White prints “ could not be cruel to me, so as you, O the 
dearest of creatures, would eren renew me with your eyis." 
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P. 076. (83) ** Tfow many noore of miles may me well ride" 

Tho folio has ** TTow many store of HFtles rmy me well rid.** — Corrected in the 
second folio. 


P. 076. (84) ** Stoop" 

Hanmcr*B correction. — Tho folio has “ Sleepe.** 


P. 070. (85) “ To morninfa holy oficc:" 

Thg folio has “ To a morninga holy office" &c. See Walker’s Ceit. Exam. &c. 
vol. i. p. 00. 


P. 077. (86) '^Itlcher than doing nothing for a bribe" 

Tho folio has “ for a Babe which Stcevena, Capell, and Malone re- 
tain, with various interpretations. — Bowe prints ** ftrr a bauble;” a 

slij^ht alteration, no doubt, since “bauble” was often written “bable.** — 

Johnson recommends “ for a brabe” (which is adopted by Mr. Singer 

in his Shalt eapcarcy IS-'G, though lie understands “brabe” in a sense dif- 
ferent from that which Johnson assigned to it) ; and Mr, Collier’s Ms. Cor- 
rector substitutes “ for a bob.” — In niy former edition I adopted Rowe’s 

emendation : but I now prefer that of Hanmer, “ for a bribe;" which 

Walker mentions as undoubtedly right, fr/f. Exam. &c. vol. ii. p. 27.'>, where 
his editor adds in a note ; “In Greene’s James /T’i, ed. Dyce, vol. ii. p. 112 
J[l)ram. and Poet. Worha^ p. 20;j, ed. Dyce, 1801], Sir Bartram says of Ateuken ; 

* But he, injurious man, wlio lives by crafts, 

And sells king’s favours for who will give most. 

Hath taken bribes of me, yet covertly 
Will sell away the thing pertains to me.’ 

This shows how a man may do nothing, or worse than nothing, for a bribe ; 
a fact that seems incomprehensible to the primitive simplicity of the nine- 
teenth century.” 


P. 077.(87) “’e/w” 

Tlie folio has “him a word, as wo have before seen, frequently confounded 
with “ 'em" or “ them" by transcribers and printers. 


P. 077. (88) " A prison for a debtor" 

Tho folio has “^1 Prison j or a Debtor" See. (which Mr. Hunter thinks the 
“ better” reading. Alew lllnat. of Shaheapeare^ vol, ii. p. 294). 


P. 678. (89) “ Nor CymJfeline dreams that they axe ali/ee" 

“ Could Shakespeare’s ear have tolerated this line ? Qu. ; 

‘ I’ll meet you in the valleys. — How hard it is 
To hide the sparks of nature 1 these two boys 
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Know little they arc soda to th* king ; nor Cjmnbdine 
Breams that they arc alive.* *' 

Walker*s CrU, £xanu &o. vol. iil. p. 322. 


P. C78. (90) “ wJtercin they botV\* 

Warburton’s correction. — The folio has “ whert*on the 2?wrf.*’ 


r. 679. ( 91 ) Euriphtie^ 

Hum ivaat tlieif vur»t : th*y thet* for tJieir molheVy 
And crtyi'y day do himo *r ht her grarr 

Rco note 8. — Eurijdtilr, tlie nur»«e of the two young prim*o« in OymhrUnr^ 
iii. 3, iv. 2, it» perhaps a corruption of Euriphylv." WiiNvcr’s f V'/f. Exam, Acc. 

vol. ii. p. 31 ; where Walker certainly must have written ‘‘ a e«>rniption 

of EriphyZe," 


P. G70. (92) wc’t*/* longW my mothrr &c*. 

“ Wc should arrange, T Hiispect ; 

‘iieN'i* long'd my mother so 
To see me first, as I have now : — Pisanio 1 — 

Man 1 — Where’s Posthunnis ? — What U in thy mind,* &c.” 

Walker’s Erit. Exam. Acc. vol. iii. p. .32.'k 


P. 679. ( 93 ) oat -crafted*' 

The folio has the spelling “ ei/f-craftied which, ba>s Malone, “ Shakespeare 
certainly wrote. So in CoriolanoH [act v. sc. .T), 

‘chaste as the icicle. 

That’s curd fed by the frost fioin purest snow.’ ” 

But in such cases no stress can be laid on the spelling of the folio. In 
('oriolanus, act iv. sc. 6, it has 

“ you haue made faire handS) 

You and 3^our (’rafts, you liaiie crafted faire 
and while in AIVh rrell that endx well it has “muddied,” in The Tempeid it 
twice lias ^^mudded;" see note 192 on the former play, vol. iii. p. 317. 


P. 680. (94) “ Wlio^e mother was her painting," 

Hanmer printed “ feathers are her painting Capell, “ W/utse feather 

was her painting." — Mr. Collier’s Ms, Corrector gives most ingeniously “Who 
smothers her vrMh. painting '* 


P. 681. (95) 

The folio has “a- foot.” 


“ ajore't 
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P. 681. C 96 ) 

^^AnA PotthiSmvs^ thov that didgt set up 
My diaohedienoe *gainet the king my father^ 

And make me put into dontemj^ the anite 
Of jrrinoely feVUma^' 

Tn tho first lino the second thmC^ is a modem addition. — The folio has 
“ and makes me," &c. — For fellows" (explained “those of tho same fellow- 
ship or rank with myself”) Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes “ followers.” 

P. 6R2. (97) “ Til wake mine eychalh hlind frat," 

Ro Hanmcr, whnse reading has been usually adopted, and is surely the right 
one. — The folio omits “ hUttd," — Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector gives “ J’W crack 
mine eyehalU frst;" which Mr. Collier in the second edition of his Shake^ 
apeare adopts, as being “a phrase perfectly natural.” Now, “To crack the 
eyr-Ktrings" is a not uncommon expression, and, indeed, occurs in this very 
play, p. 643 ; 

“ I would have broke mine eye-stnnga ; craelCd them, but 
To look upon him,” &c. : 

but who ever hoard of era cling the eychalls," though Mr. Collier calls it 
“a i^hrase perfectly natural”? — Mr. Staunton, after observing that “Mr. 
( ’oilier adopts the almost ludicrout* alteration suggcstccL by his annotator,” 
proceeds to defend the old reading, “ 111 wake mine eyeballs fi»*st,” on tho 
strength of a passage in latafs Tominton (a play falsely ascribed to Mar- 
lowe in the title-page) ; 

“ J’ll at ill wake. 

And wahte these balls of sight by tossing them 
Tn busy observations uiwn thee, 

Sweet Opportunity,” Acc. 

But I cannot think that, in the above i^assnge, the verb **wakr" (after which 
Mr. Staunton throws out the comma) governs “ eyeballs :” the meaning 1 
conceive to be, “ I’ll still keep myself awake, and waste these balls,” &c. (So 
in Si)enser ; 

“ All night she watcht ; no once adowne would lay 
Her dainty limbs in her sad dreriment, 

But praying afill did waltc, and waking did lament,” 

Tlic Mierie Qntciw, B. i. c. xi. st. 32.) 

Some word, therefore, such as ^'Idind" seems to be rctpiired after “ryc- 
halh;" nor is tho metre, which throughout this scene is far from irre- 
gular, complete without it. 

P. 682. (98) “ It cannot he," Sco. 

“ I am all but certain that we should read and arrange ; 

‘ It cannot be 

But that my master is abus’d. Some villain, 

Aiid singular iii’« art, hath done you both 
This cursed injury. 

Imo, Some Boman courtezan, &c.” 

Walker’s Orit. Uxam, &c. vol. iii. p. 828. 
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P. 683. (99) 

*' walk that hanhf nohle, mithinfff 

Here “ ClatetC'^ is the addition made by Theobald to a line manifestly muti- 
lated ; which, however, aooording to Mr. Singer (^Shakeitpeare MndUmted^ 
&c. p. 308), is quite as Juinmtnioujt and more effective*’ without any addi- 
tion. — Mr. Collier's Ms. Correotor reads << With that harth^ nohie, 
empty Tiathiaig'' 


P. 688 . ( 99 ^) « Wh/re the a 

Hanmer made these words the cimolusion of the preceding i 9 )eeoh. — **The 
rest of Imogen’s speech induces inn bk think that we ought to read * W^hai 
then?’ instead of * When then?* The reason of the change is evident." 
Mabon. 


P. 688 . (loo) “ if you eouUI teear a mitid 

DarJt oii your furivnt or," 

Theobald, at Warhnrton’s suggestion, pniiU'd “ if you cmtlii wear a mien,” 
Sco. — But, observes .lohnson, *‘to wear a iForh wiiul is to carry a mind impe- 
netrable to the search of others. FPftrkue't^ applied ti> the mtud is secrecy ; 
applied to the/<i/*^MiM is obscurii /. 


P. 683. (loi ) “ Vreity and full of rit ic 

Mr. Collier’s Ms, < ’orreotor subhtilutes “ Privy, yet full of new'* 

P. 683. (loz) 

Qu. “ to’’ ? 

P.684. ( 103 ) •*ymfir 

The folio has “ will.’’ 


P. 685. ( 104 ) “fib, sir, I desire of you** 

After **sir** the folio has a colon ; which Mr. (’oilier alters to a full -stop. 
But though we have had liefore (p. 674) “»SSr;, str,** as a complete sentence, 
here it can hardly be disjoined from the words which follow. 


P. 685. ( 105 ) “ Madam, all joy befall yowr yraoe and yours /” 

The folio has “ your Orace, and you.” — Malone thinks we should read 

« his grace and you I” — The Cambridge Editors ( 6^/050 Skal^vpeaflre') 

print 

“ Madam, all joy befall your grace 1 

Queen. And you 1”— 

Mr. Swynfen Jervis proposes “ your grace, and you, si** 1” — I adopt, 

with some hesitation, the reading of Capell (which Steevens gives as his 
VOL. Vll. 3o 
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own oonjeoture : ** i. 0 .’* he says, “ your relatives. So in MacbetA [act iii. 
sc. 1 ], 

‘And beggar'd yotirs for ever’ ”). 

Compare, towards the end of the play, p. 735, what Cymbeline says, speak- 
ing of the Queen, — “ /ler and henty 


P. G86. ( 106 ) “ nJie looTuf vtt Uke^' 

The folio has lookc V8 liJtey — The editor of the second folio substi- 
tuted ‘SSAe loohes as Uke;" which Mr. Singer (with the earlier editors) 
adopts in his 8haJte$peare^ 185C, observing that “all the recent editions 
have the awkward phrase * Sho looks •us like' ” But, in spite of its “ awk- 
wardness,” it is assui'cdly the right reading : our early writers fre(iuent 1 y 
use the verb “ loolt*'* with an ellipsis of the word which modern phraseology 
requires after it. So in the preceding play, p. 554, 

“ By looking hack •rvhat I have left behind.” 

And see note 141 on Khig Henry V, vol. iv. p. 520. 


P. G 86 . ( 107 ) “ sfrokesy 

The folio has “ stroke.” — Corrected in the second folio. 


P. 08C. ( 108 ) “ to the loiuVst'^umc we makey 

“ The folio, ‘ to th' lowd of no'ise,* Sec . ; where ‘ of’ is most probably a mis- 
print of st, as Rowe supposed.” OiiANT WiiiTr.. 


P. G 8 G. ( 109 ) ‘SS5r;w, I say y 

Walker (fV/Y. Ea^aw. Acc. vol. ii. p. 14G) proposes Son, — son, Isayy 


P. f;«7. (no) 

Mill hart'' 


“ (^losr rillatMj I 


Stands thus in the folio ; 


‘‘ Close Mllaine, 


Tie have y 

and Walker (^(^rit. Eo'am. &c. vt»l. ii. p. 44) would read 


ril hurcy 


“ (lose villany. 


But (though the words **villahy and *^vilUi9iy" are often confounded by 
early printers) I do not believe that Shakespeare wrote “ villany'' here. 


P.690, (ni) 

“ Arran^, rather ; 


**antl ifmin^ enemyy Arc. 
* and if mine enemy 


But fear the sword like me. 

He’ll scarcely look on’t. — Such a foe, good heavens \' " 

Walker’s (Vit. Exam. &o. vol. iii. p. 826, 
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P. 691. (ill) “ (fold xf rent'd /* the JftHtr. 

Hero “ V ” has lH*cn altered to “ o' ” by editors who foi^ot that formerly 
** /w” Mras oftt'ii criuivalciit to “on.” See note 21 on A Mhhummer-Xitfhr* 
Dream, vol. ii. p. 327. 

P, 001.(113) '■^j}arfett* 

Pope printed ^^jtartt d thonoo Capell, parted so ** 

P. 092. (i 14) “ I hid /or ymi ax 1 tht hvy," 

Has been altered to “7’d hid for yon T' wfuild [and “ 7''d”] hny," and lo 
“ J hid for you ax /*d buy." 

P. (;02. ( 1 1 5 ) “ 'Monyxt f rien dx. 

If hrofherx. — [Aside*] tf had hern xof 

Is pointed in the folio thus, 

^"Monyxt Vriendx? 

If Jirothrrx : iroufd'' Ac, ; 

(the folio Bometiines having an iiiterroj^ation-point where it is (|uite out of 
plaee : see note 106 on Kitty Hi ary I ///. vol. v. ]>. .787 >. In the second 
folio thus, 

“ 'Monyxt fnrttdx. 

If Ilrotln rx : mmld,"' &e. — 

llowo rectified the old punctuation (thoufi^h Theobald takes the credit of 
having done so). 


P. 092. (116) “ Siare Leonatuh' fafxt 

Here, as Walker reconnuonds (^Kltahexjtenn 'x Verxifiraiion, Ac. p. 98). I have 
marked the elision of “ is” after “ Ijconatax." 


P. 093. (117) “ hr romtarndx 

Hix absolute rtnnm ixxiott'' 

So Theobald (at Warlmrton’s suggestion). — The folio has “ hr commands,” 
&c. ; which Capell maintains to bo right, as “a direct Gallicism” {Nolrx, &c. 
vol. i. P. i. p. 114), and which, according to .Johnson, means “ln‘ eontmundx 
the commission to be given to you.” But, us Mr. Singer <»bscrvc^ {Shaftr- 
xpeare, 1856), “to commend was the old formula : we have it again in King 
Lear, * I did commend your highness* letters to them.’ ” 


P. 694. (118) “ tJiix imperceirerant thing'' 

The folio has “ this imperscuerant Thittg '' — In my Hemarks on Mr, (Jollier's 
and Mr. Knight's eds, of Khahespeaxre, p. 258, I observed that the rij^ht read- 
ing (according to modem orthography) is “this imperoeirrrant thing,” i.e, 
this undiscerning thing, — tliis thing without the power ot peroei'dtig my 
superiority to Posthumus ; and 1 quoted from The Wldme (a play attributed 
to JoxiBon, Fletcher, and Middleton), 
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“ Methinkfi the wordft 

Themselves should make him do% had he but persef^eraMe 
Of a oock-sparrow, that will come at Philip, 

And can nor write nor read, poor fool I'* 

Act iii. sc. 2 (Middleton's JiTfrAg, vol. iii. p. 888, ed. D3roe). 
where, of course, ^^perseverance" is, with our present spelling, peroeiver- 
ariee" i.e. discernment, power of perceiving . — More recently, in Notes and 
Queries^ vol. vii. p. 400, the Rev. W. A. Arrowsmitli has adduced numerous 
instances of the same substantive, with various spoiling, from different 
authors : he also (ibid.y refers to a stanza in Hawes's Pastvme of Pleasure 
(p. 43, Percy Soc. ed.), where both perceyuerannoe and peroeyuercmnt occur ; 
To vnderstandyn^ these iiii. accident, 

Doctryne, perceyneravnee^ and exercyse. 

And also therto is equypolent 
Euermore the perfyt practyse, 

For fyrst dootr3me in all goodly wyse 

The per ecyveraunt rowthe in hys bote of wyll 

In vnderstandyng for to knowe good from yll.” 

Sig. P iii. ed. 1665. 


P. 694. (i 19) before her face 

The folio has “ before thy face the trfmscriber or compositor having hero 

by mistake repeated “ thy," in conseqdfence of the preceding “ thy head," 
^^thy shoulders," misti'ess," and **thy garments." — Malone defends 

the old reading, “ before thy face" in the following preposterous note, of 
which he took the hint from Capell ; “ Shakespeare, who in The ’Winter's 
Tale makes a Clown say, ' If thou'lt see a thing to talk on after thou art 
dead,' would not scruple to give tlie expression in the text to so fantastic a 
character as Clotcn. The garments of Posthumus might indeed be cut 
to pieces before his fare, though his head were off ; no one, however, but 
Cloten would consider this circumstance as any aggravation of the insult." 
— Cloten could have no possible object in cutting to pieces the garments of 
Posthumus before his face, even if Posthumus had been alive to witness the 
dissection. Cloten wishes to out them to pieces before the face of Imogen, 
as a sort of revenge for her having said to him, 

" His [Posthumus's] meanest garment. 

That ever hath but clipp'd his body, is dearer 
In my respect than all the hairs above thcc. 

Wore they all made such men." p. 6G4. 

Cloten is certainly not the downright idiot that Capell and Malone would 
make him out to 


P. 69f . (i4o) “ 80 please yon, sir." 

Tyrwhitt would make these words the commencement of the next speech. — 
“ Point 

‘ So please you, sir — ' 

Arviragus is speaking to Belarius." Walker's OHt. Exam. Ac. vol. iii. p. 826. 
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P. 696.(1X1) ^^Piaanio, 

VU now toite of thy drug, [SuvallowB some.*’ 

Here the folio has no stage-direction. — Rowe, himseli a dramatist, saw that 
at these words Shakespeare evidently intended Imogen to swallow secretly 
some of the ** drug and ho accordingly added a stage-direction (which is 

retained in the acting-copies of the play), ‘*Drifih» out of the rial:** but the 
** drug,” it appears, was a solid. 


P. 696. (ixx) “ Gni. Put hU float cookery /” kc. 
The folio has 

“ etui. Tint Aw Hvate Coohorle / 
Arui. lie cut our Iteotca^' 


P. 69G. (xa^) ** rooted in him hoth^*' 

The folio has in thorn bothf* which Mr. Hunter defends: “who,” 

he asks, “ can douht that * them* has for its antecedent the smile and the 
sigh ?” New Illust, of tihahespeare^ vol. ii. p. 207, 


P. 096. (1x4) “ Groti\ patience P' 

The folio has “ Oroic patient.** — In the next line but one, Hanmer printed 
“ root from thy Increaaing vine .'** 


P. 606. (1x5) “ What cotnpanics are near 


“ Wliy the plural ? 
And again, 


A little below we have 
‘ No company’s abroad.* 


‘ What company 
Dibcover you abroad V ** 

Walker’s Orit, NaBatn, &c. ^ol. i. p. 266. 


P. 696. ( I x6) “ mountai neera i*” 

Here the folio has ” Mountainers ?** a form which 1 should have retained 
but that in the five other passages where the word occurs the folio spoils it 
with the double e. 


P. 698. (1x7) “ for defeat ofjudgmeiU 

la oft the cure of fear'' 

The folio has “ Ja oft the cause of Feare '' — ^Theobald printed 

“/or th* effect of judgment 
Ja oft the cause offeecr ," — 

1 adopt Hanmer’s alteration ; which is approved of by Capell in his NateOj 
&c. vol. i. P. i. p. 116 ; and which Malone and Mr. Collier have adopted. — 
Mr. Grant White (who gives Theobald’s reading) says, with over-subtUty, 
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that iraniuer made his correction “regardless of the incongruity between 
a negative condition and an active remedial agent.” — Mr. Staunton prints 

defect of judgment 

1 h oft the sauce of fear'' 


V. Ciim. (128) ^^thnnh" 

The folio has “ thanks.” 

r. IJilK. (129) “ huMoue" 

'I'lie folio has “ Honor.” — Theobald restored the right word, — to do which, 
indeed, required 110 great acuteness. 


l\ 700. (1 30) “ hotv thyself" 

Pope’s correction. — The folio has “thou thyselfe" — 'J’he editor of the second 
folio omitted “ thou.” 


I*. 700. (131) wonder" 

Pope printed “wonderful.” — “Of course, wonderful'^' Walker’s Crit, 
Exam. See. vol. iii. p. 327. 


P. 700. (132) “ My ingenUnts inMrument !" 

The folio has "My Jnstru me nt which (though " ingenUnts" was 

often used for ‘‘ingenuous,” and, in rare eases, the latter for the former) 
Shakespenro would not have written here. 


P. 700. (133) Look^ here he comes" 

Walker proposes “ (’aldwul ! — Look leere^' Sec. Celt. Ewam. Ate. vol. ii. p. 145. 


P. 701. (134) 

MiyM eeusiliest" 

The folio has 


Might’st easilest 


“ thy sluggish crare 


“ thy sluggish cai'e 


and so the second folio, except that it alters “ Might’bt” to "Might." — Simp- 
son substituted “ crare" for “ care.” 


P.701. (135) 

“ With female fairies will his tomb he haunted^ 

And tvorms will not come to thee." 

Another of those violent changes of ]iorsoii, which Malone defends, and 
which Ktoovons thinks it unfair to lay to the charge of Shakespeare. Bee 
note 8. 
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P.701. (136) 

Tlw leaf of eglantine^ whom not to Blander ^ 
Out^BweetmCd not thy breath .•*’ 

Sco last note on Thf^ M^inter's Tale^ vol. iii. p. 580. 


P..701. (137) Boro-Mhaming** 

“ Foresliatnifig or forBliaming^ I tbink ; for a» in fordOy fornmste^ &c.’* Wal- 
ker’s Crlt, Ejcam. Aco. vol. ii. p. 207. — The old rca<liu|? is surely right. 


P. 702. (138) trtnter-grou fid'' 

Warburton reads “ /ix’/rft'r-gown and so Walker, who says that the “ win- 
ter~ground^* of the folio is “for trinter-gowne. (Or iiid(‘e<l goirtw 11XU3' have 
been written in the Ms. goirtul, as the final e is often ])rinted d in the lolio ; 
see art. Ixii. on that point),” Crit. Ejcam. Ace. v<j1. i. p. 141. — Mr. Collier’s 
Ms. Corrector substitutes “ ?r/M^ei*-gnartl.'’ 


P. 702. (139) “ A///^ him to the ground^ 

Ah once our mothir 

The folio has ‘M/f once to our — “the coni]>OBitor having probably 

caught the word ‘ to’ from the preceding line. The correction was made by 
Mr. Pope.” Malone. 

P. 702. (140) “ Eitrijthile" 

See note 91. 

P. 702. (141) “ lie ictiH paid for that 

“ Sir Thomas Hanmer reads ‘ He han paid lor that,’ — rather j>]aubibly than 
rightly. ‘ PaUV is for JoHNbON. 


P. 708. (14a) “ 

The lolio has “ are.’ 

P. 704. (143) “w” 

Pope printed “sure;’’ and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrcch)!* bubstithtes “lot” — 
rightly iwjrhnps. 

P. 704. (144) “ imagidd;' 

Qy. “ imag’d” \ 

P. 704. (145) " hiet kiH^' 

. “ Write ‘ but V.” Walker’s CrU. Ejoam. &c. vol. iii. p. 827. 
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P. 704. (146) 

lift thy head on, — How should this heT" 

80 Hanmer. — The folio has And left this head on^'* &c. (which was altered 
in the third folio to ^*And his head onf &c.) ; the transcriber’s or com- 
positor’s eye having caught “ this” from the latter part of the line. 


P. 704. (147) “ Ooten^s 

The folio has ** Cloten.” 

P. 705. (148) ** Y(ni here at Milford^Hawen loith yowr ships : 

They are in readiness f 

80 the second folio.~The first folio has 

“ You heere at Mdford-Hauen^ wvth your Shippes . 
They are heere in readinesse f* 

the transcriber or compositor having repeated ** heero” by mistake. 


P. 70G. (149) “ There is no more sucJt maMers 

The modem editors usually print, wlt|i the second folio, “ T/u re arc no 
nwrey' &c. : yet earlier in this play (q^ 72) they are content to give there 
is no more such CKsars,” &c. (which, by the by, is not altered in the second 
foUo). 


P.706. (150) 
Added by Capell 


the line halting intolerably from omibsion. 


P. 706. (151) “ A'nd rather father thee than master thee , — 

MyfriendSy'' 

” Write, I imagine, 

* And rather father than master thee. My friends,’ &c.” 

Walker’s Orit, Yixam, &c. vol. iii. p. 327. 


P. 707. (152) ** A fever with the absence of her son ; 

A madness," 

“Wrong surely; the latter *A' originating in the former.” Walkfsr’s Cfrlt. 
Exam, Ac. vol. i. p. 88. — Several of the earlier editors omit the latter “ A," 


P. 707. (i 53) “ But for thee, fellow" 

“ Surely, * But for thee, thee, fellow’ [which Capell gave].” Walker’s Orit, 
Exam, Ac. vol. ii. p. 146. 
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P. 708. ( 154 ) “ Pve had no Utter'' 

Bo Hanmer (which Capell slightly altered to “ / have had no Utter "'), — ^Tho 
folio has “/heard no Letter;" which is thus defended by Malone : ** Perhaps 
* Utter' here means, not an epistle, but the elemental part of a syllable. This 
might have been a phrase in Shakespeare's time. We yet say — have not 
heard a eylUtbU from him." 

P. 708. ( 155 ) tee in life" 

The folio has “ we iinde in life," — Corrected in the second folio. 


P.709. ( 156 ) "the" 

The folio has “ their." 

P.709. ( 157 ) '^o'ergrown," 

Understanding this word to refer more particularly to the hair and beard of 
Belarius, I observed in my Remarhe on Mr, Qdlier'e and Mr, Knight'e eds, 
of Shakegpeare^ p. 200 ; “ Its meaning is sufficiently explained by what Post- 
humus afterwards Ba 3'8 of Belarius, 

* who deserv’d 

Bo long a breeding as his white heard came to’ ;’’ 
and I noticed the strange inappositeness of a quotation from SjKjnser which 
Bteovons adduces to illustrate it. Hence, in the second edition of his Shake- 
speare Mr. Collier writes as follows ; “ Tlie Rev, Mr. Dyce would p<K»rly 
limit the meaning of ' o’ergrown’ to the beard of Belarius ; and he laughs 
at Bteevens for quoting Spenser in some lines where ‘o’ergrown witli old 
decay* occurs. Such unquestionably was the meaning of ‘o’ergrown’ in 
this passage in ‘ Cymbeline,’ the * wWte beard’ of Belarius being only a 
small part of the change prefaced in him by age. No reference could well 
be more apposite than that of Bteevens ; and wo cannot but smile when we 
find Mr. Dyce, with surprising simplicity, complaining of commentators, 
who fancy that quotations are illustrative, merely because they contain a 
particular word in the text (‘ Remarks,* p. 259).’’ 

It is plain that Mr. Collier knows the passage in Spenser only from the 
note of Bteevens, — ^who (cunning dog, as he always showed himself 1) pur- 
posely gave it thus mutilated ; 

“ o'ergrown with old decay. 

And hid in darkness, that none could behold 
The hue thereof.’’ 

Entire, it stands ; 

“ Both roofe, and lloore, and walls, were all of gold. 

But overgrown^ with dnet and old decay ^ 

And hid in dorknes, that none could behold 
The hew thereof ; for vew of cherefull day 
Didmever in that house itselfe display," Acc. 

The Favrie Qneene^ B. ii. c. vii. st. 29. 

and if Mr. Collier still imagines that Spenser’s description of THB OA,VB OF 
MAMMON, ^^o'ergrtnone wUh duet tend old deea/y'^ (i.e, covered with dust and 
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mouldincBs — et situ), illustrates the word ** o'ergrovtn'* as applied by 
ShakeHpcarc to Belarius, ho is welcome to his opinion for me, and may con- 
tinue tu “ smile at my surprising simplicity’* in thinking that the quotation 
is altogether inapimsite, and that Hteevens, with equal propriety, might have 
cited from st. 4 of the same Book and Canto 

“ His yron cote, all ovprgrowne with rust, 

Was underneath enveloped with gold,” &c. 

In conclusion, I may mention that Sir John Ilaringtoii in liis version of 
the Orlando Farioio has 

“ Whose heard with age wag omrgrorcne and gray.” 

B. XV. st. 30. 

“ This while Adonio, looking pale and wan. 

As erst 1 told, and orergrotvn with A/iirc,” &c. 

B. xliii. st. 89. 


P. 709. ( 158 ) “ what thing in it that I net*‘r 

Did gee man die /” 

The moderd editors (misled by the folio, which somotlmcs, as here, puts the 
interrogation-point for the cxclamation-(x>int) very improperly make this 
£)assagc interrogative. By “ what thing is it,” &c., Arviragus means *• what 
a thing is it,” Ac., — the “ a^' in such exclamations being frequently omitted 
by our early writers : see note *3 on Julian Cagar^ vol. \i. p. G91. 


V, 710. ( 159 ) *^for I wighd'^ 

So Pope. — The folio has **for I am wight which Mr. Singer (^Shah^gjwarc, 
185G) alters to for I e’en wbthW^ (weakening the sense not a little). 


P. 710. ( 160 ) “ you gtnne jyernut 

To gccond UU 7cith ills, each elder 7rorgc, 

And fnakc them dread it, to the doerg' thrift'^ 

In the last line of this very obscure passage Theobald altered “ dread 
to dreaded.” As to “ elder,'' I agree with Malone that Shakespeare here 
” considered the later evil deed as the elder.” 


P. 713 .( 161 ) 
The folio has 


they stoop'd easing ; glaoes, 
The gtrideg they victors viade 

** th^y stopt Eagles, slaucs 
The strides the MMo7's made," 


P. 714. ( 162 ) “ Stm going f" 

“ i,e. You run away from me, as you did from the enemy.” Walker's Onit, 
Exam, Ac. vol. iii. p. 827. 
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r. 714. (163) For being norv a favourer to the Briton,'* Sec. 

“This is spoken of 'death* whom the siieaker is Kcekint;; : but despairing to 
find him among the Britainn, of whom lie was ‘ uotv a/arourer, /, no more a 
Britain,' says he, * hare rtntum'd the paH I earn e in, the Homan, and will 
meet witli him there.’* t’a^Kill’s Notes, See. vol. i. P. i. p. 118. — Uanmor sub- 
stituted “ For being mne a favourer to the Homan,” Sue. , 

P.715. (164) 

An interpolation t 

P. 715. (165) *• Jet t nough" 

“ Does not tlie seiiKo re(iiiire ‘ Ts’t mtt enough* ? Tlie metre would admit it.” 
Note by Mr. VV. N. Lettsom apud Walker’s Crit. Eram. See. vol. iii. p. 828. 


P. 736. (166) •* If you will take tJus audit, take this life," 

Walker (CVti. Exam. Slc. vol. i. i>. 208) marks the first *^^take" as suspicious, 
[tut he does not notice the remarkable uccumulatioii of takes in this speech : 
a little above we have 

•• take 

No stricter render of me lhan my all. 

Who of their broken debtoi’S taka u third, 

For Imogen’s dear life taka mine ; 

Though light, taka x>ieccH lor the figure’s sake.’* 


I*. 717. (167) eume," 

The folio has “ came manifestly wrong. 

I*. 717. (168) l(Mk out 

The folio lias “ looJie, looke out " — Corrected in the second folio. 


P. 711). (169) ” 'Tis still a dream," Acc. 

*' {Something is lost. Perhaps Shakespeare wrote 

’Tis still a dream ; or else such stuff as madmen 
Tongue, and brain not : either botli, or notliiug ; or 
A senseless speaking, or a speaking such 
As sense cannot untie.’ ” 

Walker’s Orit. Exam. Acc. vol. iii. p. 821). 


P. 720.(170) *'of tide contradiction you shaU now be quit. — O, tke 
charity of a penny cord P' 

The folio has “ Oh, of this contradiction you shall now he quit ; Oh, the 
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charity y'* &o. ; the first ** Oh** having been evidently inserted by misti^, in 
consequence of the transcriber’s or compositor’s eye resting on the second 
one. 


P. 720. (171) talte vpofi yourmlf tiuit which I amh ware yov, do not 

know; or jump the after-itiquiry on your own peril : and how you shall 
speed in your journey's eud^ I think you'll never reditrn to tell one," 

The folio has ** or to take vpon, yowr selfe" &o. : it also has a blur (oc- 
casioned by the sticking up of what is technically called a space') before 
the next “ or which blur Mr. Knight considers to be an /, and prints 
** toT^jwmp the afterdnqulry on your own perils and how you shall speed in 
your jowmey's endf I think you'll never return to tell one," — 1865. The Cam- 
bridge Editors (^Olobe Shakespeare) print ‘‘or do take upon yourself" Sco, : 
but I feel sure that the “ to” of the folio was repeated by mistake ^m the 
immediately preceding “ to know.” 


P. 721. (172) *‘ Stepp'd before targes of proof" See. 

8eo note 7^ on Antony and Cleopatra^ p. 609 of this volume. 


P. 722. (173) and in time. 

When she had fitted yt^ with her craft" 

Here the “ yes" is from the second folio ; an insertion which) I confess, 1 
hardly like, and which is pronounced to bo “ wrong” by Walker, who ( Crit, 
Evam. &c. vol. iii. p. 829) proposes and in duo time ." — In the second line 
Walker (i/7. vol. i. p. 294) would substitute for "fitted;" an altera- 

tion which seems less necessary here than in the Ta/ming of the Shrew ; 
see note 7 on that play, vol. iii. p. 182. 


P.723. (174) "heard" 

The folio has “ heare.” — Corrected in the second folio. 


P. 724. (175) "'iwr" 

Omitted in the folio. 

P. 724. (176) "One semd another 

Not more resembles that sweet rosy lad 
Who died, amd was Fidele" 

Imperfectly as this is expressed, I am inclined to agree with Mr. Knight in 
thinking that we have here what Shakespeare wrote. — It has been altered 
in various ways. — ^Walker supposes that half a line has dropped out; he 
says, “ Qfi., 

* One sand another 

Not more resembles [ 

Than he resemblesj that sweet rosy lad, 

Who died,* &o.” Orit, Exam, &o. vol. iii. p. 829. 
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P.725. (177) 

The folio has “ see.** 

P. 725. (178) “ Hum'U torture me,** &o. 

In case this should seem obscure to some readers, I may notice that the 
meaning is — “ Instead of torturing me to speak, thou wouldst (if thou wert 
wise, or aware) torture me to prevent niy Bi>eHking that>** ico. 

P. 725. (179) “ I^m fflad to he romtrain'd to utter that 
Which torments me *0 **oncea 7 .*' 

Here the ** (though we ha\i* ^-'that 7 ehich** in lachimo's preceding 

8{>eech) would seem to l>e an addition by the transcriber or printer. A 
modem amangement is, 

“ I am glad I0 he constrain'd I0 utter that mhich 
Torments wr,” AtO. ; 

and Boswell says, “If we lay an cmphasiH on that^ it will be an h3rpormetri- 
cal line of eleven syllables. There i^ seareely a page in FU'trlicr's plays 
where this sort of rersificatian is not to hefontid,** — Fletoher*H vorsifloation 
being essentially different from our author’s ! 


P. 727. (i8n) «»>/’* 

Added in the second folio, 

P. 728. (181) ^^hclpr 

In all probability “ help, help.” 


P. 728. (182) ^*dead:* 

“i.e. in a state of suspended animation,” says Mr, W. 

N. Lettsom a])ud Crit. Krani, &c. vol. iii. p. by Walker, who (jiu>tOH 
“Stage Direction, iv, 2, fol. p. 38JI, col. i, * Ktiter Areirugvs^ with Jnwgan 
dead, hearing her in his Argues * ;” and “ Spenser, F, Q., B, iv. C, vii. st. ix., 

* For she (deare ladie) all the while was dead. 

Whitest he in armes her l)ore ; but when she felt 
Herself down soust, she waked out of dread. 

Straight into griefe,’ &c.” 

P. 729. (183) “ Think that you are upon a rook; and now 
Throw me again** 

“ A passage of impenetrable obscurity. There is probably a corruption of 
all the last five words. *Book* may be a misprint of <neck;* and perhaps 
the original words were something like * Think she’s upon your n#ck.’ No 
explanation has been given that is worth repeating.” Grant White.— I 
believe the simple meaning of this affecting passage is ; “ Now prove your 
love ; if you throw me from your arms now, my fall will be as fatal to me 
as if you had precipitated me from a rock.” 
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1\ 729. (184) “ awa^ he pogUt^'' &c. 

Observe that Pisanio, v. 5, in the account he gives of Cloten’s proceedings, 
says of him, 

* away he i>oBt8 

With unchaste purpose, and with oath to violate,* &c. ; 
though Cloten says nothing to this effect in his dialogue with Pisanio, iii. 5. 
Did Pisanio learn it from a subsequent conversation with the prince in his 
apartments? see the conclusion of the last-mentioned scene.*' Walker's 
Or it. Exam, Sco, vol. iii. p. 832. 


P. 730. (185) Vm sorry for tlwer 

So the second folio. — The first folio has “ 1 am sorrow //jr thrr which no 
one, I presume, will attempt to defend who recollects that the expression 
“ lam sorry" occurs more than fifty times in our author's other plays. 


P. 730. (186) Had ever scar for," 

“ i. e. for meriting, or in attempting to merit." Capcll's Notes^ &c. vol. i. P. i. 
p. 121. — I can see no reason to (luestion the correctness of tins passage. 


P. 731. (187) 

The folio has “ neci*c." 




P. 731. (188) 
See note 91. 


Ear tjfh He" 


P. 732. (189) what, am I 

A motlif^r to the hirth of three /” 

" Surely [with Hanmer] ; 

‘ O wlint am J ? 

A mother to the birth of three 1’ ’’ 

Walker's Crit, Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 330. 


P. 732. (190) pray" 

Altered by Bowe to " may.” 

P. 732.(191) 

The folic^has “we.” 

P. 732. (19a) 

The folio has “ Brother ?*’ 


“ brothers ?" 
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P. 783. (193) “ tnfet^gatnritsJ'* 

Here the folio has “ Intorrogatoriofl *” but iti AlFt well that endf well, act Iv. 
Bc. 3, and (twice) towartls the clo«c of ITut Mercharit of I it has the 
old contracted form of the word. 


P.7.33. ( 194 ) 

The folio has “ no.’ — Correoted in the second folio. 


P.783. (195) Tnm,ith;* 

Pope printed “ ’Tis I am, me' 


P. 734 (196) h thy nioft eonstomf wife 

So Ca|)eU, who that licrc Po^thiimuB is afldrcssed. — The folio hnn “ 
thU most eoti'ifanf \\ }ft ” — “The Sooth^nyer here mauifestly luldrchBcs Post- 
humuH again, and the pronoun U refj!iin*<l as an antecedent to 

‘who,* which else must refer lo (’vnd>cdine, who was not ctnbraeod by 
Imogen ; and if he had been, ‘ tlie letter of the oraele* would not have been 
thereby fulfilled.” nuAT?! WHirn. 


P. 73.'5. (197) “ Vif penet" 

Altered bj ITanmer to “ 

P. 735. (198) tins tpt searei-roUl hatth," 

The folio has Of }et this \(arh(~cohUJtatiail (’orrecled in Ihe third 
folio. 


RNl) OF VOLUME SEVENTH. 
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